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NOSTEOMO: 

A   TALE   OF  THE  SEABOABD. 


PART  FIRST. 

THE  SILVER  OF  THE  MINE. 

CHAPIEU  I. 

Ik  ihe  time  of  Spanish  rule,  and  for  many  years  afterwards, 
the  town  of  Balaco—tlie  laxuriant  beauty  of  the  orange 
gardens  bears  witnas  to  its  antiquity — ^had  never  been  com- 
merciallj  anything  more  important  ^n  a  coasting  port  with 
a  fairiy  huge  local  trade  in  ox-hides  and  indigo.  The  domsy 
deep-sea  gfJleons  of  the  conqnerors  that,  needing  a  brisk  gale 
to  move  at  all,  wodd  lie  becalmed,  where  yonr  modem  ship 
built  on  clipper  lines  forges  ahead  by  the  mere  flapping  of  her 
sails,  had  been  barred  out  of  Sulaco  by  the  prevailing  calms 
of  its  vast  gulf.  Some  harbours  of  the  earth  are  made  difficult 
of  access  by  the  treachery  of  sunken  rocks  and  the  tempests  of 
their  shores.  Sulaco  had  found  an  inviolable  sanctuary  from 
the  temptations  of  a  trading  world  in  the  solemn  hush  of  the 
deep  Golf  o  Placido  as  if  within  an  enormous  semi-circular  and 
nnroofed  temple  q^en  to  the  ocean,  with  its  walls  of  lofty 
monntains  hung  with  the  monming  draperies  of  clond. 

On  one  side  of  this  broad  cnrve  in  the  straight  seaboard  of 
the  Republic  of  Costaguana,  the  last  spur  of  the  coast  range 
forms  an  insignificant  cape  whose  name  is  Punta  Mala.  Fiom 
the  middle  of  the  gulf  the  point  of  the  land  itself  is  not  visible 
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at  all ;  bub  the  shoulder  of  a  steep  hill  at  the  back  can  bo 
made  out  fauitly  hke  a  shadow  on  the  sky. 

On  the  other  side,  what  seems  to  be  an  isolated  patch  of 
bine  mist  floats  lightly  on  the  glare  of  ihe  horizon.  This  is 
the  peninsnla  of  Aznera,  a  wild  chaos  of  sharp  rocks  and  stony 
levels  out  abont  by  vertical  ravines.  It  lies  far  out  to  sea  like 
a  rongh  head  of  stone  stretched  from  a  green-clad  coast  at  the 
end  of  a  slender  neck  of  sand  covered  with  thickets  of  thorny 
scrub.  Utterly  waterless,  for  the  rainfall  runs  off  at  once  on 
all  sides  into  the  sea,  it  has  not  soil  enough — it  is  said — to 
grow  a  single  blade  of  grass,  as  if  it  were  blighted  by  a  curse. 
The  poor,  associating  by  an  obscure  instinct  of  consolation 
the  ideas  of  evil  and  wealth,  will  tell  you  that  it  is  deadly 
because  of  its  forbidden  treasures.  The  common  folk  of  tho 
neighbourhood,  peons  of  the  estancias,  vaqueros  of  Uie  sea- 
board plains,  tame  Indians  coming  miles  to  market  with  a 
bundle  of  sugar-cane  or  a  basket  of  maize  worth  about  three- 
pence, are  well  aware  that  heaps  of  shining  gold  lie  in  the 
gloom  of  the  deep  precipices  cleaving  the  stony  levels  of 
Azuora.  Tradition  has  it  that  many  adventurers  of  olden 
time  had  perished  in  the  search.  The  story  goes  also  that 
within  men's  memory  two  wandering  sailors— Americanos, 
perhaps,  but  gringos  of  some  sort  for  certain — talked  over  a 
gambling,  good-for-nothing  mooo,  and  th»  three  stole  a  donkey 
to  carry  for  them  a  bundle  of  dry  sticks,  a  water-skin,  and 
provisions  enough  to  last  a  few  days.  Thus  accompanied,  and 
with  revolvers  at  their  belts,  they  had  started  to  diop  their 
way  with  machetes  through  the  thorny,  scrub  on  the  neck  of 
the  peninsula. 

On  the  second  evening  an  upright  spiral  of  smoke  (it  could 
only  have  l)een  from  tlieir  camp-fire)  was  seen  for  the  firet 
time  within  memory  of  man  standing  up  faintly  upon  the  sky 
above  a  razor-backed  ridge  on  the  stony  head.  The  crew  of  a 
ooasting  schooner,  lying  becalmed  three  miles  off  the  shore, 
stared  at  it  with  amazement  till  dark.  A  negro  flaherman, 
living  in  a  lonely  hut  in  a  litUe  bay  near  by,  had  seen  the 
start  and  was  on  the  took-out  for  some  sign.  He  called  to  his 
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wife  jwA  at  Uie  BUQ  was  about  k)  set.  Th€|y  had  watched  the 
Btaoge  portent  with  en^y,  incredulity,  and  awe. 

The  impona  adventmers  gave  no  other  sign.  The  sailora, 
the  Indian,  and  the  stolen  bono  were  ne^er  seen  again.  As 

to  the  mozo,a  Sulaco  man — his  wife  paid  for  some  masses,  and 
the  poor  four-footed  beast,  being  without  sin,  had  been  pro- 
bably permitted  to  die  ;  but  the  two  gringos,  spectral  and 
alive,  are  believed  to  be  dwelling  to  this  day  amongst  the 
rocks,  under  the  fatal  spell  of  their  success.  Their  sonls 
cannot  tear  themaelFesaway  from  their  bodies  mounting  gnard 
over  the  discovered  treasure.  They  are  now  rich  and  hungry 
and  thosty— a  strange  theory  of  tenacious  gringo  ghosts 
suffering  in  their  starved  ai^  parched  flesh  of  defiant  heretics, 
where  a  Christian  would  have  renounced  and  been  released. 

These,  then,  are  the  legendary  inhabitants  of  Azuera  guard- 
ing its  forbidden  wealth  ;  and  the  shadow  on  the  sky  on  one 
side  with  the  round  patch  of  blue  haze  blurring  the  bright 
skirt  of  the  horizon  on  the  other,  mark  the  two  outermost 
points  of  tlie  bend  which  bears  the  name  of  Golfo  Piacido, 
because  never  a  strong  wind  had  been  known  to  blow  upon 
its  waters. 

On  eroising  the  imaginary  line  drawn  from  Punta  Mala  to 
Azuera  the  ships  from  Europe  bound  to  Sulaco  lose  at  once 
the  strong  breves  of  the  ocean.  They  become  the  prey  of 
capricious  aun  that  play  with  them  for  thirty  hours  at  a  stretch 
sometimes.  Before  them  the  head  of  the  calm  gulf  is  filled  on 
most  days  of  the  year  by  a  great  body  of  motionless  and 
opaque  clouds.  On  the  rare  clear  mornings  another  shadow  is 
cast  upon  the  sweep  of  the  gulf.  The  dawn  breaks  high 
behind  the  towering  and  serrated  waU  of  the  Cordillera,  a 
clear-cut  vision  of  dark  peaks  rearing  their  steep  slopes  on  a 
lofty  pedestal  of  forests  rising  from  the  very  edge  oi  the  ahore. 
Amongst  them  the  white  head  of  Higuerota  rises  majestically 
upon  the  blue.  Bare  dusters  of  enormous  rocks  sprinkle  with 
tiny  black  dots  the  smooth  dome  of  snow. 

Then,  as  the  midday  suu  withdraws  from  the  gulf  the 
shadow  of  the  mouutains,  the  clouds  begin  to  roll  out  of  the 
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lower  valleys.  They  swathe  in  sombre  tatters  the  naked  crags 
of  precipices  above  the  wooded  slopes,  hide  the  peaks,  smoke  in 
stormy  trails  aoroBS  the  snows  of  Higuerota.  The  Cordillera 
is  gone  from  yon  as  if  it  had  dissolved  itself  into  great  piles  of 
grey  and  black  vaponrs  that  travel  ont  slowly  to  seaward  and 
vanish  into  thin  air  all  along  the  front  before  the  blazing  heat 
of  the  day.  The  wasting  edge  of  the  cloud-bank  always  strives 
for,  but  seldom  wins,  the  middle  of  the  gulf.  The  sun — as  the 
Bailors  say — is  eating  it  up.  Unless  perchance  a  sombre 
thunder-head  breaks  away  from  the  main  body  to  career  all 
over  the  gulf  till  it  escapes  into  the  of&ug  beyond  Azaera, 
where  it  bursts  suddenly  into  flame  and  crashes  like  a  simster 
pirate^p  of  the  air,  hove-to  above  the  horizon^  engaging 
the  sea. 

At  night  the  body  of  donds  advancing  higher  up  the  sky 
smothers  the  whole  qniet  gulf  below  with  an  impenetrable 

darkness,  in  which  the  sound  of  the  falling  showers  can  be  • 
heard  beginniug  and  ceasing  abruptly — now  here,  now  there. 
Indeed,  these  cloudy  nights  are  proverbial  with  the  seamen 
along  the  whole  west  coast  of  a  great  continent.  Sky,  land, 
and  sea  disappear  together  out  of  the  world  when  the  Placido — 
as  iiiB  saying  is — goes  to  sleep  nnder  its  black  poncho.  The 
few  stars  left  below  the  seaward  frown  ci  the  vanlt  shine 
feebly  as  into  the  month  of  a  bhick  cavern.  In  its  vastness 
yonr  ship  floats  unseen  nnder  your  feet,  her  sails  flntter 
invisible  above  yonr  head.  The  eye  of  God  Himself — ^Uiey  add 
with  grim  profanity — could  not  find  out  what  work  a  man's 
hand  is  doing  in  there ;  and  you  would  be  free  to  call  the 
devil  to  your  aid  with  impunity  if  even  his  malice  were  not 
defeated  by  such  a  blind  darkness. 

The  shores  on  the  gulf  are  steep-to  all  round ;  these  un- 
inhabited islets'  basking  in  the  sunshine  just  outside  the  cloud 
veil,  and  opposite  the  entrance  to  the  harbour  of  8nlaco,  bear 
the  name  oi  The  Isabels.** 

There  is  the  Great  Isabel;  the  Little  Isabel,  which  is 
round ;  and  Hermosa,  which  is  the  smallest. 

That  lobt  i&  no  more  than  a  foot  high,  and  aboxxt  peyen 
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paces  across,  a  mere  flat  top  of  a  grey  rock  which  smokes  like 
a  hot  cinder  after  a  shower,  and  where  no  man  would  care  to 
venture  a  naked  sole  before  sunset.  On  the  Little  Isabel  an 
old  ragged  palm,  with  a  thick  bulging  trunk  rough  with  spines, 
a  very  witch  amongst  palm  trees,  rustles  a  dismal  bunch  of 
dead  leaves  above  the  coarse  sand*  The  Great  Isabel  has  a 
spring  of  fresh  water  issning  from  the  overgrown  side  of  a 
ravine.  Besembling  an  emerald  green  wedge  of  land  a  mile 
long,  and  laid  flat  npon  the  sea,  it  bears  two  forest  trees 
standing  close  together,  with  a  wide  spread  of  shade  at  the 
foot  of  their  smooth  trunks.  A  ravine  extending  the  whole 
length  of  the  island  is  full  of  bushes ;  and  presenting  a  deep 
tangled  cleft  on  the  high  side  spreads  itself  out  on  the  other 
into  a  shallow  depression  abutting  on  a  small  strip  of  sandy 
shore. 

From  that  low  end  of  the  Great  Isabel  the  eye  plnnges 
through  an  opening  two  miles  away,  as  abrnpt  as  if  chopped 
with  an  axe  ont  of  the  regular  sweep  of  the  coast,  right  into 
the  harbour  of  Sniaco.  It  is  an  oblong,  lake*like  piece  of 
water.  On  one  side  'the  short  wooded  spurs  and  valleys  of 
the  Cordillera  come  down  at  riglit  angles  to  the  very  strand  ; 
on  the  other  the  open  view  of  the  great  Sulaco  plain  passes 
into  the  opal  mystery  of  great  distances  overhung  by  dry  haze. 
The  town  of  Sulaco  itself — tops  of  walls,  a  great  cupola, 
gleams  of  white  miradors  in  a  vast  grove  of  orange  trees — lies 
between  the  mountains  and  the  plain,  at  some  little  distance 
from  its  harbour  and  ont  of  the  direct  line  of  sight  from 
the  sea. 
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Thb  only  sign  of  OQmmercial  acfcinty  wiUiin  the  harbour, 
visible  from  the  beach  of  the  Greafc  Isabel,  Is  the  square  blunt 
end  of  the  wooden  jetty  which  the  Oceanic  Steam  Navigation 

Company  (the  O.S.N,  of  familiar  speech)  had  thrown  over  the 
shallow  part  of  the  bay  soon  after  they  had  resolved  to  make 
of  Sulaco  one  of  their  ports  of  call  for  the  Republic  of  Costa- 
goaua.  The  State  possesses  several  harbours  on  its  long  sea- 
board, but  except  Cayta,  an  important  place,  all  are  either 
small  and  inconvenient  inlets  in  an  iron-bonnd  coast— like 
Esmeralda,  for  instance,  sixty  mQes  to  the  south— -or  dse 
mere  open  roadsteads  exposed  to  the  winds  and  fretted  by 
the  surf. 

Perhaps  the  very  atmospheric  conditions  which  had  kept 
away  the  merchant  fleets  of  bygone  ages  induced  the  O.S.N. 
Company  to  violate  the  sanctuary  of  peace  sheltering  the  calm 
existence  of  Sulaco.  The  variable  airs  sporting  lightly  with 
the  vast  semkircle  of  waters  within  the  head  of  Azuera  could 
not  baffle  the  steam  power  of  their  excellent  fleet.  Year  after 
year  the  black  hulls  of  their  ships  had  gone  up  and  down  the 
coast,  in  and  out,  past  Axnera,  past  the  Isabels,  past  Punta 
Mala—disregarding  everything  but  the  tyranny  of  time.  Their 
names,  the  names  of  all  mythology,  became  the  household 
words  of  a  coast  that  had  never  been  ruled  by  the  gods  of 
Olympns.  The  Jwio  was  known  only  for  her  comfortable 
cabins  amidships,  the  Satwn  for  the  geniality  of  her  captain 
and  the  painted  and  gilt  luxnriousness  of  her  saloon,  whereas 
the  Qanymede  was  fitted  out  mainly  for  cattle  transport,  and 
to  be  avoided  by  coastwise  passengeis.  The  hnmbkst  Indian 
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in  the  obacurest  village  on  the  coast  was  familiar  with  the 
Cerberus,  a  little  black  pnffer  without  charm  oi  living  aooom- 
BM>datioii  to  speak  of,  whose  nxisBion  was  to  creep  indion 
ak»g  the  wooded  beaches  <doee  to  mighty  ugly  iodB»  stewing 
oUigingly  before  every  cluster  of  hnka  to  odUect  prodooe,  down 
to  tfane-pooiid  pssoels  of  iadiirabber  bomid  m  a  wrapper  of 
dry  grass. 

And  as  they  seldom  failed  to  acconnt  for  the  smallest 
package,  rarely  lost  a  bullock,  and  had  never  drowned  a  single 
passenger,  the  name  of  the  O.S.N.  stood  very  high  for  tmst- 
wortliineak  Pe<^  deekied  that  nnder  the  Company's  care 
their  lives  and  fffoperty  were  saf^  on  the  water  Uum  in  thur 
own  homes  on  riiore. 

TheOAN.'s  saperintendent  in  Sokoo  for  the  whole  Oosta- 
guana  section  of  tlw  service  was  very  proud  of  his  Ckxnpany's 
standing.  He  resumed  it  in  a  saying  which  was  very  often  on 
his  lips,  "We  never  make  mistakes."  To  the  Company's 
officers  it  took  the  form  of  a  severe  injunction,  "We  must 
make  no  mistakes.  I'll  have  no  mistakeH  here,  no  matter 
what  Smith  may  do  at  his  end." 

Smith,  on  whom  he  had  never  set  ejes  in  his  life,  was  the 
odier  soperintendeat  of  tiie  service,  quartered  some  fifteen 
hmdred  miles  away  from  Snlaoo.  **I>on*t  talk  to  me  of 
yonr  Smith." 

Then,  calming  down  suddenly,  he  would  dismiss  tue 
subject  with  studied  negligence. 

•*  Smith  knows  no  more  of  this  continent  than  a  1)aby." 

"Our  excellent  Sefior  Mitchell"  for  the  business  and 
official  world  of  Sulaco;  "Fussy  Joe"  for  the  commanders 
of  the  CkMDopany's  ships,  Oaptain  Joseph  Mitchell  prided 
himself  on  his  profonnd  Imowkdge  of  men  and  things  udl  the 
ooontry— eosBS  de  Costaguana.  Amongst  these  last  he  ac- 
counted as  most  unfavourable  to  the  orderly  woilring  of  his 
Company  the  frequent  changes  of  government  brought  about 
by  revolutions  of  the  military  type. 

The  political  atmosphere  of  the  Republic  was  generally 
stormy  in  these  days.  The  fugitive  patriots  of  the  defeated 
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party  had  the  kuack  of  turnmg  up  again  on  the  coast  mih 
half  a  steamer's  load  of  small  arms  and  ammunition.  Such 
resourcefulness  Captain  Mitchell  considered  as  perfectly  won- 
derful in  view  of  their  utter  destitution  at  the  time  of  flight. 
He  had  observed  that  "they  never  seemed  to  have  enough 
change  about  them  to  pay  for  their  passage  ticket  out  of  the 
conntiy."  And  he  conld  speak  with  knowledge;  for  on  a 
memorable  occasion  he  had  been  called  npon  to  save  the  life 
of  a  dictator,  together  with  the  lives  of  a  few  Snlaco  officials — 
the  political  chief,  the  director  of  the  onstoms,  and  the  head 
of  police — belongiug  to  an  overturned  government.  Poor 
Sefior  Ilibiera  (such  was  the  dictator's  name)  had  come  pelting 
eighty  miles  over  mountain  tracks  after  the  lost  battle  of 
Socorro,  in  the  hope  of  out-distancing  the  fatal  news — which, 
of  course,  he  could  not  manage  to  do  on  a  lame  mule.  The 
animal,  moreover,  expired  under  him  at  the  end  of  the 
AUuneda,  where  the  military  band  phiys  sometimeB  in  the  even- 
ings between  the  revolutions.  **Bur,"  Caption  Mitchell  wonld 
pnrsue  with  portentons  gravity,  the  ill-timed  end  of  that  mule 
attracted  attention  to  the  nnfortnnate  rider.  His  features 
were  it'Gognised  by  several  deserters  from  the  Dictatorial  army 
amongst  the  rascally  mob  already  engaged  in  smashing  the 
window?  of  tho  -idencia." 

^.'tily  (  'i  '  riw:  ling  of  that  day  the  local  authorities  of 
fiialaco  iiuu  li  l  i.,.r  refuge  to  the  O.S.N.  Company's  offices, 
a  strong  building  uetir  the  shore  end  of  the  jetty,  leaving  the 
town  to  the  merdee  of  a  revoluUonaiy  rabble ;  and  as  the 
Dictator  was  execrated  by  the  populace  on  account  of  the  severe 
recruitment  law  his  necessities  had  compelled  him  to  enforce 
during  the  straggle,  he  stood  a  good  chance  of  being  torn  to 
pieces.  Providentially,  Nostromo  —  invaluable  fellow  —  with 
some  Italian  workmen,  imported  to  work  upon  the  National 
Central  Kailway,  was  at  hand,  and  managed  to  snatch  liim 
away — for  the  time  at  least.  Ultimately,  Captain  Mitchell 
succeeded  in  taking  everybody  off  in  his  own  gig  to  one  of  the 
Company's  steamers — it  was  the  Minerva — ^jnst  then,  aa  lock 
would  have  it^  entering  the  harbour. 
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He  had  to  lower  these  gentlemen  at  the  end  of  a  rope  out 
of  a  hole  in  the  wall  at  the  back,  while  the  mob  which,  pouring 
out  of  the  town,  had  spread  itself  all  along  the  shore,  howled 
and  foamed  at  the  foot  of  the  building  in  front.  He  had  to 
liiuny  them  then  Uie  whole  length  of  the  jetty  ;  it  had  been  a 
desperate  dash,  neck  or  nothing — ^and  again  it  was  NostromOt 
a  f eUow  in  a  ihonaand,  who,  at  the  head,  this  time,  of  the  Com- 
pany's body  of  lightermen,  held  the  jetty  against  the  rashes 
of  the  rabble,  thns  giving  the  fugitives  time  to  reach  the  gig 
lying  ready  for  them  at  the  other  end  with  the  Company's 
flag  at  the  stern.  Sticks,  stones,  shots  flew  ;  knives  too  were 
thrown.  Captain  Mitchell  exhibited  willingly  a  long  cicatrice 
of  a  cut  over  his  left  ear  and  temple,  made  by  a  razor-blade 
fastened  to  a  stick — a  weapon,  he  explained,  very  much  in 
favour  with  the  *'  worst  kind  of  nigger  out  here.'* 

Captain  Mitchell  was  a  thick,  elderly  man,  wearing  high, 
pointed  collars  and  short  side-whiskers,  partial  to  white  waist- 
coats, and  really  very  commnnicatiye  nnder  his  air  of  pompons 
reserve. 

"These  gentlemen,"  he  would  say,  staring  with  great 
solemnity,  "  had  to  ran  like  rabbits,  sir.  I  ran  like  a  rabbit 
myself.  Certain  forms  of  death  are — er — distasteful  to  a — a — 
er — respectable  man.  They  would  have  pounded  me  to  death 
too.  A  ezaiy  mob^  sur,  does  not  discriminate.  Under  providence 
we  owed  onr  preservation  to  my  Capatas  de  Oargadores,  as 
they  called  him  in  the  town,  a  man  who,  when  I  discovered  his 
value,  sir,  was  just  the  bos*n  of  an  Italian  ship,  a  big  Genoese 
ship,  one  of  the  few  European  siiips  that  ever  came  to  Snlaco 
with  a  general  cargo  before  the  building  of  the  National  Central. 
He  left  her  on  account  of  some  very  respectable  friends  he 
made  here,  Lis  own  countrymen,  but  also,  I  suppose,  to  better 
himself.  Sir,  I  am  a  pretty  good  judge  of  character.  I  engaged 
him  to  be  the  captain  of  our  lightermen,  and  caretaker  of  our 
jetty.  That's  all  that  he  was.  But  without  him  Sefior  Btbiera 
woidd  have  been  a  dead  man.  This  Nostromo,  sir,  a  man 
abaolntely  above  reproach,  became  the  terror  of  all  the  thieves 
in  the  town.  We  were  infested,  infested,  overrun,  sir,  here  at 
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that  time  by  ladroncs  and  matreros,  thieves  and  murderers  from 
the  whole  province.  On  this  occasion  thej  had  been  flocking 
into  Snlaco  for  a  week  past.  They  had  scented  the  end,  sir. 
Fifty  per  cent,  of  that  mnrdenngmob  were  professional  bandits 
from  Uie  Oampo,  air,  bat  there  wasn't  one  that  hadn't  heaid  of 
Noatromo.  As  to  the  town  leperoB»  air,  the  sight  of  his  black 
whiskers  and  white  teedi  was  enough  for  them.  They  qnailed 
before  him,  sir.  That's  what  the  f <»ce  of  character  will  do  for 
you.'* 

It  could  very  well  be  said  that  it  was  Nostromo  alone  who 
saved  the  lives  of  these  gentlemen.  Captain  Mitchell,  on  his 
part,  never  left  them  till  he  had  seen  them  collapse,  panting, 
terrified  and  exasperated,  but  safe,  on  the  luxuriant  velvet 
sofas  in  the  first<da8s  saloon  of  the  Minerva.  To  the  very  last 
he  had  been  carefol  to  address  the  ex«Dictator  as  **Toar 
Excellency." 

•*  Sir,  I  could  do  no  other.    The  man  was  down — ghastly, 
livid,  one  mass  of  scratches." 

The  Miner ra  never  let  go  her  anchor  that  call.   The  super- 
intendent ordered  her  out  of  the  harbour  at  once.   No  cargo 
could  be  landed,  of  course,  and  the  passengers  for  Sulaco 
satorally  refused  to  go  ashore.  They  could  hear  the  firing  and  ' 
see  plainly  the  fight  going  on  at  the  edge  of  the  water.  The 
repulsed  mob  devoted  its  energies  to  an  attack  upon  the 
Custom  House,  a  dreary,  unfinished-looking  structure  with 
many  windows  two  hundred  yards  away  from  the  O.S.N. 
Offices,  and  the  only  other  building  near  the  harbour.  Captain 
Mitchell,  after  directing  the  commander  of  the  Minerva  to  land 
"  these  gentlemen  "  in  the  first  port  of  call  outside  Costaguana, 
went  back  in  his  gig  to  see  what  could  be  done  for  the  protec- 
tion of  the  Gompany's  property.  That  and  the  property  of  the 
railway  were  preserved  by  the  European  residents ;  that  is,  by 
Captain  Mitchell  himsdf  and  the  staff  of  engineers  building  the 
road,  aided  by  the  Italian  and  Basque  workmen  who  rallied 
faithfully  round  their  English  chiefs.    The  Company's  lighter- 
men, too,  natives  of  the  Republic,  behaved  very  well  under  their 
Capataz.  An  outcast  lot  of  very  mixed  blood,  mainly  negroes. 


THE  SILVER  OF  THE  MIKE. 


11 


everlastingly  at  fend  with  the  other  customers  of  low  grog  shops 
in  the  town,  they  embraced  with  delight  this  opportunity  to 
settle  their  personal  scores  under  such  favourable  auspices. 
There  was  not  one  of  them  that  had  not,  at  some  time  or  other, 
looked  with  terror  at  Noetromo's  revolver  poked  Tory  close  at 
his  face,  or  been  otherwise  daunted  by  Nostromo's  lesolntion. 
He  was  ^miich  of  a  man,*'  their  Gapatas  waa,  they  said,  too 
Boomfol  in  his  temper  ever  to  ntter  abi]8e,a  tirdess  taskmaster, 
and  the  more  to  be  feared  because  of  his  alo<^ess.  And 
behold  I  there  he  was  that  day,  at  their  bead,  condescending  to 
make  jocular  remarks  to  this  man  or  the  other. 

Such  leadership  was  inspiriting,  and  in  truth  all  the  harm 
the  mob  managed  to  achieve  was  to  set  fire  to  one — only 
one — stack  of  railway-sleepers,  which,  being  creosoted, 
burned  well.  The  main  attack  on  the  railway  yards,  on 
the  0  jOT.  Offioes,  and  espedally  on  the  Custom  House,  whose 
Btnmg  room,  it  was  well  known^  contained  a  large  treasmre  in 
silver  ingots,  failed  completely.  Even  the  little  hotel  kept  by 
oW  Giorgio,  standing  alone  halfway  between  the  harbour  and 
the  town,  escaped  looting  and  destruction,  not  by  a  miracle,  but 
because  with  the  safes  in  view  they  had  neglected  it  at  first, 
and  afterwards  found  no  leisure  to  stop.  Nostromo,  with  his 
CargadoreSi  was  pressing  them  too  hard  then. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


It  miglit  have  been  Baid  that  there  he  was  only  protecting 
his  own.  From  the  first  he  had  been  admitted  to  live  in  the 
intimacy  of  the  family  of  the  hotel-keeper,  who  waa  a  country- 
man of  his.  Old  Giorgio  Viola,  a  Genoese  with  a  shaggy  white 
leonine  head— often  called  aimply  *Hhe  Garibaldino  *'  (as 
Mohammedans  are  called  after  their  prophet) — ^wasi  to  nse 
Captain  Mitchell's  own  words,  the  req)ectable  married  friend  '* 
by  whose  advice  Nostromo  had  left  his  ship  to  try  for  a  run  of 
shore  luck  in  Costaguana. 

The  old  man,  full  of  scorn  for  the  populace,  as  your  austere 
republican  so  often  is,  had  disregarded  the  preliminaiy  sounds 
of  trouble.  He  went  on  that  day  as  usual  pottering  about  the 
"  casa  "  in  his  slippers,  muttering  angrily  to  himself  his  con- 
tempt of  the  non-political  nature  of  the  riot,  and  shrogging  his 
shoulders.  In  the  end  be  was  taken  unawares  by  the  ont-rosh 
of  the  rabble.  It  was  too  late  then  to  remove  his  family,  and, 
indeed,  where  could  he  have  run  to  with  the  portly  Signora 
Teresa  and  two  little  girls  on  that  great  plain.  So,  barricading 
every  opening,  the  old  man  sat  down  sternly  in  the  middle  of 
the  darkened  cafe  with  an  old  gun  on  his  knees.  His  wife  sat 
on  another  chair  by  his  side,  muttering  pious  invocations  to 
all  the  saints  of  the  calendar. 

The  old  republican  did  not  beUeve  in  saints,  or  in  prayers, 
or  in  what  he  called  "priest's  r^igion."  Liberty  and  Gari- 
baldi were  his  divinities;  but  he  tolerated  superstition  in 
women,  preserving  in  these  matters  a  lofty  and  silent  attitude. 

His  two  girls,  the  eldest  fourteen,  and  the  other  two  years 
younger,  crouched  on  the  sanded  floor,  on  each  side  of  the 
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Signoia  Teresa,  with  their  heads  on  their  mother's  lap,  hoth 
scared,  bat  each  in  her  own  waj,  the  dark-haired  Linda  indig- 
nant and  angry,  the  fair  Giselle,  the  younger,  bewildered  and 

resigned.  The  Patrona  removed  her  arms,  which  embraced 
her  danghters,  for  a  moment  to  cross  and  wring  her  hands 
hurriedly.    She  moaned  a  little  louder. 

"  Oh !  Gian*  Battista,  why  art  thou  not  here  ?  Oh  I  why 
art  thou  not  here  ? " 

She  was  not  then  invoking  the  saint  himself,  but  calling 
npon  Nostromo,  whose  patron  he  was.  And  Giorgio,  motion- 
Im  on  the  diair  by  her  side,  woold  he  provoked  by  these 
reproachful  and  distracted  appeals. 

Peace,  woman  I  Where's  the  sense  of  it  ?  There's  his 
duty,"  he  murmured  in  the  dark ;  and  she  would  retort, 
panting — 

"  Eh  I  I  have  no  patience.  Duty !  What  of  the  woman 
who  has  been  like  a  mother  to  him  ?  I  bent  my  knee  to  him 
this  morning ;  don't  you  go  out,  Gian'  Battista — stop  in  the 
house,  Battistino— look  at  those  two  little  innocent  children  1 " 

Mis.  Viola  was  an  Italian,  too,  a  native  of  Spezzia,  and 
thongh  considerablj  yonnger  than  her  hosband,  already  middle- 
aged.  She  had  a  handsome  face,  whose  comj^ezion  had  tamed 
yellow  becanse  the  climate  of  Snlaoo  did  not  snit  her  at  all. 
Her  voice  was  a  rich  contralto.  When,  with  her  arms  folded 
tii,'ht  under  her  ample  bosom,  she  scolded  the  squat,  thick- 
legr^ed  China  girls  handling  linen,  plucking  fowls,  pounding 
corn  in  wooden  mortars  amongst  the  mud  outbuildings  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  she  could  bring  out  such  an  impassioned, 
vibrating,  sepulchral  note  that  the  chained  watch-dog  bolted 
into  his  kennel  with  a  great  rattle.  Lois,  a  cinnamon-coloured 
mulatto  with  a  sprouting  moustache  and  thick,  dark  lips, 
would  stop  sweeping  the  cafi  with  &  broom  of  pahn  leaves  to 
let  a  gentle  shudder  run  down  his  spine.  SUuei  languishing 
almond  eyes  would  remain  closed  for  a  long  time. 

This  was  the  staff  of  the  Casa  Viola,  but  all  these  people 
had  fled  early  that  morning  at  the  first  sounds  of  the  riot, 
preferring  to  hide  on  the  plain  rather  than  trust  themselves 
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in  tlie  house  :  a  preference  for  which  they  were  in  no  way  to 
Uume,  since,  whether  true  or  not,  it  was  g&malLj  believed  ia 
the  town  that  the  Garibaldino  had  some  money  buried  under 
the  daj  floor  of  ihe  kitchen.  The  dog,  an  irritable,  shaggy 
brote,  barked  violentlj  and  whined  plaintiyelj  in  toms  al  the 
baok,  ronning  in  and  out  of  hia  l^ennel  as  rage  or  fear 
prompted  him. 

Bursts  of  great  shouting  rose  and  died  away,  like  wild  gusts 
of  wind  on  the  plain  round  the  barricaded  house ;  the  fitful 
popping  of  shots  grew  louder  above  the  yelling-.  Sometimes 
there  were  intervals  of  unaccountable  stillness  outside,  and 
nothing  could  have  been  more  gaUy  peaceful  than  the  narrow 
bright  lines  ci  snnlight  from  the  craoks  In  the  shutters,  niled 
straight  across  the  c(tf6  oyer  the  disarranged  chairs  and  tabks 
to  the  wall  opposite.  Old  Giorgio  had  ohosen  that  hare,  white- 
washed room  for  a  retreat.  It  had  only  one  window,  and  its 
only  door  swnng  ont  npon  the  track  of  thick  dnst  fenced  by 
aloe  hedjj^es  between  the  harbour  and  the  town,  where  clumsy 
carts  used  to  creak  along  behind  slow  yokes  of  oxen  guided  by 
boys  on  horseback. 

In  a  pause  of  stillness  Giorgio  cocked  his  gun.  The 
ominoHS  sound  wTung  a  low  moan  from  the  rigid  figure  of 
the  woman  sitting  by  his  side.  A  sudden  outbreak  of  defiant 
yelling  quite  near  the  house  sank  all  at  once  to  a  confused 
mnrrnur  of  growls.  S(»nebody  ran  along ;  the  lend  catching 
of  his  l^th  was  heard  for  an  instant  passing  the  door  s  Uiere 
wore  hoarse  mntters  and  footsteps  near  the  wall ;  a  shonlder 
rubbed  against  the  shutter,  effacing  the  bright  lines  of  sun- 
shine pencilled  across  the  whole  breadth  of  the  room.  Siguora 
Teresa's  arms  thrown  about  the  kneeling  forms  of  her 
daughters  embraced  them  closer  with  a  convulsive  pressure. 

The  mob,  driven  away  from  the  Custom  House,  had  broken 
np  into  several  bands,  retreating  across  the  plain  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  town.  The  subdued  crash  of  the  iir^^ular  volleys 
fired  in  the  distance  was  answered  hy  faint  yells  far  away.  In 
the  intervals  the  single  shots  rang  feebly,  and  the  low,  k>ng, 
white  bnilding  blinded  in  every  window  seoned  to  be  the 
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centre  of  a  tormofl  widening  in  a  great  oirole  about  its  doeed- 

up  silence.  Bat  the  cautious  movements  and  whispers  of  a 
routed  party  seeking  a  momentary  skelter  behind  the  wall 
made  the  darkness  of  the  room,  striped  by  threads  of  quiet 
sunlight,  alight  with  evil,  stealthy  sounds.  The  Violas  had 
them  in  their  ears  as  though  invisible  ghosts  hovering  about 
their  chairs  had  consulted  in  mattra  as  to  the  advisabilitj  of 
acting  fixe  to  this  foreigaer*8  oaaa. 

It  was  tiTing  to  the  nerves.  Old  Viola  had  risen  slowly, 
gnn  in  band,  inesolate,  for  be  did  not  see  bow  be  conld 
prevent  tbem.  Already  voices  oonld  be  beard  talking  at  tbe 
back.   Signor  Teresa  was  beside  herself  with  terror. 

**  Ah  I  the  traitor  1  the  traitor  I  "  she  mumbled,  almost 
inaudibly.  "  Now  we  are  going  to  be  burnt ;  and  I  bent  my 
knee  to  him.   No  !  he  must  run  at  the  heels  of  his  English." 

She  seemed  to  think  that  Nostromo's  mere  presence  in  tbo 
bouse  would  have  made  it  perfectly  safe.  So  far,  she  too  was 
^  nnder  the  spell  of  that  reputation  the  Capataz  de  Cargadores  had 
made  for  himself  by  the  waterside,  along  tbe  railway  line,  with 
the  Euglisb  and  with  tbe  populace  of  Snlaoo.  To  bJs  face,  and 
even  against  ber  husband,  s^  invariably  affected  to  laugh  it  to 
scom,  sometimes  good-naturedly,  more  often  with  a  curious 
bitterness.  But  then  women  are  unreasonable  in  their 
opinions,  as  Giorgio  used  to  remark  calmly  on  fitting  occasions. 
On  this  occasion,  with  his  gun  held  at  ready  before  him,  he 
stooped  down  to  his  wife's  head,  and,  keeping  his  eyes 
steadfastly  on  the  barricaded  door,  he  breathed  out  into 
her  ear  that  Nostromo  would  have  been  powerless  to  help. 
What  could  two  men  shut  up  in  a  bouse  do  against  twenty  or 
more  bent  upon  setting  fire  to  the  roof  ?  Gian'  Battista  was 
bunking  of  tiie  casa  all  tbe  time,  be  was  sure. 

^'He  think  of  the  casa?  He?*'  gasped  Signora  Viola, 
crazily.  She  struck  her  breast  with  her  open  hands.  "I 
know  him.   He  thinks  of  nobody  but  himself." 

A  discharge  of  fireams  near  by  made  her  throw  her  head 
back  and  close  her  eyes.  Old  Giorgio  set  his  teeth  hard  under 
his  white  moustache,  and  his  eyes  began  to  roil  fiercely. 
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Several  ballete  strack  the  end  of  the  wall  together ;  pieces  of 
plaster  conld  be  beard  falling  ontudes  a  voioe  screamed 
"  Here  they  come  I  **  and  after  a  moment  of  nneaaj  silence 

there  was  a  rush  of  rmmiDg  feet  along  the  front. 

Then  the  tension  of  old  Oiorgio*s  attitiulc  relaxed,  and  a 
smile  of  contemptnons  relief  came  upon  his  lips  of  an  old 
fighter  with  a  leonine  face.  These  were  not  a  people  striving 
for  justice,  but  thieves.  Even  to  defend  his  life  against  them 
was  a  sort  of  degradation  for  a  man  who  had  heen  one  of 
Garibaldi*s  immortal  thonsand  in  the  conquest  of  Sicily.  He 
bad  an  unmense  scorn  for  this  outbreak  of  sconndrels  and 
leperos,  who  did  not  know  the  meaning  of  the  word  **  liberty.'* 

He  grounded  his  old  gun,  and,  tnrning  his  head,  glanced 
at  the  coloured  lithograph  of  Garibaldi  in  a  black  frame 
on  the  white  wall ;  a  thread  of  strong  sunshine  cut  it  per- 
pendicularly. His  eyes,  accustomed  to  the  luminous  twilight, 
made  out  the  high  colouring  of  the  face,  the  red  of  the  shirt, 
the  outlines  of  the  square  shoulders,  the  black  patch  of  the 
Bersagliere  hat  with  cock's  feathers  curling  over  the  crown.  An 
immortal  hero  I  This  was  your  liberty ;  it  gave  you  not  only 
life,  but  immortality  as  well ! 

For  that  one  man  his  fanaticism  had  suffered  in  dimhiution. 
In  the  moment  of  relief  from  the  apprehension  of  the  greatest 
danger,  perhaps,  his  family  had  been  exposed  to,  in  all  their 
wanderings,  he  had  turned  to  the  picture  of  his  old  chief,  first 
and  only,  then  laid  his  hand  on  his  wife's  shoulder. 

The  children  kneeUng  on  the  floor  had  not  moved.  Signora 
Teresa  opened  her  eyes  a  little,  as  though  he  had  awakened  her 
from  a  very  deep  and  dreamless  slubber.  Before  he  had  time 
in  his  deliberate  way  to  say  a  reassuring  word  she  jumped 
up,  with  the  children  dmging  to  her,  one  on  each  side,  gasped 
for  breath  and  let  out  a  hoarse  shriek. 

It  was  simultaneous  with  the  bang  of  a  violent  blow  struck 
on  the  outside  of  the  shutter.  They  could  hear  suddenly  the 
snorting  of  a  horse,  the  restive  tramping  of  hoofs  on  the  narrow, 
hard  path  in  front  of  the  house ;  the  toe  of  a  boot  struck  at  the 
shutter  again ;  a  spur  jingled  at  every  blow,  and  an  excited 
voice  shouted, Hola  I  hola,  in  there  1 " 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

All  the  monung  Nostromo  had  kept  his  eye  from  afar  on  the 
Caaa  Yiola,  even  in  the  thick  of  the  hottest  scrimmage  near 
the  Oastom  Honse.  "  If  I  see  smoke  rising  over  there,'*  he 
thoaght  to  himself,  *'thej  are  lost'*  Directly  the  mob  had 
broken  he  pressed  with  a  small  band  of  Italian  workmen  in  that 
direction,  which,  indeed,  was  the  shortest  line  towards  the 
town.  That  part  of  the  rabble  he  was  pursuing  seemed  to 
think  of  making  a  stand  under  the  house  ;  a  volley  fired  by  his 
followers  from  behind  an  aloe  hedge  made  the  rascals  fly.  In 
a  gap  chopped  out  for  the  rails  of  the  harboor  branch  line 
Nostromo  appeared,  mounted  on  his  silver-grey  mare.  He 
shouted,  sent  after  them  one  shot  from  his  revolver,  imd  he 
had  galloped  np  to  the  ea^i  window.  He  had  an  idea  that 
old  Giorgio  wonld  choose  that  part  of  the  honse  for  a  refuge. 

His  voice  had  penetrated  to  them,  sounding  breathlessly 
hurried,  "  Hola  1  Vecchio  I  Oh,  Vecchio  I  Is  it  all  well  with 
you  in  there  ?  " 

"  You  see  "  murmured  old  Viola  to  his  wife. 

Signora  Teresa  ^yas  silent  now.  Outside  Nostromo  laughed, 

"  I  can  hear  the  padrona  is  not  dead." 

^  Ton  have  done  yonr  best  to  kill  me  with  fear,"  cried 
ffignora  Teresa.  She  wanted  to  say  something  more,  bnt  her 
voice  failed  her. 

Linda  rused  her  eyes  to  her  face  for  a  moment^  bat  old 
Giorgio  shoQted  apologetically — 

**  She  is  a  little  upset." 

Outside  Nostromo  shouted  back  with  another  laagh — 
She  cannot  upset  me." 
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Signora  Teresa  found  her  voice. 
It  is  what  T  say.   Yoa  iiaye  no  heart — and  joa  Lave  no 
conscience,  Gain*  Battista  " 

They  heard  him  wheel  his  hone  awaj  from  the  shntters. 
The  part  J  he  led  were  habbling  excitedly  in  Italian  and  Spanish, 
inciting  each  other  to  the  panmit  He  pnt  himself  at  their 
head,  crying,  "  Avanti !  " 

"He  has  nob  stopped  very  long  with  us.  There  is  no 
praise  from  strangers  to  be  got  here,"  Senora  Teresa  said 
tragically.  "  Avanti  I  Yes !  That  is  all  he  cares  for.  To 
be  first  somewhere — somehow — to  be  first  with  these  Engh'sh. 
They  will  be  showing  him  to  everybody.  'This  is  our 
Nostromo  I ' "  She  laughed  ominously.  "  What  a  name  I 
What  is  that  ?  Nostromo  ?  He  would  take  a  name  that  is 
properly  no  word  from  them.^ 

Meantime  Giorgio,  with  tranqnil  movements,  had  been 
unfastening  the  door  ;  the  flood  of  light  fell  on  Signora 
Teresa,  with  her  two  girls  gathered  to  her  side,  a  picturesque 
woman  in  a  pose  of  maternal  exaltation.  Behind  her  the  wall 
was  dazzlingly  white,  and  the  crude  colours  of  the  Garibaldi 
lithograph  glowed  in  the  sunshine. 

Old  Viola,  at  the  door,  moved  his  arm  upward  as  if  referring 
all  his  quick,  fleeting  thoughts  to  the  picture  of  his  old  chief 
on  the  wall  Even  when  he  was  cooking  for  the  ^'Signori 
Ingleii  *'--^e  engineers  (he  was  a  famous  cook,  thongh  the 
kitchen  was  a  dark  place>--he  was,  as  it  were,  under  the  eyec^ 
the  great  man  who  had  led  him  in  a  glorious  struggle  where, 
under  the  walls  of  Gaeta,  tyranny  would  have  expired  for  ever 
had  it  not  been  for  that  accursed  Piedmontese  race  of  kings 
and  ministers.  When  sometimes  a  fiying-pan  caught  fire 
daring  a  delicate  operation  with  some  shredded  onions,  and 
the  old  man  was  seen  backing  out  of  the  doorway,  swearing 
and  coughing  violently  in  an  acrid  cloud  of  smoke,  the  name 
of  OavQur— -the  arch  intriguer  sold  to  kings  and  tyrants—oonld 
be  heard  involved  in  imprecations  against  the  Ohina  girls, 
cooking  in  general,  and  the  bmte  of  a  country  where  he  was 
reduced  to  live  for  the  love  of  liberty  that  traitor  had  strangled. 
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Then  Signora  Teresa,  all  in  bladk,  iming  from  another 

door,  advanced,  portly  and  anxions,  inclining  her  fine  black- 
browed  head,  opening  her  arms  and  crying  in  a  profound  tone — 

"  Giorgio  I  thon  passionate  man  I  Misericordia  Divina  I 
In  the  sun  like  this  I    He  will  make  himself  ill." 

At  her  feet  the  hem  made  off  in  all  directions,  with  immense 
strides ;  if  there  were  any  engineers  from  op  the  line  staying 
in  Solaoo,  a  young  English  faoe  or  two  would  appear  at  the 
billiaid  room  oocnpjing  one  end  of  the  house ;  but  at  the 
oiher  end,  in  the  eqfi^  Lai%  the  mulatto,  took  good  care  not 
to  show  himself.  The  Indian  girls,  with  hair  like  flowing 
black  manes,  and  dressed  only  in  a  shift  and  short  petticoat, 
stared  dully  from  under  the  square-cut  fringes  on  their  fore- 
heads ;  the  noisy  frizzling  of  fat  had  stopped,  the  fumes  floated 
upwards  in  sunshine,  a  strong  smell  of  burnt  onions  hung  in 
the  drowsy  heat,  enveloping  the  house  ;  and  the  eye  lost  itself 
in  a  vast  flat  e^sanse  of  grass  to  the  west,  as  if  the  pkin 
between  the  Sima  overtopping  Sokoo  and  the  coast  range  away 
there  towards  Esmeralda  had  bten  as  big  as  half  the  world. 

Signora  Teresa,  after  an  iminressive  pause,  remonstrated — 
Eh,  Giorgio  I  Leave  Cavour  alone  and  take  care  of 
yourself  now  we  are  lost  in  this  country  all  alone  with  two 
children,  because  you  cannot  live  under  a  king." 

And  while  she  looked  at  him  she  would  sometimes  put  her 
hand  hastily  to  her  side  with  a  short  twitch  of  her  fine  lips 
and  a  knitting  of  her  black,  straight  eyebrows  like  a  flicker  of 
angry  pain  or  an  angry  thought  on  her  handsome,  regukr 
features. 

It  was  pain ;  she  BuppreBsed  the  twinge.  It  had  come  to 
her  first  a  few  yeais  after  they  had  left  Italy  to  emigrate  to 
America  and  settle  at  last  in  8ulaoo  after  wandering  from 

town  to  town,  trying  shopkeeping  in  a  small  way  here  and 
there ;  and  once  an  organised  enterprise  of  fishing — in  M;il- 
donado — for  Giorgio,  like  the  great  Garibaldi,  had  been  a 
sailor  in  his  time. 

Sometimes  she  had  no  patience  with  pain.  For  years  its 
gnawing  had  been  part  of  the  landscape  embracing  the  glitter 
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of  fche  harbonr  under  the  wooded  spurs  of  the  range ;  and  the 
BonBhine  itself  was  heayj  and  dnll — ^heavj  with  pain— not  like 

sunshine  of  her  girlhood,  in  which  middle-aged  Giorgio  had 
wooed  her  gravely  and  paasionatelj  on  the  shores  of  the  gulf 
of  Spezzin. 

"  You  go  in  at  once,  Giorgio,"  she  directed.  "  One  would 
think  you  do  not  wish  to  have  any  pity  on  me — ^with  four 
Signori  Inglesi  staying  in  the  honse." 

^  Ya  bene,  Ta  bene/'  Giorgio  wonld  mntter. 

He  obeyed.  The  Signori  Inglesi  wonld  require  their  mid- 
day meal  presently.  He  had  been  one  of  the  immortal  and 
invincible  band  of  liberators  who  Lad  made  the  mercenaries 
of  tyranny  fly  like  chaff  before  a  hurricane,  "  un  uragano 
terribile.'*  But  that  was  before  he  was  married  and  had 
children ;  and  before  tyranny  had  reared  its  head  again 
amongst  the  traitors  who  had  imprisoned  Garibaldi,  his  hero. 

There  were  three  doors  in  the  front  of  the  house,  and  each 
afternoon  the  GburibaLdino  oonld  be  seen  at  one  or  another  of 
them  with  his  big  bnsh  of  white  hair,  his  arms  folded,  his 
legs  crossed,  leaning  back  his  leonine  head  against  the  Imtel, 
and  looking  up  the  wooded  slopes  of  the  foothills  at  the  snowy 
dome  of  Higuerota.  The  front  of  his  house  threw  off  a  black 
long  rectangle  of  shade,  broadening  slowly  over  the  soft  ox- 
cart track.  Through  the  gaps,  chopped  out  in  the  oleander 
hedges,  the  harbour  branch  railway,  laid  out  temporarily  on 
the  level  of  the  plain,  curved  away  its  shining  parallel  ribbons 
in  a  belt  of  scorched  and  withered  grass  within  sixty  yards  of 
the  end  of  the  honse.  In  the  evening  the  emgij  material 
trains  of  flat  cars  oirded  roond  the  dark  green  grove  of 
Snlaoo,  and  ran,  undulating  slightly  with  white  jets  of  steam, 
over  the  plain  towards  thu  Casa  Viola,  on  their  way  to  the 
railway  yards  by  the  harbour.  The  Italian  drivers  saluted 
him  from  the  foot-plate  with  raised  hand,  while  the  negro 
brakesmen  sat  carelessly  on  the  brakes,  looking  straight  for- 
ward, with  the  rims  of  their  big  hats  flapping  in  the  wind. 
In  return  Giorgio  wonld  give  a  slight  sideways  jerk  of  the 
head,  without  unfolding  his  arms. 
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On  this  memorable  day  of  the  riot  his  arms  were  not  folded 
on  his  chest.  His  hand  grasped  the  barrel  of  the  gun  grounded 
on  the  threshold ;  he  did  not  look  np  once  at  the  white  dome 
of  Higaeroia,  whose  cool  purity  seemed  to  hold  itself  aloof 
from  a  hot  earth.  His  eyes  examined  the  plain  curiously. 
TaQ  trails  of  dust  sabsided  here  and  there.  In  a  speckless 
sky  the  son  hong  clear  and  blinding.  Knots  of  men  ran 
headlong ;  others  made  a  stand ;  and  the  irregolar  rattle  of 
firearms  came  rippling  to  his  ears  in  the  fiery,  still  air.  Single 
fiijures  on  foot  raced  desperately.  Horsemen  galloped  towards 
each  other,  wheeled  round  together,  separated  at  speed. 
Giorgio  saw  one  fall,  rider  and  horse  disappearing  as  if  they 
had  galloped  into  a  chasm,  and  the  movements  of  the  animated 
scene  were  like  the  peripeties  of  a  violent  game  played  upon 
the  plain  by  dwarfs  monnted  and  on  foot,  yelling  with  tiny 
throats,  mider  the  monntun  that  seemed  a  colossal  embodiment 
of  siknoe.  Keyer  before  had  Giorgio  seen  this  bit  of  pUdn  so 
fan  of  active  Hfe ;  his  gaze  conld  not  take  in  all  its  details  at 
once ;  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  till  suddenly  the 
thundering  of  many  hoofs  near  by  startled  him. 

A  troop  of  horses  had  broken  out  of  the  fenced  paddock 
of  the  Railway  Company.  They  came  on  like  a  whirlwind, 
and  dashed  over  the  line  snorting,  kicking,  squealing  in  a 
compact  piebald  tossmg  mob  of  bay,  brown,  grey  backs,  eyes 
staring,  necks  extended,  nostrils  red,  long  tails  streaming.  As , 
soon  as  they  had  leaped  npon  the  road  the  thick  dnst  flew 
upwards  at  once  from  under  their  hoof^  and  within  six  yards 
of  Giorgio  only  a  brown  cloud  with  vague  forms  of  necks  and 
cruppers  rolled  by,  making  the  soil  tremble  on  its  passage. 

Viola  coughed,  turning  his  face  away  from  the  dust,  and 
shaking  his  head  slightly. 

There  will  be  some  horse  catching  to  be  done  before 
to-niglit,''  he  muttered. 

In  the  square  of  sunlight  falling  through  the  door  Signora 
Teresa,  kneeling  before  the  chair,  had  bowed  her  head,  heavy 
with  a  twisted  mass  of  ebony  hidr  streaked  with  silver,  into 
the  palm  of  her  hands.  The  black  lace  shawl  she  used  to 
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drape  about  her  faoe  had  dropped  to  the  groand  by  her  side. 

The  two  girls  had  got  up,  hand-in-hand,  in  short  skirts,  their 
loose  hair  falling  in  disorder.  The  younger  had  thrown  her 
arm  across  her  eyes,  as  if  afraid  to  face  the  light.  Linda, 
with  her  hand  on  the  other's  shoulder,  stared  fearlessly.  Yiola 
looked  at  his  childrexi. 

The  sun  brought  out  the  deep  lines  on  his  faoe,  and, 
enoEgefeic  in  ezpreBdoQ,  it  had  the  immobility  of  a  oanring. 
It  was  impossible  to  diacover  what  he  Uionght.  Bushy  grey 
eyebrows  shaded  his  dark  glance. 

**  Well !  And  do  you  not  pray  like  your  mother  ? 

Linda  pouted,  advancing  her  red  lips,  which  were  almost 
too  red ;  but  she  had  admirable  eyes,  brown,  with  a  sparkle 
of  gold  in  the  irises,  full  of  intelligence  and  meaning,  and  so 
clear  that  they  seemed  to  throw  a  glow  upon  her  thin,  colour- 
less faoe.  There  were  bronze  glints  in  the  sombre  closters  of 
her  hair,  and  the  eyelashes,  long  and  coal  black,  made  her 
complezion  appear  still  more  pale. 

<«  Mother  is  going  io  offer  up  a  lot  of  candles  in  the  church. 
She  always  does  when  Nostromo  has  been  away  fighting.  I 
shall  have  some  to  carry  up  to  the  Chapel  of  the  Mftdonna  in 
the  Cathedral." 

She  said  all  this  quickly,  with  great  assurance,  in  an 
animated  penetrating  voice.  Then,  giving  her  sister's  shoulder 
a  slight  shake,  she  added — 

"  And  she  will  be  made  to  caiTy  one  too  I " 
Why  made  ?  "  inquired  Giorgio,  gravely.     Does  she  not 
want  to?" 

She  is  timid,"  said  Linda,  with  a  little  burst  of  laughter. 
People  notice  her  fair  hair  as  she  goes  along  with  us.  They 
call  out  after  her,  'Look  at  the  Bubial  Look  at  the  Bnbia- 
cita  I  •   They  call  out  in  the  streets.   She  is  timid." 

"And  you?  You  are  not  timid — eh?"  the  father  pro- 
nounced slowly. 

She  tossed  back  all  her  dark  hair. 
"Nobody  calls  out  after  me." 

Old  Giorgio  contemplated  his  children  thoughtfully.  There 
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was  two  years  difference  between  thein.  They  hud  been  born 
to  him  late,  years  after  the  boy  had  died.  Had  he  lived  he 
would  have  been  nearly  as  old  as  Gian*  Battista — he  whom 
the  English  called  Noetromo;  bat  as  to  his  daughters,  the 
seventy  of  his  temper,  his  advancing  age,  his  absorption  in 
his  memories,  had  prevented  his  taking  mmk  notice  of  them* 
He  loved  his  children,  bat  girls  belong  to  the  mother  more, 
and  moch  of  his  affection  bad  been  expended  in  the  woiship 
and  service  of  liberty. 

When  quite  a  youth  he  had  deserted  from  a  ship  trading  to 
La  Plata,  to  enlist  in  the  navy  of  Montevideo,  then  under  the 
command  of  Garibaldi.  Afterwards,  in  the  Italian  legion  of 
the  Republic  struggling  against  the  encroaching  tyranny  of 
Rosas,  he  had  taken  part,  on  great  plains,  on  the  banks 
of  immense  rivers,  in  the  fiercest  fighting  perhaps  the  world 
bad  ever  known.  He  had  lived  amongst  men  who  had  declaimed 
about 'liberty,  snffered  for  liberty,  died  for  liberty,  with  a  des- 
perate eialtation,  and  with  their  eyes  torned  towards  an 
oppressed  Italy.  His  own  enthosiasm  had  been  fed  on  scenes 
of  carnage,  on  the  examples  of  lofty  devotion,  on  the  din  of 
armed  struggle,  on  the  inflamed  language  of  proclamations. 
Ue  had  never  parted  from  the  chief  of  his  choice — the  fiery 
apostle  of  independence — keeping  by  his  side  in  America  and 
in  Italy  till  after  the  fatal  day  of  Aspromonte,  when  the 
treachery  of  kings,  emperors,  and  ministers  had  been  revealed 
to  the  world  in  the  woond  and  imprisonment  of  his  hero — a 
oatastropbe  that  bad  instilled  into  him  a  gloomy  doubt  of  ever 
being  able  to  nnderstand  tiie  ways  of  Divine  justice. 

He  did  not  deny  it,  however.  It  required  patience,  he 
would  say.  Though  he  disliked  priests,  and  would  not  put  his 
foot  inside  a  church  for  anything,  he  believed  in  God.  Were 
not  the  proclamations  against  tyrants  addressed  to  the  peoples 
in  the  name  of  God  and  liberty  ?  **  God  for  men — religious 
for  women,"  he  mattered  sometimes.  In  Sicily,  an  English- 
man  who  had  turned  up  in  Palermo  after  its  evacuation  by 
the  army  of  the  king,  had  given  him  a  Bible  in  Italian — ^the 
publication  of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society,  bound  in 
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a  dark  leather  cover.  In  periods  of  political  adversity,  in  the 
pauses  of  silence  when  the  revolutionists  issued  no  proclama- 
tions, Giorgio  earned  his  living  with  the  first  work  that  came 
to  hand — as  sailor,  as  dock  labourer  on  the  quays  of  Genoa, 
once  as  a  baud  on  a  farm  in  the  hills  above  Spezzia — and  in 
his  spare  time  be  stndied  tbe  tbiok  volome.  He  carried  it  with 
bim  into  battles.  Now  it  im  bis  only  reading,  and  in  order 
not  to  be  deprived  of  it  (the  print  was  small)  be  bad  consented 
to  accept  tbe  present  of  a  pair  of  silver-mounted  spectacles 
from  Sefiora  Emilia  Gould,  the  wife  of  the  Englishman  who 
managed  the  silver  mine  in  the  mountains  three  leagues  from 
the  town.    She  was  the  only  English  woman  in  Sulaco. 

Giorgio  Viola  had  a  great  consideration  for  the  English. 
This  feeling,  bom  on  the  battlefields  of  Uruguay,  was  forty 
years  old  at  the  very  least.  Several  of  tbem  bad  poured  their 
blood  for  tbe  cause  of  freedom  in  America,  and  tbe  first  be 
bad  ever  known  be  remembered  by  the  name  of  Samnel ;  be  com- 
manded a  negro  company  under  Garibaldi,  dnring  tbe  famoos 
siege  of  tbe  Montevideo,  and  died  heroically  with  bis  negroes 
at  the  fording  of  the  Bojana.  He,  Georgio,  had  reached  the 
rank  of  ensign — aJferez — and  cooked  for  the  general.  Later 
on,  in  Italy,  he,  with  the  rank  of  lieutenant,  rode  with  the  staff 
and  still  cooked  for  the  general.  He  bad  cooked  for  him  in 
Lombardy  througb  the  whole  campaign  ;  on  tbe  march  to 
Rome  be  bad  lassoed  his  beef  in  tbe  Campagna  after  the 
American  manner ;  be  bad  been  wonnded  in  the  defence  of  tbe 
Roman  RepnUio ;  be  was  one  of  tbe  fonr  fugitives  wbo,  witb 
tbe  general,  carried  out  of  tbe  woods  tbe  inanimate  body  of 
tbe  generarswife  into  the  farmhouse  where  she  died,  exbausted 
by  the  hardships  of  that  terrible  retreat.  He  had  survived 
that  disastrous  time  to  attend  his  general  in  Palermo  when  the 
Neapolitan  shells  from  the  castle  crashed  upon  the  town.  He 
had  cooked  for  him  on  the  field  of  Volturno  after  fighting  all 
day.  And  evoTwbere  be  bad  seen  Englishmen  in  the  front 
rank  of  the  army  of  freedom.  He  respected  tbeir  nation  because 
tbey  loved  GaribEtldi.  Tbeir  very  countesses  and  princesses  bad 
kissed  tbe  general^  bands  in  I^ndon,  it  was  said.  He  could 
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well  believe  it ;  for  the  nation  was  noble,  and  the  man  was  a 
fiamt.  It  was  enough  to  look  once  at  his  face  to  see  the  divine 
force  of  faith  in  hun  and  his  great  pity  for  all  that  was  poor, 
snffering,  and  oppieBBed  in  this  world. 

The  qnrit  of  self-f  orgetf  olness,  the  simple  devotion  to  a 
vasthnmanitarian  idea  which  inspired  the  thought  and  stress  of 
that  revolutionary  time,  had  left  its  mark  upon  Giorgio  iu  a 
sort  of  austere  contempt  for  all  personal  advantage.  This  man, 
whom  the  lowest  class  in  Sulaco  suspected  of  having  a  buried 
hoard  in  his  kitchen,  had  all  his  life  despised  money.  The 
leaders  of  his  youth  had  lived  poor,  had  died  poor.  It  had  been 
a  habit  oi  his  mind  to  disregard  to-morrow.  It  was  engendered 
partlj  by  an  existence  of  excitement,  adventnre,  and  wild 
WBzfiare.  But  mostly  it  was  a  matter  of  principle.  It  did  not 
resemUe  the  oardessness  of  a  condottiere,  it  was  a  poritanism 
of  conduct,  bom  of  stem  enthnsiaflm  like  iihe  pnritanism  of 
religion. 

This  stern  devotion  to  a  cause  had  cast  a  gloom  upon  Giorgio's 
old  age.  It  cast  a  gloom  because  the  cause  seemed  lost.  Too 
many  kin.^s  and  emperors  flourished  yet  in  the  world  which  God 
had  meant  for  the  people.  He  was  because  of  his  simplicity. 
Though  always  ready  to  help  his  countrymen,  and  greatly  re- 
spected by  the  Italian  emigrants  wherever  he  lived  (in  his  exile 
he  called  it),  he  coold  not  conceal  from  hinuself  that  they  cared 
nothing  for  the  wrongs  of  downtrodd^  nations.  They  listened 
to  his  tales  of  war  readily,  bnt  seemed  to  ask  themselves  what 
he  had  got  out  of  it  after  all.  There  was  nothing  that  they 
could  see.  "  We  wanted  nothing,  we  suffered  for  the  love  of 
all  humanity  ! "  he  cried  out  furiously  sometimes,  and  the  power- 
ful voice,  the  blazing  eyes,  the  shaking  of  the  white  mane,  the 
brown,  sinewy  hand  pointing  upwards  as  if  to  call  heaven  to 
witness,  impressed  his  hearers.  After  the  old  man  had  broken 
off  atoipdy  with  a  j^k  of  the  head  and  a  movement  of  the 
arm,  meaning  clearly,  ^'Bnt  what^s  the  good  of  talking  to 
yon  ?  they  nndged  each  other.  There  was  in  old  Giorgio  an 
energy  of  feeling,  a  personal  quality  of  conviction,  something 
tiiey  called   terribilitl^.*'     An  old  lion,**  they  used  to  say  of 
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him.  Some  slight  incident,  a  chance  word  would  set  him  off 
talking  on  the  beach  to  tlic  Italian  fishermen  of  Maldonado,  in 
the  little  shop  he  kept  afterwards  (in  Valparaiso)  to  his  country- 
men customers  ;  of  an  evening,  suddenly,  in  the  cafe  at  one 
end  of  the  Casa  Yiola  (the  other  was  reserved  for  the  English 
engineers)  to  the  select  clmMt  of  engine-driretB  and  foremen 
of  the  railwaj  ^^ops. 

With  thdr  handsome,  toonaed,  lean  faces,  shiny  black 
nngle^  glistening  eyes,  broad-oheeted,  bearded,  sometimes  a 
tiny  gold  ring  in  the  lobe  of  the  ear,  the  aristocracy  of  the 
railway  works  listened  to  him,  turning  away  from  their  ciinls 
or  dominoes.  Here  and  there  a  fair-haired  Basque  studied  his 
hand  meantime,  waiting  without  protest.  No  native  of  Casta- 
guana  intruded  there.  This  was  the  Italian  stronghold.  Even 
the  Sulaco  policemen  on  a  night  patrol  let  their  horses  pace 
softly  by,  bending  low  in  the  saddle  to  glance  throogh  the 
window  at  the  heads  in  a  fog  of  smoke ;  and  the  drone  of  old 
Giorgio's  dedamatory  narrative  seemed  to  sink  behind  them 
into  the  plain.  Only  now  and  then  the  assistant  of  the  chief 
of  police,  some  broad-faced,  brown  little  gentleman,  with  a  great 
deal  of  Indian  in  him,  would  put  in  an  appearance.  Leaving 
his  man  outside  with  the  horses,  he  advanced  with  a  confident, 
sly  smile,  and  without  a  word  up  to  the  long  trestle  table.  He 
pointed  to  one  of  the  bottles  on  the  shelf  ;  Giorgio,  thrusting 
his  pipe  into  his  month  abropdy,  served  him  in  person. 
Nothing  would  be  heard  but  the  dight  jingle  of  the  spars. 
His  glass  emptied,  he  wonld  take  a  kisniely,  scrutinising  look 
all  round  the  room,  go  out,  and  ride  away  slowly,  circling 
towards  the  town. 
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Ih  this  way  only  was  the  power  of  the  local  aQthcoritieB  vindi- 
cated amongst  the  great  body  of  strong-limbed  foreigners  who 
dog  the  earth,  blasted  the  rocks,  drove  the  engines  for  the 
"  progressive  and  patriotic  undertaking."  In  these  very  words 
eighteen  months  before  the  Excellentissimo  Senor  don  Vincente 
Hibiera,  the  Dictator  of  Gostagnana,  had  described  the  National 
Geatnd  Bailwaj  in  his  great  speeoh  at  the  tomiog  of  the  first 
Bod. 

He  bad  oome  on  pnrpoae  to  Solaoo,  and  there  was  a  one- 
o*clock  dinner-party,  a  conviU  offeied  by  the  O.S^.  Company 
on  boaid  the  Juno  after  the  function  on  shore.  Captain  Mit- 
chell had  himself  steered  the  cargo  lighter,  all  draped  with 
flags,  which,  in  tow  of  the  Juno's  steam  launch,  took  the  Excel- 
lentissimo from  the  jetty  to  the  ship.  Everybody  of  note  in 
Sulaco  had  been  invited — the  one  or  two  foreign  merchants, 
all  the  representatives  of  the  old  Spaniah  families  then  in  town, 
the  great  owners  on  estates  of  the  i^ain,  grave,  courteous,  simple 
men,  cabaileros  of  pore  descent^  wiUi  small  hands  and  f  eet^  con- 
servatiye,  hospitable,  and  kind.  The  Occidental  proTinoe  was 
their  stronghold ;  their  Blanco  party  had  triumphed  now ;  it 
was  their  I^wsid^t-Dictator,  a  Blanco  of  the  Blancos,  who  sat 
smiling  urbanely  between  the  representatives  of  two  friendly 
foreign  powers.  They  had  come  with  him  from  Sta.  Marta  to 
countenance  by  their,  presence  the  enterprise  in  which  the 
capital  of  their  countries  was  engaged. 

The  only  lady  of  that  company  was  Mrs.  Gould,  the  wife 
of  Don  Carlos,  the  administrator  the  San  Tom^  silver  mine. 
The  ladies  of  Snlaco  were  not  advanced  enough  to  take  part  in 
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the  public  life  to  that  extent..  They  had  come  out  strongly  at 
the  great  ball  at  the  Intendencia  the  evening  before,  but  Mrs. 
Gould  alone  had  appeared,  a  bright  spot  in  the  group  of  black 
ooato  behind  the  President-Dictator,  on  the  cdmson  cloth- 
coveied  stage  erected  under  a  shady  tree  <m  the  shore  of  the 
harbour,  where  the  ceremony  of  torning  the  first  sod  had  taken 
place.  She  had  come  off  in  the  cargo  lighter,  fall  of  nota- 
bilities, sitting  under  the  flutter  of  gay  flags,  in  the  place  of 
honour  by  the  side  of  Captain  Mitchell,  who  steered,  and  her 
clear  dress  gave  the  only  truly  festive  note  to  the  sombre 
gathering  in  the  long,  gorgeous  saloon  of  the  Juno, 

The  head  of  the  chairman  of  the  railway  board  (from 
London),  handsome  and  pale  in  a  silvery  mist  of  white  hair  and 
clipped  beard,  hovered  near  her  shoulder  attentive,  smiling  and 
fatigued.  The  journey  from  London  to  Sta.  Marta  in  mail 
boats  and  the  special  carriages  of  the  Sta.  Marta  coast-line 
(the  only  railway  existing  so  far)  had  been  tolerable — even 
pleasant — quite  toleral)le.  But  the  trip  over  the  mountains  to 
Sulaco  was  another  sort  of  experience,  in  an  old  diligencia 
over  impassable  roads  skirting  awful  precipices. 

**  We  have  been  upset  twice  in  one  day  on  the  brink  of 
very  deep  ravines,*'  he  was  telling  Mrs.  Gould  in  an  under- 
tone. '*And  when  we  arrived  here  at  last  I  don*t  know 
what  we  should  have  done  without  your  hospitality.  What 
an  out-of-the-way  place  Solaco  is  I — and  for  a  harbour,  too  I 
Astonishing  ! " 

"  Ah,  but  we  are  very  proud  of  it.  It  used  to  be  histori- 
cally important.  The  highest  ecclesiastical  court,  for  two 
vioeroyalties,  sat  here  in  the  olden  time,"  she  instructed  him 
with  animation. 

^  I  am  impressed.  I  didn't  mean  to  be  disparagmg.  You 
soem  very  patriotic." 

*'The  place  is  lovable,  if  only  by  its  situation.  Perhaps 
you  don't  know  what  an  old  resident  I  am." 

"  How  old,  I  wonder,"  he  murmured,  looking  at  hir  with 
a  slight  smile.  Mrs.  Gould's  appearance  was  made  youthful 
by  the  mobile  iutelligcuce  of  her  face.   "  We  can't  give  you 
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your  ecclesiastical  court  back  again  ;  but  you  shall  have  more 
steamers,  a  railway,  a  telegraph-cable — a  future  in  the  great 
world  which  is  worth  infinitely  more  than  any  amount  of 
ecclesiastical  past.  You  shall  be  brought  in  touch  with  some- 
thing greater  than  two  yioeroyalties.  Bat  I  had  no  notion 
that  a  place  on  a  sea-ooast  ooald  lemain  so  isolated  from  the 
world.  If  it  had  been  a  thoosand  miles  inland  now— most 
renuurkable  I  Has  anything  ever  happened  here  for  a  hundred 
years  before  to-day  ?  " 

While  he  talked  in  a  slow,  humorous  tone,  she  kept  her 
little  smile.  Abounding  ironically  in  his  sense,  she  assured 
him  that  certainly  not — nothing  ever  happened  in  Sulaco. 
Even  the  revolutions,  of  which  there  had  been  two  in  her 
time,  had  respected  the  repose  of  the  place.  Their  course  ran 
in  the  more  populous  sonthem  parts  of  the  Eepnblio,  and  in 
the  great  valley  of  St&  Marta,  which  was  like  one  great  battle- 
field of  the  parties,  with  the  possession  of  the  Capital  for  a 
prize  and  an  ontlot  to  another  ocean.  They  were  more  ad- 
vanced over  there.  Here  in  Snlaoo  they  heard  only  the  echoes 
of  these  great  questions,  and,  of  course,  their  official  world 
changed  each  time,  coming  to  them  over  their  rampart  of 
mountains  which  he  himself  had  traversed  in  an  old  diligencia, 
with  such  a  risk  to  life  and  limb. 

The  chairman  of  the  railway  had  been  enjoying  her  hospi- 
tality for  several  days,  and  he  was  really  grateful  for  it.  It 
was  only  since  he  had  left  Sta.  Marta  that  he  had  utterly  lost 
touch  with  the  feeling  of  European  life  in  the  background  of 
his  exotic  surroundings.  In  the  Capital  he  had  been  the 
guest  of  the  Legation,  and  had  been  kept  busy  negotiating 
with  the  members  of  Don  Vincente'a  Government — cultured 
men,  men  to  whom  the  conditions  of  civilised  business  were 
not  unknown. 

What  concerned  him  most  at  the  time  was  the  acquisition 
of  land  for  the  railway.  In  the  Sta.  Marta  Valley,  where 
there  was  already  one  line  in  existence,  the  people  were  tract- 
aUe,  and  it  was  only  a  matter  of  price.  A  commission  had 
been  nominated  to  fix  the  Yalues,  and  the  di£9culty  resolved 
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itsdf  into  the  jadicions  inflaeacmg  of  the  CommiasionerB. 
Bat  in  Salaoo— the  Oooidental  Provinoe  for  whose  very 
deyelopment  tiie  raQwiiy  was  intended — there  had  be^ 

trouble.  It  had  been  lying  for  ages  ensconced  behind  its 
natural  barriers,  repelling  modern  enterprise  by  the  precipices 
of  its  mountain  range,  by  its  shallow  harbour  opening  into 
the  everlasting  calms  of  a  gulf  full  of  clouds,  by  the  benighted 
state  of  mind  of  the  owners  of  its  fertile  territory — all  these 
aristocratic  old  Spanish  famHies,  all  those  Don  Ambrosios  this 
and  Don  Femandos  that,  who  seemed  actually  to  dislike  and 
diBtmst  the  oomiog  of  the  railway  over  their  lands.  It  had 
happened  that  some  of  the  surveying  parties  scattered  all  over 
the  provinoe  had  been  warned  off  with  threats  of  violence. 
In  other  oases  ontrageons  pretensions  as  to  price  had  been 
raised.  But  the  man  of  railways  prided  himself  on  being 
equal  to  every  emergency.  Since  he  was  met  by  the  inimical 
sentiment  of  blind  conservatism  in  Sulaco  he  would  meet  it 
by  sentiment  too  before  taking  his  stand  on  his  right  alone. 
The  Government  was  bound  to  carry  oat  its  part  of  the  con- 
tract with  the  board  of  the  new  railway  company,  even  if  it 
had  to  ose  force  for  the  porpose.  Bat  he  desired  nothing  less 
than  an  armed  distnrbanoe  in  the  smooth  working  of  his  plana. 
They  were  mnch  too  vast  and  far-reaching  and  too  promising 
to  leave  a  stone  nntamed ;  and  so  he  imagined  to  get  the 
President-Dictator  over  there  on  a  tour  of  ceremonies  and 
speeches,  culminating  in  a  great  function  at  the  turning  of 
the  first  sod  by  the  harbour  shore.  After  all  he  was  their 
own  creature — that  Don  Yincentc.  He  was  the  embodied 
triumph  of  the  best  elements  in  the  State.  These  were  facts, 
and,  unless  facts  meant  nothing,  Sir  John  argaed  to  himself, 
snch  a  man's  inflnenoe  mast  be  real,  and  his  personal  action 
would  produce  the  conciliatory  effect  he  required.  He  had 
succeeded  in  arranging  the  trip  with  the  help  of  a  very  clever 
advocate,  who  was  known  in  Sta.  Malta  as  the  i^ent  of  the 
Gould  silver  mine,  the  biggest  thing  in  Sulaco,  and  even  in 
the  whole  Republic.  It  was  indeed  a  fabulously  rich  mine. 
Its  so-called  agent,  evidently  a  man  of  caltore  and  ability, 
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■eemed,  wiUioiiJb  official  poeitioQ,  to  poBBeas  an  eztraordinarjr 
inflnenoe  in  the  highesfc  Government  spheres.  He  was  able 
to  assnre  Sir  John  that  the  Presidmit-Dictator  wonld  make 

the  journey.  He  regretted,  however,  in  the  course  of  the 
same  conversation,  that  General  Montero  insisted  upon 
going  too. 

General  Montero,  whom  the  beginning  of  the  strnsrgle  had 
found  an  obscure  army  captain  employed  on  the  wild  eastern 
frontier  of  the  State,  had  thrown  in  his  lot  with  the  Kibiera 
party  at  a  moment  when  special  dicnmstanoes  had  given  that 
small  adhesion  a  foitmtous  importance.  The  fortunes  of  war 
served  him  marvellonsly,  and  the  victory  of  Eio  Seco  (after 
a  day  of  desperate  fighting)  put  a  seal  to  his  sncceBS.  At  the 
end  he  emerged  General,  Minister  of  War,  and  tlie  military 
head  of  the  Blanco  party,  although  there  was  nothing  aristo- 
cratic in  his  descent.  Indeed,  it  was  said  that  he  and  his 
brother,  orphans,  had  been  brought  up  by  the  munificence 
of  a  famous  European  traveller,  in  whose  service  their  father 
had  lost  his  life.  Another  stozy  was  that  their  father  had 
beoi  nothing  but  a  charcoal  horn^  ia  the  woods,  and  their 
motilier  a. baptised  Indian  woman  from  the  far  intericv. 

However  that  might  be,  the  Oostagoana  press  was  in  the 
habit  of  styling  Montero*ii  f(»e8t  march  from  hk  oommandanda 
to  join  the  Blanco  forces  at  the  beginning  of  the  troubles,  the 
*'  most  heroic  military  exploit  of  modern  times."  About  the 
same  time,  too,  his  brother  had  turned  up  from  Europe,  where 
he  had  gone  apparently  as  secretary  to  a  consul.  Having, 
however,  collected  a  small  band  of  outlaws,  he  showed  some 
talent  as  guerilla  chief,  and  had  been  rewarded  at  the 
pacification  by  the  pest  of  Military  Commandant  of  the 
GapitaL 

The  Minister  of  War,  then,  accompanied  the  Dictator* 
The  board  the  0J3.N.  Company,  working  hand-in-hand 
with  the  railway  people  for  the  good  of  the  Republic,  had 
on  tliid  important  occasion  instructed  Captain  Mitchell  to 
put  the  mail-boat  Juno  at  the  disposal  of  the  distinguished 
party.  Don  Yincentei  jonmeying  south  from  Sta.  Marta,  had 
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embarked  at  Oayta,  the  principal  port  of  Costagaana,  and  oame 
to  Sulaoo  by  sea.  Bat  the  chainnan  of  the  railway  company 
had  oonrageoDBly  croesed  the  monntaioa  in  a  ramahaekie 
diligencia,  mainly  for  the  purpose  of  meeting  his  engineer-in- 
chief  engaged  in  the  final  survey  of  the  road. 

For  all  the  indifference  of  a  man  of  affairs  to  natare,  whose 
hostQitj  can  be  always  overcome  by  the  resources  of  finance, 
he  could  not  help  being  impressed  by  his  surroundings  during 
his  halt  at  the  surveying  camp  established  at  the  highest  point 
his  railway  was  to  reach.  He  spent  the  night  there,  arriving 
just  too  late  to  see  the  last  dying  glow  of  sonlight  upon  the 
snowy  flank  of  Hignerota.  ]?illared  masses  of  black  basalt 
framed  like  an  open  portal  a  portion  of  the  white  field  lying 
aslant  against  the  west.  In  the  transparent  air  of  the  high 
altitudes  everything  seemed  very  near,  steeped  in  a  clear  still- 
ness as  in  an  imponderable  liquid  ;  and  with  his  ear  ready  to 
catch  the  first  sound  of  the  expected  diligencia  the  engineer-in- 
chief,  at  the  door  of  a  hut  of  rough  stones,  had  contemplated 
the  changing  hues  on  the  enormous  side  of  the  mountain, 
thinking  that  in  this  sight,  as  in  a  piece  of  inspired  music, 
there  could  be  found  together  the  utmost  delicacy  of  shaded 
expression  and  a  stupendous  magnificence  of  effect. 

Sir  John  arrived  too  late  to  hear  the  magnificent  and 
inaudible  strain  sung  by  the  sunset  amongst  the  high  peaks 
of  the  Sierra.  It  had  sung  itself  out  into  the  breathless  pause 
of  deep  dusk  before,  climbing  down  the  fore  wheel  of  the  dili- 
gencia with  stiiT  limbs,  he  shook  hands  with  the  engineer. 

They  gave  him  his  dinner  in  a  stone  hut  like  a  cubical 
boulder,  with  no  door  or  windows  in  its  two  openings ;  a  bright 
fire  of  sticks  (brought  on  mulehack  from  the  first  vailey  below) 
burning  outside,  sent  in  a  wavering  glare ;  and  two  candles  in 
tin  candlesticka--^hted,  it  was  explained  to  him,  in  his  honour 
— Btood  on  a  sort  of  rough  camp  table,  at  which  he  sat  on  the 
right  hand  of  the  chief.  He  knew  how  to  be  amiable ;  and 
the  young  men  of  the  engineering  staff,  for  whom  the  surveying 
of  the  railway  track  had  the  glamour  of  the  first  steps  on  the 
path  of  life,  sat  there  too,  listening  modestly,  with  their  smooth 
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much  affability  in  so  great  a  man. 

Afterwards,  late  at  night,  pacing  to  and  fro  outside,  he  had 
a  long  talk  with  his  chief  engineer.  He  knew  him  well  of  old. 
This  was  not  the  first  undertaking  in  which  their  gifts,  as 
elementally  different  as  hre  and  water,  had  worked  in  conjonc- 
tion.  From  the  contact  of  these  two  peiBonalities,  who  had 
not  the  same  vision  of  tbe  world,  there  was  generated  a  power 
for  the  world's  service — a  sabtle  force  that  conld  set  in  motion 
mighty  machines,  men's  mnsdes,  and  awaken  also  in  bmnan 
breasts  an  nnbonnded  devotion  to  tbe  task.  Of  the  yonng 
fellows  at  the  table,  to  whom  the  survey  of  the  track  was  like 
the  tracing  of  the  path  of  life,  more  than  one  would  be  called 
to  meet  death  before  the  work  was  done.  But  the  work  would 
be  done  :  the  force  would  be  almost  as  strong  as  a  faith.  Not 
quite,  however.  In  the  silence  of  the  sleeping  camp  upon  the 
moonlit  plateau  forming  the  top  of  the  pass  like  the  floor  of  a 
vast  arena  snrnmnded  by  the  basalt  walls  of  precipices,  two 
strolling  fignxea  in  thick  nlsteis  stood  still,  and  the  voice  of  the 
engineer  pronoonoed  distinctly  the  w<»ds — 

*^  We  can't  move  mountains  t " 

Sir  John,  raising  his  bead  to  follow  the  pointing  gesture, 
felt  the  full  force  of  the  words.  The  white  Iliguerota  soared 
out  of  the  shadows  of  rock  and  earth  like  a  frozen  bubble  under 
the  moon.  All  was  still,  till  near  by,  behind  the  wall  of  a  corral 
for  the  camp  animals,  built  roughly  of  loose  stones  in  the  form 
of  a  drcie,  a  pack  mule  stamped  his  fore  foot  and  blew  heavily 
twice. 

Tbe  engin6e(^in-chief  had  used  the  phrase  in  answer  to  the 
chairman's  tentative  suggestion  that  the  tracing  of  the  line 
conld,  perhaps,  be  altered  in  deference  to  tiie  prejudices  of 
the  Snlaco  landowners.  The  chief  engineer  believed  that  the 
obstinacy  of  men  was  the  lesser  obstacle.  Moreover,  to  com- 
bat that  they  had  the  great  influence  of  Charles  Gould,  whereas 
tunnelling  under  Higuerota  would  have  been  a  colossal  under- 
taking. 

''Ah,  yes  t  Oould.  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he  ?  " 
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Sir  John  had  heard  much  of  Charles  Goold  in  Sta.  Mario, 
and  wanted  to  know  more.  The  engineer-in-ehief  assnred  him 
that  the  administrator  of  the  San  Toni6  ailyer  mine  had  an 

immense  influence  over  all  these  Spanish  Dons.  He  had  also 
one  of  the  best  housea  in  Sulaco,  and  the  Goulds'  hospitality 
was  beyond  all  praise. 

**  They  received  me  as  if  tbey  had  known  me  for  years,"  he 
said.  "  The  little  lady  is  kindness  personitied.  I  stayed  with 
them  for  a  month.  lie  helped  me  to  organise  the  surveying 
parties.  His  praotical  ownership  of  the  San  Tom^  silver  mine 
gives  him  a  epecial  position.  He  seems  to  have  the  ear  of 
every  proviooial  anthority  apparently,  and,  as  I  said,  he  can 
wind  all  the  hidalgos  of  the  province  ronnd  his  little  finger. 
If  yon  follow  his  advice  the  difficnlties  will  fall  away,  becanse 
he  wants  the  railway.  Of  couree,  you  must  be  careful  in  what 
you  say.  He's  Euglish,  and  besides  he  must  be  immensely 
wealthy.  The  Holroyd  house  is  in  with  him  in  that  mine,  so 
you  may  imagine—  " 

He  interrupted  himself  as,  from  before  one  of  the  little  fires 
bnming  outside  the  low  wall  of  the  corral,  arose  the  fignre  of 
a  man  wrapped  in  a  poncho  up  to  the  neok.  The  saddle  whidi 
he  had  been  using  for  a  piUowmade  adaikpatchon  the  ground 
against  the  red  glow  of  embers. 

^  I  shall  see  Holroyd  himself  on  my  way  hetcik  through  the 
States,"  said  Sir  Juhu.  **  I've  ascertained  that  he  too  wants 
the  railway." 

The  man  who,  perhaps  disturbed  by  the  proximity  of  the 
voices,  had  arisen  from  the  ground,  struck  a  match  to  light  a 
cigarette.  The  fiame  showed  a  bronzed,  black-whiskered  face, 
a  pair  of  eyes  gazing  straight ;  then,  rearranging  his  wrappings, 
he  sank  full  length  and  laid  his  head  again  on  the  saddle. 

"  That's  our  camp-master,  whom  I  must  send  back  to 
Sulaco  now  we  are  going  to  carry  onr  survey  into  the  Sta. 
Marta  valley,"  said  the  engineer.  "  A  most  useful  fdlow,  lent 
me  by  Captain  Mitchell  of  the  O.S.N.  Company.  It  was  very 
good  of  Mitchell.  Charles  Gould  told  me  I  couldn't  do  better 
than  take  advantage  of  the  offer.   He  seems  to  know  how  to 
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rule  all  these  muleteers  and  peons.  We  had  not  the  sh'ghtest 
trouble  with  our  people.  He  shall  escort  your  diligencia  right 
into  Sulaco  with  some  of  our  railway  peons.  The  road  is  bad. 
To  have  bim  at  hand  may  save  you  an  upset  or  two.  He 
promised  me  to  take  care  of  your  person  all  Uie  way  down  as 
if  yon  were  his  father.*' 

This  camp-master  was  the  Italian  sailor  whom  all  the 
Enropeans  in  Sniaco,  fdlowing  Captain  MitohelI*s  mispronun- 
ciation,  were  in  the  habit  of  calling  Nostromo.  And  indeed, 
taciturn  and  ready,  he  did  take  excellent  care  of  his  char^  at 
the  bad  parts  of  the  road,  as  Sir  John  himself  acknowledged  to 
Mrs.  Gould  afterwards. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

At  that  time  Nostromo  had  been  already  long  enough  in  the 
coantry  to  raise  to  the  highest  pitch  Captain  Mitchell's  opinion 
of  the  extiaoidinary  valoe  of  his  diacoveiy.  Ckarly  he  was 
OLe  of  those  invaloable  saboidinates  whom  to  possesB  iB  a 
legitimate  cause  of  boasting.  Captain  Mitchell  plomed 
himself  upon  his  eye  for  men — but  he  was  not  selfish — and  in 
the  innocence  of  his  pride  was  already  developing  that  mania 
for  "lending  you  my  Capataz  de  Cargadores"  which  was  to 
bring  Nostromo  into  personal  contact,  sooner  or  later,  with 
every  European  in  Solaco,  as  a  sort  of  nniversal  factotum — 
a  prodigy  of  efficiency  in  his  own  sphere  of  life. 

The  fellow  is  devoted  to  me,  body  and  soul  t "  Captain 
Mitchell  was  given  to  aflSim ;  and  thongh  nobody,  perhaps, 
could  have  ezpluned  why  it  should  be  so,  it  was  impossible  on 
a  survey  of  their  relation  to  throw  doubt  on  that  statement, 
unless,  indeed,  one  were  a  bitter,  eccentric  character  like 
Dr.  Monygbam — for  instance — whose  short,  hopeless  laugh 
expressed  somehow  an  immense  mistrust  of  mankind.  Not 
that  Dr.  Monygham  was  a  prodigal  either  of  laughter  or  of 
words.  He  was  bitterly  tacitnm  when  at  his  best.  At  his 
wont  people  feared  the  open  scomf olness  of  his  tongne.  On] j 
Mrs.  Gonld  oonld  keep  his  unbelief  in  men's  motives  within 
dne  bounds ;  but  even  to  her  (on  an  occasion  not  connected 
with  Nostromo,  and  in  a  tone  which  for  him  was  gentle), 
even  to  her,  he  had  said  once,  "  Keally,  it  is  most  unreason- 
able to  demand  that  a  man  should  think  of  other  people  so 
much  better  than  he  is  able  to  think  of  himself." 

And  Mis.  Gould  had  hastened  to  drop  the  subject.  There 
were  stiange  ramoors  of  the  EDglish  doctor.  Years  ago,  in 
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the  time  of  Gazman  Bento,  he  had  been  mixed  up,  it  was 
whispered,  in  a  conspiracy  which  was  betrayed  and,  as  people 
expressed  it,  drowned  in  blood.  His  hair  had  turned  grey,  his 
hairless,  seamed  face  was  of  a  briok-^nsfc  colour ;  the  largo 
check  pattern  of  his  flannel  shirt  and  his  old  stained  Panama 
hat  were  an  established  defiance  to  the  conventionalities  of 
Siilaco.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  immacnlate  cleanliness  of  his 
apparel  he  might  have  been  taken  for  one  of  those  shiftless 
Europeans  that  are  a  moral  eyesore  to  the  respectability  of  a 
foreign  colony  in  almost  every  exotic  part  in  the  world.  The 
young  ladies  of  Sulaco,  adorning  witli  clusters  of  jiretty  faces 
the  Incomes  along  the  Street  of  the  Constitation,  when  they 
saw  him  pass,  with  his  limping  gait  and  bowed  head,  a  short 
linen  jacket  drawn  on  carelessly  over  the  flannel  check  shirt, 
wonld  remark  to  each  other,  ''Here  is  the  Sefior  doctor  gomg 
to  call  on  Dofia  Emilia.  He  has  got  his  little  coat  on."  The 
inference  was  true.  Its  deeper  meaning  was  hidden  from  their 
simple  intelligence.  Moreover,  they  expended  no  store  of 
thought  on  the  doctor.  He  was  old,  ugly,  learned — and  a  little 
*'  loco  " — mad,  if  not  a  bit  of  a  sorcerer,  as  the  common  people 
suspected  him  of  being.  The  little  white  jacket  was  in  reality 
a  concession  to  Mrs.  Gould's  humanising  influence.  The 
doctor,  with  his  habit  of  sceptical,  bitter  speech,  had  no  other 
means  of  showing  his  profound  respect  for  the  character  of  the 
woman  who  was  known  in  the  coontrj  as  the  English  Sefiora. 
He  presented  this  tribute  very  serionslj  indeed ;  it  was  no 
trifle  for  a  man  of  his  habits.  Mrs.  Gonld  felt  that,  too, 
perfectly.  She  would  never  have  thought  of  imposing  upon 
him  this  marked  show  of  deference. 

She  kept  her  old  Spanish  house  (one  of  the  finest  specimens 
in  Sulaco)  open  for  the  dispensation  of  the  small  graces  of 
existence.  She  dispensed  them  with  simplicity  and  charm 
because  she  was  guided  by  an  alert  perception  of  values.  She 
was  highly  gifted  in  the  art  of  human  intercourse,  which  con- 
gists  in  delicate  shades  of  self-forgetfohiess  and  in  the  suggestion 
nnivmal  oomprehension.  Charles  Gonld  (the  Gonld  family, 
established  in  Oostagnana  for  three  generations,  always  went  to 
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England  for  their  edacation  and  for  their  wives)  imagined  that 
he  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  girPs  sonnd  ccnnmon  sense  like 
any  other  man,  bnt  these  were  not  exactly  ihe  reasons  why,  for 
instanoe,  the  idide  sonrejiog  camp,  from  the  yonngest  <rf  the 
young  men  to  their  matme  diief,  should  have  found  occasion 
to  allnde  to  Mrs.  Gonld's  honse  so  frequently  amongst  the  high 
peaks  of  the  Sierra.  She  would  have  protested  that  she  hud 
done  nothing  for  thera,  with  a  low  laugh  and  a  surprised 
widening  of  her  grey  eyes,  had  anybody  told  her  how  con- 
vincingly she  was  remembered  on  the  edge  of  the  snow-line 
above  Sulaco.  But  directly,  with  a  little  capable  air  of  settin^r 
her  wits  to  works,  she  would  have  found  an  explanation.  ^*  Of 
course,  it  was  such  a  surprise  for  these  boys  to  find  any  sort  of 
wek)ome  here.  And  I  suppose  they  are  homesick.  I  suppose 
everybody  must  be  always  just  a  little  homesick.*' 

She  was  always  sorry  for  homesick  people. 

Bom  in  the  country,  as  his  father  before  him,  spare  and 
tall,  with  a  flaming  moustache,  a  neat  chin,  clear  blue  eyes, 
auburn  hair,  and  a  thin,  fresh,  red  face,  Charles  Gould  looked 
like  a  new  arrival  from  over  the  sea.  His  grandfather  had 
fought  in  the  cause  of  independence  under  Bolivar,  in  that 
famous  ^pglish  legion  which  on  the  battle-field  of  Oarabobo 
had  been  saluted  by  the  great  Liberator  as  Saviours  <^  his 
country.  One  of  Oharles  Gould's  undes  had  been  the  elected 
President  of  that  very  province  of  Sulaco  (then  called  a  State) 
in  the  days  of  Federation,  and  afterwards  had  been  put  up 
against  the  wall  of  a  church  and  shot  by  the  order  of  the 
barbarous  Unionist  general,  Guzman  Bento.  It  was  the  same 
Gunnan  Bento  who,  becoming  later  on  Perpetual  President, 
famed  for  his  ruthless  and  cruel  tryanny,  reached  his  apotheosis 
in  the  popular  legend  of  a  sanguinary  land-haunting  spectre 
whose  body  had  been  carried  off  by  the  devil  in  person  from 
the  brick  mausoleum  in  the  nave  of  the  Cluirch  of  Assumption 
in  Sta.  Marta.  Thus,  at  least,  the  priests  explained  its  dis- 
appearance to  the  barefooted  multitude  that  streamed  in,  awe- 
struck, to  gaze  at  the  hole  in  the  side  of  the  ugly  box  of  bricks 
before  the  great  altar. 
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Guzman  Bento  of  crnel  memory  bad  put  to  death  ^roat 
nombeis  of  people  befiideB  GhurleB  Goald*8  uode  ;  but  with  a 
relatiTe  martyied  in  the  (arose  of  anstocracj,  the  Solaoo 
OligBKoba  (tbis  die  phiaieokgy  of  Gnimaa  Be&to*a  tuna ; 
now  tbej  vera  oalled  Blanooe,  «nd  had  given  np  the  federal 
idea),  whkAi  meant  the  lamilieB  of  para  Spanish  descent,  con- 
ndered  Ofasrles  as  one  of  themselves.  With  such  a  family 
record,  no  one  could  be  more  of  a  Costaguanero  than  Don 
Carlua  Gould  ;  but  his  aspect  was  so  characteristic  that  in  the 
tnlk  of  common  people  he  was  just  the  Inglez — the  Englishman 
of  Solaco.  He  looked  more  English  than  a  oasnal  tourist,  a 
sort  of  heretic  pQgnm,  however,  qnite  unknown  in  Solaoo. 
He  looked  mora  English  than  the  last  anlTed  batoh  of  jonng 
nilwaj  «aigineeia»  than  anybody  ont  of  the  hnnting-field 
]ttctara8  in  the  nnmben  of  Punch  raaohmg  his  wife's  draw- 
ing-room two  months  or  so  after  date.  It  astonished  yon 
to  hear  him  talk  Spanish  (Cdstillan,  as  the  natives  say)  or 
the  Indian  dialect  of  the  country-people  so  naturally.  His 
accent  had  never  been  English ;  but  there  was  something^  so 
indelible  in  all  these  ancestral  Goulds — liberators,  explorers, 
coffee  planten,  merchants,  revolution  is  ts^of  Costagnana,  that 
he,  the  oalj  rapreaentotive  of  the  third  generation  in  a  con* 
tinent  posseasing  its  own  style  of  horsemanship,  went  on 
looking  thoroughly  English  even  on  horse-haok.  This  is  not 
said  of  him  in  the  mocking  spirit  of  the  Llaneros — men  of  the 
great  plains — who  think  that  no  one  in  the  world  knows  how 
to  sit  a  horse  but  themselves.  Don  Carlos  Gould,  to  use  the 
suitably  lofty  phrase,  rode  like  a  centaur.  Riding  for  him  was 
not  a  special  form  of  exercise ;  it  was  a  natural  faculty,  aa 
walking  staight  is  to  all  men  sound  of  mind  and  limb ;  but,  all 
the  aarae,  when  cantering  beside  the  ratty  ox-cort  track  to  the 
mine  he  looked  in  his  English  clothes  and  with  his  imported 
ssddkry  aa  thoogh  he  had  come  this  moment  to  Oostagnana 
iii  Lis  easy  swift  pastftrote^  straight  ont  of  some  green  meadow 
at  the  other  side  of  the  world. 

His  way  would  lie  along  the  old  Spanish  road — the  Camiuo 
Beal  of  popular  speech—the  only  remaining  vestige  of  a  fact 
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and  name  left  by  Uuit  royalty  old  Giorgio  Viola  hated,  and 
whose  very  shadow  had  departed  from  the  land ;  for  the  big 

equestrian  statue  of  Charles  IV.  at  the  entrance  to  the  Alaincda, 
towcrini^  white  against  the  trees,  was  only  known  to  the  folk 
from  the  country  and  to  the  beggars  of  the  town  that  slept  on 
the  steps  around  the  pedestal,  as  the  Horse  of  Stone.  The 
other  Carlos,  turning  off  to  the  left  with  a  rapid  clatter  of  hoofs 
on  the  disjointed  pavement — ^Don  Carlos  Gould  in  his  English 
clothes,  looked  as  inoongraoos,  bat  mnch  more  at  home,  than 
the  kingly  cavalier  reining  in  his  steed  on  the  pedestal  above 
the  sleeping  leperos,  with  his  marble  arm  raised  towards  the 
heavy  rim  of  a  plnmed  hat. 

The  weather-stained  efRgy  of  the  mounted  king,  with  its 
vague  suggestion  of  a  saluting  gesture,  seemed  to  present  an 
inscrutable  breast  to  the  political  changes  which  had  robbed  it 
of  its  very  name ;  but  neither  did  the  other  horseman,  well 
known  to  the  people,  keen  and  alive  on  his  well-shaped,  slate- 
coloured  beast  with  a  white  eye,  wear  his  heart  on  the  sleeve 
of  his  English  coat.  His  mind  preserved  its  steady  poise  as 
if  sheltered  in  the  passionleas  stability  of  private  and  public 
decencies  at  home  in  Europe.  He  accepted  with  a  like  calm 
the  shocking  manner  in  which  the  Sulaco  ladies  smothered  their 
faces  with  pearl  powder  till  they  looked  like  white  plaster  casts 
with  beautiful  living  eyes,  the  peculiar  gossip  of  the  town,  and 
the  continuous  political  changes,  the  constant  saving  of  the 
country,  which  to  his  wife  seemed  a  puerile  and  bloodthirsty 
game  of  murder  and  rapine  played  with  terrible  earnestness  by 
depraved  children.  In  the  early  days  of  her  Gostaguana  life, 
the  little  lady  used  to  clench  her  hands  with  exasperation  at 
not  being  able  to  take  the  public  affairs  of  the  country  as 
seriously  as  the  incidental  atrocity  of  methods  deserved.  She 
saw  in  them  a  comedy  of  naive  pretences,  but  hardly  anything 
genuine,  except  her  own  appalled  indignation.  Charles,  very 
quiet  and  twisting  his  long  moustaches,  would  dechne  to  discuss 
them  at  all.    Once,  however,  he  observed  to  her  very  gently — 

"My  dear,  you  seem  to  forget  that  I  was  born  here." 

These  few  words  made  her  pause  as  if  they  had  been  a 
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gudden  revelation.  Perhaps  the  mere  fact  of  being  born  in 
the  conntry  did  make  a  difTerencc.  She  had  a  great  confidence 
in  her  hasbiuid ;  it  had  always  been  very  great.  He  had 
strnck  her  imagiaation  from  the  first  by  his  unscntimentalism, 
faj  that  veiy  qnietade  of  mind  which  ahe  had  erected  in  her 
thought  for  a  of  perfect  eompetencj  in  the  hiudneaB  of 
liriiig.  Dm  Joed  AveUancB,  their  neighhonr  aoroeB  the  street, 
a  stateBinan,  a  poet,  a  man  of  cnltnre,  who  had  represented  his 
country  at  several  European  Courts  (and  had  suffered  untold 
indignities  as  a  state  prisoner  in  the  time  of  the  tyrant  Guzman 
Bento),  used  to  declare  in  Dona  Emilia's  drawing-room  that 
Carlos  had  all  the  English  qnaUties  of  character  with  a  tralj 
patriotic  heart. 

Mrs.  GooM,  raising  her  eyes  to  her  hoshand's  thin»  red  and 
tan  face,  could  not  detect  the  slightest  quiver  of  a  feature  at 
what  he  most  have  heard  said  of  his  patriotism.  Perhaps  he 
had  :jnst  dismounted  on  his  retnm  from  the  mine ;  he  was 
English  enough  to  disregard  the  hottest  hours  of  the  day. 
Basilio,  in  a  livery  of  white  linen  and  a  red  sash,  had  sqnatted 
for  a  moment  behind  liis  heels  to  unstrap  the  heavy,  l>hmt 
spars  in  the  patio ;  and  then  the  Se&or  Administrator  would 
go  np  the  staircase  into  the  galleij.  Hows  of  plants  in  pots, 
ranged  on  the  balnstrade  hetween  the  piksters  of  the  arches, 
screened  the  corrSdar  with  their  leaves  and  flowers  from  the 
qnadrai^Ie  helow,  whose  paved  space  is  the  tme  hearthstone  of 
a  Sonth  American  house,  where  the  quiet  hours  of  domestic 
life  are  marked  by  the  shifting  of  light  and  shadow  on  the 
flagstones. 

Senor  Avellanos  was  in  the  habit  of  crossing  the  patio  at 
five  o'clock  almost  every  day.  Don  Jose  chose  to  come  over 
at  teatime  because  the  English  rite  at  Dona  Emilia's  house 
reminded  him  of  the  time  when  he  lived  in  London  as  Minister 
Flenipotenlaary  to  the  Gonrt  of  St.  James.  He  did  not  like 
tea ;  and,  nsoally,  rocking  his  American  chair,  his  neat  little 
shiny  boots  crossed  on  the  footrest,  he  would  talk  on  and 
on  with  a  sort  of  complacent  virtuosity  wonderful  in  a  man 
of  his  age,  while  he  held  the  cup  in  his  hands  for  a  long 
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time.  HiB  dose-cropped  head  was  perfecbly  white ;  his  eyes 
coal-black. 

On  seeing  Charles  Gould  step  into  the  sala  he  would  nod 
provisionally  and  go  on  to  the  end  of  the  oratorial  period. 
Only  then  he  would  say — 

"Carlos,  my  friend,  you  have  ridden  from  San  Tom6  in 
the  heat  of  the  day.  Always  the  true  Enghsh  activity.  No  ? 
What  ? " 

He  drank  op  all  the  tea  at  once  in  one  draught  This  per- 
formance was  invariably  followed  by  a  slight  shadder  and  a 
k>w  involnntaiy  br-r^r-r,*'  which  was  not  covered  by  the  hasty 
exclamation,  ^  Excellent  1 

Then  giving  up  the  empty  cup  into  his  young  friend's  hand, 
extended  with  a  smile,  he  continued  to  expatiate  upon  the 
patriotic  nature  of  the  San  Tomd  mine  for  the  simple  pleasure 
of  talking  fluently,  it  seemed,  while  his  reclining  body  jerked 
backwards  and  forwards  in  a  rocking-chair  of  the  sort  exported 
from  the  United  States.  The  ceiling  of  the  largest  drawing- 
room  of  the  Casa  Ghmld  extended  its  white  level  far  above  his 
head.  The  loftiness  dwarfed  the  miztmre  of  heavy,  strught- 
backed  Spanish  duurs  of  brown  wood  with  leathern  seats,  and 
European  furniture,  low,  and  cushioned  all  over,  like  squat 
little  monsters  gorged  to  bursting  with  steel  springs  and  horse- 
hair. There  were  knick-knacks  on  little  tables,  mirrors  let  into 
the  wall  above  marble  consoles,  square  spaces  of  carpet  under 
the  two  groups  of  armchairs,  each  presided  over  by  a  deep  sofa  ; 
smaller  rugs  scattered  all  over  tJie  floor  of  red  tiles;  three 
windows  from  ceiling  down  to  the  ground,  opening  on  a  balcony, 
and  flanked  by  the  perpendicular  folds  of  the  dark  hangings. 
The  stateliness  of  ancient  days  lingered  between  the  f onr  high, 
smooth  walls,  tinted  a  delicate  primrose-colour;  and  Mrs. 
Gould,  with  her  little  head  and  shining  coils  of  hair,  sitting  in 
a  cloud  of  muslin  and  lace  before  a  slender  mahogany  table, 
resembled  a  fairy  posed  lightly  before  dainty  philtres  dispensed 
out  of  vessels  of  silver  and  porcelain. 

Mrs.  Gould  knew  the  history  of  the  San  Tom^  mine. 
Worked  in  the  early  days  mostly  by  means  of  lashes  on  the 
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backs  of  slaves,  its  yield  had  been  paid  for  iu  its  own  weight 
of  human  bon^.  Whole  tribes  of  Indians  had  perished  in  the 
exploitation ;  and  then  the  miiie  was  abandoned,  since  wi& 
this  pnmiti  ve  me^od  had  oeased  to  niake  a  profitoble  retnnii 
no  matter  how  manyooipseB  were  thrown  into  its  maw.  Then 
it  became  forgottou  It  was  ledisooyered  after  the  War  of 
Ind^endenoe.  An  English  company  obtained  the  right  to 
work  it,  and  found  so  rich  a  vein  that  neither  the  exactions  of 
saccessive  governments,  nor  the  periodical  raids  of  recruitiug 
officers  upon  the  population  of  paid  miners  they  had  created, 
could  discourage  their  perseverance.  But  in  the  end,  during 
the  long  turmoil  of  pronunciamentos  that  followed  the  death 
of  the  famoQB  Guzman  Bento,  the  native  miners,  incited  to 
revolt  by  the  emissaries  sent  out  from  the  capital,  had  risen 
npon  their  Boglish  chiefs  and  murdered  them  to  a  man.  The 
decree  of  confiscation  which  appeared  immediately  afterwards 
in  the  Diario  Official,  published  in  Sta.  Marta,  began  with 
the  words  :  "  Justly  incensed  at  the  grinding  oppression  of 
foreigners,  actuated  by  sordid  motives  of  gain  rather  than  by 
love  for  a  country  where  they  come  impoverished  to  seek  their 
fortunes,  the  mining  population  of  San  Tom(5,  &c.  ..."  and 
ended  with  the  declaration  :  "  The  chief  of  the  State  has 
resolved  to  exerdse  to  the  full  his  power  of  clemency.  The 
mine,  which  by  every  law,  international,  human,  and  divine, 
reverts  now  fo  the  Government  as  national  property,  shall 
remain  dcMKd  till  the  sword  drawn  for  the  sacred  defence  of 
liberal  principles  has  accomplished  its  mission  of  securing  the 
happiness  of  our  beloved  country." 

■  And  for  many  years  this  was  the  last  of  the  San  Tomd  mine. 
"What  advantage  that  Government  had  expected  from  the  spoli- 
ation, it  is  impossible  to  tell  now.  Costaguana  was  made  with 
diihcnlty  to  pay  a  beggarly  money  compensation  to  the  families 
of  the  victims,  and  then  the  mattor  dropped  oat  of  diplomatic 
despatches.  But  afterwards  another  Government  bethought 
itsdf  of  that  vahiable  asset.  It  was  an  ordinary  Oostaguana 
6ovemment--the  fourth  in  six  years^but  it  judged  of  its 
oj^Kjrtonities  sanely.  It  remembered  the  San  Tom^  mine  with 
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a  secret  conviction  of  its  wortlilessness  in  their  own  hands,  but 
with  an  ingenious  insight  into  the  various  uses  a  silver  mine 
can  he  put  to,  apart  from  the  sordid  process  of  extracting  the 
metal  from  under  the  ground.  The  father  of  Charles  Gould, 
for  a  long  time  one  of  the  most  wealthy  merchants  of  Costa- 
gnana,  had  already  lost  a  ooDsiderable  part  of  his  fortune  in 
forced  loans  to  the  snooesBive  Goyemments.  He  was  a  man  of 
calm  judgment,  who  never  dreamed  of  pressing  his  daims ;  and 
when,  suddenly,  the  perpetual  concession  of  the  San  Tom6 
mine  was  offered  to  him  in  full  settlement,  his  alarm  became 
extreme.  He  was  versed  in  the  ways  of  Governments.  Indeed, 
tlic  intention  of  this  affair,  thoilgh  no  doubt  deeply  meditated 
in  the  closet,  lay  open  on  the  surface  of  the  document  presented 
urgently  for  his  signature.  The  third  and  most  important 
clause  stipulated  that  the  concession-holder  should  pay  at 
once  to  Uie  Government  five  yean'  royalties  on  the  estimated 
output  of  the  mine. 

Mr.  Gould,  senior,  defended  himself  from  this  fatal  favour 
with  many  arguments  and  entreaties,  but  without  success.  He 
knew  nothing  of  mining ;  he  had  no  means  to  put  his  con- 
cession on  the  European  market ;  the  mine  as  a  working 
concern  did  not  exist.  The  buildings  had  been  burnt  down, 
the  miTiiiig  plant  had  been  destroyed,  the  mining  population 
had  disappeared  from  the  neighbourhood  years  and  years  ago  ; 
the  very  road  had  vanished  under  a  flood  of  tropical  vegetation 
as  effectually  as  if  swallowed  by  the  sea  ;  and  the  main  gallery 
had  fallen  in  within  a  hundred  yards  from  the  entrance.  It 
was  no  longer  an  abandoned  mine ;  it  was  a  wild,  inaccessible 
and  rocky  gorge  of  the  Sierra,  where  vestiges  of  charred  timber, 
some  heaps  of  smashed  bricks,  and  a  few  shapeless  pieces  of 
rusty  iron  could  have  been  found  under  the  matted  mass  of 
thorny  creepers  covering  the  ground.  Mr.  Gould,  senior,  did 
not  desire  the  perpetual  possesion  of  that  desolate  locality  ;  in 
fact,  the  mere  vision  of  it  arising  before  his  mind  in  the  still 
watches  of  the  night  had  the  power  to  exasperate  him  into 
hours  of  hot  and  agitated  insomnia. 

It  80  happened,  however,  that  the  Finance  Minister  of  the 
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time  was  a  man  to  whom,  in  years  gone  by,  Mr.  Gould  hud, 
imfortunately,  declined  to  grant  some  small  pecuniary  assist- 
ance, basing  his  refusal  on  the  ground  that  the  applicant 
was  a  notorious  gambler  and  cheiit,  besides  being  more  than 
half  suspected  of  a  robbeiy  with  violence  on  a  wealthy 
ranchero  inl  a  remote  conntry  district,  where  he  was  actually 
ezercifiing  the  function  of  a  judge.  Now,  after  reaching  his 
exalted  position^  ihat  politician  had  proclaimed  his  intention 
to  repay  eyil  with  good  to  Sefior  QovHd — the  poor  man.  He 
affirmed  and  reaffirmed  this  resolntion  in  tiie  drawing-rooms  of 
Sta.  Marta,  in  a  soft  and  implacable  voice,  and  with  such 
malicious  glances  that  Mr.  Gould's  best  friends  advised  him 
earnestly  to  attempt  no  bribery  to  get  the  matter  dropped.  It 
would  have  been  useless.  Indeed,  it  would  not  have  been  a 
very  safe  proceeding.  Such  was  also  the  opinion  of  a  stout, 
loud-voiced  lady  of  French  extraction,  the  daughter,  she  said, 
of  an  officer  of  high  rank  (officigr  ngMtur  d$  VamMe)^  who 
was  accommodated  with  lodgings  within  the  walls  of  a 
seonlaiised  convent  next  door  to  the  Ministry  of  Finance. 
That  florid  person,  when  approached  on  behalf  of  Mr.  Gkmld  in 
a  proper  manner,  and  with  a  suitable  present,  shook  her  liead 
despondently.  She  was  good-natured,  and  her  despondency 
was  genuine.  She  imagined  she  could  not  take  money  in 
consideration  of  something  she  could  not  accomplish.  The 
friend  of  Mr.  Gould  charged  with  the  delicate  mission  used  to 
saj  afterwaxds  that  she  was  the  onljr  honest  person  closelj  or 
remotely  connected  with  the  Goyenunent  he  had  ever  met. 

No  go^**  she  had  said,  with  a  cavalier^  husky  intonation  which 
was  natoial  to  her,  and  nsing  tarns  of  expression  more  suitable 
to  a  child  of  parents  unknown  than  to  the  orphaned  daughter 
of  a  general  officer.  **  No  ;  it's  no  go.  Pas  moyeUy  men 
garfon,  (Test  dommage,  tout  ds  meme.  Ah  I  zut !  Je  m 
vole  pas  7)10 f I  monde,  Je  ne  suis  pas  ministre — mail  Vons 
pouvez  emporler  voire  petit  sac.^* 

For  a  moment^  biting  her  carmine  lip,  she  deplored 
inwardly  the  tyranny  of  the  rigid  jorinciito  governing  the  sale 
of  ber  influoioe  in  high  pkM3es.  Then,  significantly,  and  with 


KOSTROMa 


a  tondh  of  impatienoe,  "  AVm^^  ahe  added,  et  dUes  hien  ^ 
voin  b<mhmm  —  0nt»ndeihvou8?  —  gtCU  faui  avaler  la 

After  snch  a  warning  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
sign  and  pay.  Mr.  Gould  had  swallowed  the  pill,  and  it  was 
as  though  it  had  been  compounded  of  some  subtle  poiiroa 
that  acted  directly  on  his  brain.  He  became  at  once  mine- 
ridden,  and  as  he  was  well  read  in  light  literature  it  took  to 
his  mind  the  form  of  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea  fastened  upon 
ilia  Bhonlden.  He  also  began  to  dream  of  Tampires.  Mr. 
Gould  exaggeiated  to  himself  the  disadvantages  of  his  new 
position^  becanse  he  viewed  it  emotionally.  His  position  in 
Costagnana  was  no  wone  than  before.  Bnt  man  is  a  desper- 
ately conservative  creature,  and  the  extravagant  novelty  of 
this  outrage  upon  his  purse  distressed  his  sensibilities.  Every- 
body around  him  was  being  robbed  by  the  grotesque  and 
murderous  bands  that  played  their  game  of  governments  and 
revolutions  after  the  death  of  Guzman  Bento.  His  experience 
had  taught  him  that,  however  short  the  plunder  might  fall  of 
their  legitimate  expectations,  no  gang  in  possession  of  the 
Presidential  Palace  woold  be  so  incompetent  as  to  snffer  itself 
to  be  baffled  Uie  want  of  a  pret»t  The  first  casual  colonel  of 
the  barefooted  annj  of  soarecrowB  that  came  along  was  able  to 
expose  with  force  and  precision  to  any  mere  civilian  his  titles  to  a 
sum  of  10,000  dollars  ;  the  while  his  hope  would  be  immutably 
fixed  upon  a  gratuity,  at  any  rate,  of  no  less  than  a  thousand. 
Mr.  Gould  knew  that  very  well,  and,  armed  with  resignation, 
had  waited  for  better  times.  But  to  be  robbed  under  the  forma 
of  legality  and  business  was  intolerable  to  his  imagination. 
Mr.  Gould,  the  father,  had  one  faolt  in  his  sagacious  and 
hoDoniable  character :  be  attached  too  much  importance  to 
form.  It  is  a  failing  common  to  mankind,  whose  views  are 
tinged  by  prejudices.  There  was  for  him  in  that  affair  a 
malignancy  of  jjerverted  justice  which,  by  means  of  a  moral 
shock,  attacked  his  vigorous  physique.  "  It  will  end  by  killing 
me/'  he  used  to  affirm  many  times  a  day.  And,  in  fact,  since 
that  time  he  began  to  suffer  from  fever,  from  liver  pains^  aud 
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mostly  from  a  worrying  inability  to  think  of  anything  else. 
The  Finance  Minister  could  have  formed  no  conception  of  the 
profound  subtlety  of  his  revenge.  Even  Mr.  Gould's  letters  to 
his  fourteen-year-old  boy  Charles,  then  away  in  England  for  his 
ednoatum,  came  afe  last  to  talk  of  practically  nothing  bat  the 
mine.  He  groaiied  over  the  injustice,  the  pefseoation,  the 
ontnge  of  that  mine ;  he  ocoopied  whole  pages  in  the  ezpoei- 
tton  of  the  fatal  omeqnenoes  attaching  to  the  possession  of 
that  mine  from  every  point  of  view,  with  every  dismal  infer- 
ence, with  words  of  horror  at  the  apparently  eternal  character 
of  that  curse.  For  the  Concession  had  been  granted  to  hira  and 
his  descendants  for  ever,  lie  implored  his  son  never  to  return 
to  Costaguana,  never  to  claim  any  part  of  his  inheritance  there, 
because  it  was  tainted  by  the  infamous  Concession ;  never  to 
tonoh  it^  never  to  approach  it,  to  forget  that  America  existed^ 
and  pnrsne  a  mercantile  career  in  Europe.  And  each  letter 
ended  with  bitter  self-ieproaohes  for  having  stayed  too  long  in 
that  cavern  of  thieves,  intrigneis,  and  brigands. 

To  be  told  repeatedly  ^t  one*s  f  ntare  is  blighted  beoanae 
of  the  possession  of  a  silver  mine  is  not,  at  the  age  of  fourteen, 
a  matter  of  prime  importance  as  to  its  main  statement ;  but  in 
its  form  it  is  calculated  to  excite  a  certain  amount  of  wonder 
and  attention.  In  course  of  time  the  boy,  at  first  only  puzzled 
by  the  angry  jeremiads,  but  rather  sorry  for  his  dad,  began  to 
torn  the  matta  over  in  his  mind  in  such  moments  as  he  could 
spare  from  play  and  study.  In  about  a  year  he  bad  evolved 
from  the  lecture  of  the  letters  a  definite  conviction  that  there 
was  a  silver  mine  in  the  Solaoo  province  of  the  Bepnblic  of 
Oostagnana,  where  poor  Unde  Harry  had  been  shot  by  soldiers 
a  gr^t  many  years  before.  There  was  also  connected  closely 
with  that  mine  a  thing  called  the  ".iniquitous  Gould  Concession," 
apparently  written  on  a  paper  which  his  father  desired  ardently 
to  "  tear  and  fling  into  the  faces  of  presidents,  members  of 
judicature,  and  ministers  of  State.  And  this  desire  pereisted, 
though  the  names  of  these  people*  he  noticed,  seldom  remained 
the  same  for  a  whole  year  together.  This  desire  (since  the 
thing  was  iniqnitoas)  seemed  qoite  natoral  to  the  boy,  though 
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why  the  affair  was  iniqnitoiui  he  did  not  know.  Afterwards, 
with  advancing  wifldom,  he  managed  to  dear  the  plain  tmth  of 
the  business  from  the  fantastic  intrusions  of  the  Old  Man  of 
the  Sea,  vampires,  and  ghouls,  which  had  lent  to  his  father's 
correspondence  the  flavour  of  a  gruesome  Arabian  Night's  talc. 
In  the  end,  the  growing  youth  attained  to  as  close  an  intimacy 
with  the  San  Toni6  mine  as  the  old  man  who  wrote  these 
plaintive  and  enraged  letters  on  the  other  aide  of  the  sea.  He 
had  been  made  several  times  akeadj  to  paj  heavy  fines  for 
neglecting  to  work  the  mine,  he  reported,  besides  other  soms 
extracted  from  him  on  aooonnt  of  fntnre  royalties,  on  the 
ground  that  a  man  with  snch  a  valuable  concession  in  his  pocket 
could  not  refuse  his  financial  assistance  to  the  Government  of 
the  Republic.  The  last  of  his  fortune  was  passing  away  from 
him  against  worthless  receipts,  he  wrote,  in  a  rage,  whilst  he 
was  being  pointed  out  as  an  individual  who  had  known  how  to 
secure  cnonnons  advantages  from  the  necessities  of  his  country. 
And  the  young  man  in  Europe  grew  more  and  more  interested 
in  that  thing  which  oonld  provoke  saeh  a  tnmnlt  of  words  and 
passion. 

^  He  thought  of  it  every  day ;  but  be  thought  of  it  without 
v*'      bitterness.   It  might  have  been  an  nnfortnnate  affair  for  his 

poor  dud,  and  the  whole  story  threw  a  queer  light  upon  the 
social  and  political  life  of  Gostaguana.  The  view  he  took  of  it 
was  sympathetic  to  his  father,  yet  calm  and  reflective.  Ilis 
personal  feelings  had  not  been  outraged,  and  it  is  diflicult  to 
resent  with  proper  and  durable  indignation  the  physical  or 
mental  anguish  of  another  organism,  even  if  that  other 
organism  is  one's  own  father.  By  the  time  he  was  twenty 
Charles  Gk>nld  had,  in  his  tnm,  fallen  under  the  spell  of  the 
San  Tom&  mine.  But  it  was  another  form  of  enchantment, 
more  suitable  to  his  yontb,  into  whose  magic  formula  there 
entered  hope,  vigour,  and  self-confidence,  instead  of  weary 
indignation  and  despair.  Left  after  he  was  twenty  to  his  own 
guidance  (except  for  the  severe  injunction  not  to  return  to 
Gostaguana),  he  had  pursued  his  studies  in  Belgium  and 
France  with  the  idea  of  qualifying  for  a  mining  engineer.  But 


Digitized  I  t^v„.le 


THE  SILVER  OF  THE  MINE. 


ftliiB  scientific  aspect  of  his  labours  remained  vague  and  im- 
perfect in  luB  mind.  Mines  had  acquired  for  him  a  dramatio 
interest  He  atndied  their  peculiarities  from  a  personal 
point  of  view,  too»  as  one  wonld  Btndj  the  varied  charaoten  of 
men.  He  Tidtedthem  as  one  goes  with  cariosity  to  call  npon 
remarkaMe  penoDfl.  He  yisfted  mines  in  Germany,  in  Spain, 
in  Cornwall.  Abandoned  workings  had  for  him  strong  fascina- 
tion. Their  desolation  appealed  to  him  like  the  sight  of  human 
misery,  whose  causes  are  varied  and  profound.  They  might 
have  been  worthless,  but  also  they  might  have  been  mis- 
nodecstood.  His  future  wife  was  the  first,  and  perhaps  the 
only  penon  to  detect  this  secret  mood  which  governed  the 
profoundly  sensible,  almost  voiceless  attitude  of  this  man 
towards  the  world  of  material  things.  And  at  once  her 
ddiglit  in  him,  lingering  with  half-open  wings  like  those  birds 
that  cannot  rise  easily  from  a  fiat  level,  f onnd  a  pmnade  from 
which  to  soar  up  into  the  skies. 

They  had  become  acquainted  in  Italy,  where  the  future 
Mrs.  Gould  was  staying  with  an  old  and  pale  aunt  who,  years 
before,  had  mamed  a  middle-aged,  impoverished  Italian 
marquis.  She  now  mourned  that  man,  who  had  known  how 
to  give  np  his  life  to  the  independence  and  unity  of  his  - 
conntiy,  who  had  known  how  to  be  as  enthusiastic  in  his 
generoaity  as  the  youngest  of  those  who  fell  for  that  very 
canae  of  which  old  Giorgio  Yiola  was  a  drifting  relic,  as  a 
broken  spar  is  snffered  to  float  away  disregarded  after  a  naval 
victory.  The  Marchesa  led  a  still,  whispering  existence,  nun- 
like in  her  black  robes  and  a  white  band  over  the  forehead,  in 
a  corner  of  the  first  floor  of  an  ancient  and  ruinous  palace, 
whose  big,  empty  halls  downstairs  sheltered  under  their  painted 
ceilings  the  harvests,  the  fowls,  and  even  the  cattle,  together 
with  the  whole  family  of  the  tenant  farmer. 

The  two  yonng  people  had  met  in  Lucca.  After  that 
meeting  Oharles  Gonld  visited  no  mines,  though  they  went 
together  in  a  carriage,  onoe,  to  see  some  marble  quarries, 
whete  the  work  resembled  mining  in  so  far  that  it  also  was 
(be  tearing  of  the  raw  material  of  treasure  from  the  earth. 
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Charles  Gould  did  not  open  his  heart  ioher  inanysettpeeohes. 

He  simply  went  on  acting  and  thinking  in  her  sight.  This 
is  the  true  method  of  sincerity.  One  of  his  frequent  remarks 
was,  "  I  think  sometimes  that  poor  father  takes  a  wrong  view 
of  that  San  Tom6  business."  And  tliey  discussed  that  opinion 
long  and  earnestly,  as  if  they  could  inflnenoe  a  mind  aciofla 
half  the  globe;  bat  in  reality  they  discussed  becanso  the 
sentiment  of  love  can  enter  into  any  sabject  and  live  airdently 
in  remote  phrases.  For  this  natnral  reason  these  diacossions 
were  precions  to  Mrs.  Gk>ald  in  her  engaged  state.  Charles 
feared  that  Mr.  Gould,  senior,  was  wasting  his  strength  and 
making  himself  ill  by  his  efTorts  to  get  rid  of  the  Concession. 
"  I  fancy  that  this  is  not  the  kind  of  handling  it  rec^uires,"  he 
mused  aloud,  as  if  to  himself.  And  when  she  wondered  frankly 
that  a  man  of  character  should  devote  his  eneigies  to  plotting 
and  intrigues,  Charles  would  remark,  with  a  gentle  concern 
that  understood  her  wonder,  *'Yoa  must  not  foiget  that  he 
was  bom  thero.*' 

She  would  set  her  quick  mind  to  work  up<m  that^  and  then 
make  the  inconsequent  retort,  which  he  accepted  as  perfectly 
sagacious,  because,  in  fact,  it  was  so. 

"  Well,  and  you  ?   You  were  born  there  too." 

He  knew  his  answer. 
That's  different.  I've  been  away  ten  years.   Dad  never 
had  such  a  long  spell ;  and  it  was  more  than  thirty  years  ago." 

She  was  the  fint  person  to  whom  he  opened  his  lips  aftw 
receiving  the  news  of  his  father's  deatL 

«<It  has  killed  himl"  he  said. 

He  had  walked  straight  out  of  town  with  the  news,  straight 
out  before  him  in  the  noonday  sun  on  the  white  road,  and  his 
feet  had  brought  him  face  to  face  with  her  in  the  hall  of  the 
ruined  palazzo,  a  room  magnificent  and  naked,  with  here  and 
there  a  long  strip  of  damask,  black  with  damp  and  age,  droop- 
ing straight  down  on  a  bare  panel  of  the  wall.  It  was  furnished 
with  exactly  one  gilt  armchair,  with  a  broken  Itack,  md  an 
octagon  columnar  stand  bearing  a  heavy  marble  vase  ornamented 
wi^  Bcnlptuied  masks  and  gackods  of  flowers,  and  cncked 
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from  top  to  bottom.  Charles  Gould  was  dusty  with  the  white 
dust  of  the  road  lying  on  his  boots,  on  his  shoulders,  on  his  cap 
with  two  peaks.  Water  dripped  from  under  it  all  over  his  face, 
and  he  giasped  a  Uiick  oaken  cudgel  in  his  bare  right  hand. 

She  went  very  pale  under  the  roseB  of  her  big  straw  hat, 
gloTed,  swinging  a  dear  sunshade,  oaoght  jost  as  she  was 
going  ont  to  meet  him  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  where  three 
poplars  stand  near  the  wall  of  a  vineyard. 

"  It  has  killed  him ! "  he  repeated.  "  He  ought  to  have 
had  many  years  yet.   We  are  a  long-lived  family.** 

She  was  too  startled  to  say  anything  ;  he  was  coutemplating 
with  a  penetrating  and  motionless  stare  the  cracked  marble 
urn  as  though  he  had  resolved  to  fix  its  shape  for  ever  in  his 
memory.   It  was  only  whm,  turning  suddenly  to  her,  he 

Unrted  ont  twice,  "  Tve  come  to  you          I've  come  straight 

to  yon  without  being  able  to  finish  his  phrase,  that  the 

great  pitif ulness  of  that  lonely  and  tormented  death  in  Oosta- 
goanacame  to  her  with  the  full  force  of  its  misery.  He  oaoght 
hold  of  her  hand,  raised  it  to  bis  lips,  and  at  that  she  dropped 
her  parasol  to  pat  him  on  the  cheek,  murmured  "  Poor  boy," 
and  began  to  dry  her  eyes  under  the  downward  curve  of  her 
hat-brim,  very  small  in  her  simple,  white  frock,  almost  like  a 
lost  child  crying  in  the  degraded  grandeur  of  the  noble  hall, 
while  he  stood  by  her,  again  perfectly  motionless  in  the 
contemfdation  of  the  marble  nm. 

Afterwards  they  went  ont  for  a  long  walk,  which  was 
silent  till  be  eidaimed  suddenly — 

''Yea.  But  if  he  had  only  grappled  with  it  in  a  proper 
way  I  *• 

And  then  they  stopped.  Everywhere  there  were  long 
shadows  lying  on  the  hills,  on  the  roads,  on  the  enclosed  fields 
of  olive  trees ;  the  shadows  of  poplars,  of  wide  chestnuts,  of 
farm  buildings,  of  stone  walls ;  and  in  mid-air  the  sound  of 
a  bell,  thin  and  alert,  was  like  the  throbbing  pulse  of  the 
sunset  glow.  Her  lips  wm  slightly  parted  as  though  in 
sorprise  he  should  not  be  looking  at  her  with  his  usual  ez- 
pcessicnL  His  usual  ezpranion  was  unoonditionally  approving 
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and  attentive.  He  was  in  his  talks  with  her  the  most  anxions 
and  deferential  of  dictators,  an  attitude  that  pleased  her 
immenselj.  It  affirmed  her  power  without  detracting  from 
his  dignity.  That  slight  girl,  with  her  little  feet,  little  hands, 
little  face  attraotively  overweighted  by  great  coils  of  hair ;  with 
a  rather  large  mouth,  whose  mere  parting  seemed  to  breathe 
upon  yon  the  fragrance  of  frankneis  and  generosity,  had  the 
fastidious  sonl  of  an  experienced  woman.  She  was,  before  all 
things  and  all  flatteries,  careful  of  her  pride  in  the  object  of 
her  choice.  But  now  he  was  actually  not  looking  at  her  at 
all ;  and  his  expression  was  tense  and  irrational,  as  is  natural 
in  a  man  who  elects  to  stare  at  nothing  past  a  young  girPs  head. 

*'WeII,  yes.  It  was  iniquitous.  They  corrupted  him 
thoroughly,  the  poor  old  boy.  Oh  I  why  wouldn't  he  let  me 
go  back  to  him  ?  But  now  I  shall  know  how  to  grapple  with 
this." 

After  pronouncing  these  words  with  immense  assurance, 
he  glanced  down  at  her,  and  at  once  fell  a  prey  to  distress, 
incertitude,  and  fear. 

The  only  thing  he  wanted  to  know  now,  he  said,  was 

whether  she  did  love  him  enough — whether  she  would  have 
the  courage  to  go  with  him  so  far  away  ?  He  put  these 
questions  to  her  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with  anxiety — for 
he  was  a  determined  man. 

She  did.  She  would.  And  immediately  the  future  hostess 
of  all  the  Europeans  in  Sulaco  had  the  physical  experience  of 
the  earth  falling  away  from  under  her.  It  vanished  com- 
pletely, even  to  the  veiy  sound  of  the  belL  When  her  feet 
touched  the  ground  again,  the  bell  was  still  ringing  in  the 
valley ;  she  put  her  hands  up  to  her  hair,  breathing  quickly, 
and  glanced  up  and  down  the  stony  lane.  It  was  reassuringly 
empty.  Meantime,  Charles,  stepping  with  one  foot  into  a  dry 
and  dusty  ditch,  picked  up  the  open  parasol,  which  had  bounded 
away  from  them  with  a  martial  sound  of  drum-taps.  He 
handed  it  to  her  soberly,  a  little  crestfallen. 

They  turned  back,  and  after  she  had  slipped  her  hand  on 
his  arm,  the  first  words  he  pronounced  were — 
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It's  lackj  that  we  shall  be  able  to  settle  in  a  coast  town. 
You've  heard  its  name.  It  is  Solaco.  I  am  so  glad  poor 
father  did  get  that  house.  He  bongbt  a  big  house  there  years 
ago,  in  order  that  there  shonld  always  be  a  Oasa  Gonld  in  the 

principal  town  of  what  used  to  be  called  the  Occidental  Pro- 
vince. I  lived  there  once,  as  a  small  boy,  with  my  dear 
mother,  for  a  whole  year,  while  poor  father  was  away  in  the 
United  States  on  business.  You  shall  be  the  new  mistress  of 
the  Oasa  Gould." 

And  later  on,  in  the  inhabited  comer  of  the  Palazzo  above 
the  vineyards,  the  marble  hills,  the  pines  and  olives  of  Lucca, 
he  also  said — 

^The  name  of  Gould  has  been  always  highly  respected  in 
Snkoo.  My  uncle  Harry  was  chief  of  the  State  for  some  time, 

and  lias  left  a  great  name  amonc^^st  the  first  families.  By  this 
I  me;m  the  pure  Creole  families,  who  take  no  part  in  the 
mLserable  farce  of  governments.  Uncle  Harry  was  no  adven- 
turer. In  Cost:i^aiana  we  Goulds  arc  no  adventurers.  Ho 
was  of  the  country,  and  he  loved  it,  but  he  remained  essentially 
an  Eoglishnian  in  his  ideas.  He  made  use  of  the  political 
cry  of  his  time.  It  was  Federation*  But  he  was  no  politician. 
He  simply  stood  up  for  social  order  out  of  pure  love  for 
THtional  liberty  and  from  hia  hate  of  oppr^sion.  There  was 
no  nonsense  abont  him.  He  went  to  work  in  his  own  way 
because  it  seemed  right,  just  as  I  feel  I  most  lay  hold  of  that 
mine." 

In  such  words  he  talked  to  her  because  his  memory  was 
very  full  of  the  country  of  his  childhood,  his  heart  of  his  life 
with  that  girl,  and  his  mind  of  the  San  Tome  Concession.  He 
added  that  he  would  have  to  leave  her  for  a  few  days  to  find 
an  American,  a  man  from  San  Francisco,  who  was  still  some- 
where m  Europe.  A,  few  months  before  he  had  made  hia 
acquaintance  in  an  old  historic  German  town,  sitnated  in  a 
mining  district.  The  American  had  his  womankind  with  him, 
but  seemed  lonely  while  they  were  sketching  all  day  long  the 
old  doorways  and  the  turreted  corners  of  the  mediaeval  houses. 
Charles  Gould  had  with  him  the  inseparable  companionship  of 
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the  mine.  The  other  man  was  interested  in  miuuig  enterprises, 
knew  something  of  Costaguana,  and  was  no  stranger  to  the 
name  of  Gould.  Thej  had  talked  together  with  some  intimacj 
which  was  made  pOBsible  by  the  difference  of  their  ages. 
Oborles  wanted  now  to  find  that  capitalist  of  shrewd  mind 
and  acoessible  chanicter.  His  father^s  fortune  in  Ooatagnana, 
which  he  had  supposed  to  be  still  consideraUe,  seemed  to  have 
melted  in  the  rascallj  crucible  of  revolntions.  Apart  from 
some  ten  thousand  pounds  deposited  in  England,  there  appeared 
to  be  nothing  left  except  the  house  in  Sulaco,  a  vague  right  of 
forest  exploitation  in  a  remote  and  savage  district,  and  the 
8aji  Tome  Concession,  which  bad  attended  bis  poor  fath^  to 
the  very  brink  of  the  grave. 

He  explained  those  things.  It  was  late  when  they  parted. 
She  had  never  before  given  him  snch  a  f ascioafeing  vision  of 
herself.  All  the  eagerness  of  yonth  for  a  strange  life,  for  great 
distances,  for  a  f ntore  in  which  there  were  an  air  of  adventure, 
of  combat — a  subtle  thought  of  redress  and  conquest,  had 
filled  her  with  an  intense  excitement,  which  she  returned  to  the 
giver  with  a  more  open  and  exquisite  display  of  tenderness. 

He  left  her  to  walk  down  the  hill,  and  directly  he  found 
himself  alone  he  became  sober.  That  irreparable  change  a 
death  makes  in  the  course  of  our  daily  thoughts  can  be 
felt  in  a  vagne  and  poignant  discomfort  of  mind.  It 
hurt  Charles  Gould  to  feel  that  never  more,  by  no  effort 
of  will,  would  he  be  able  to  think  of  his  father  in  the  same 
way  he  used  to  think  of  him  when  the  poor  man  was  alive. 
11  is  breathing  image  was  no  longer  in  his  power.  This 
consideration,  closely  affecting  his  own  identity,  filled  his 
l)reast  with  a  mournful  and  angry  desire  for  action.  In  this 
his  instinct  was  unerringi  Action  is  consolatory.  It  is  the 
enemy  of  thought  and  the  friend  of  flattering  illusions.  Only 
in  the  conduct  of  our  action  can  we  find  the  sense  of  mastery 
over  the  Fates.  For  his  action,  the  mine  was  obviously  the 
only  field.  It  was  impmtive  sometimes  to  know  how  to 
disobey  the  solemn  wishes  of  the  dead.i  He  lesdved  firmly  to 
make  his  disobedience  as  thorough  (by  way  of  atonement)  as  it 
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well  could  be.  The  mine  had  been  the  caiisc  of  an  absurd 
moral  dissLster  ;  its  working  must  be  made  a  serious  and  moral 
success.  He  owed  it  to  the  dead  man's  memory.  Such  were 
the — properly  speaking — emotions  of  Charles  Gould.  His 
tbongbts  ran  upon  the  means  of  raisuig  a  large  amount  of 
capital  in  San  Francisco  or  elsewhere ;  and  incidentally  there 
occoired  to  him  also  the  general  reflection  that  the  counsel  of 
the  departed  most  be  ever  an  imflormd  gnide.  Not  one  of  them 
eonM  be  aware  beforehand  what  enormons  changes  the  death 
of  any  given  individual  may  produce  in  the  very  aspect  of  the 
world. 

The  latest  phase  in  the  history  of  the  mine  Mrs.  Gould 
knew  from  personal  experience.  It  was  in  essence  the  history 
of  her  married  life.  The  mantle  of  the  Goulds'  hereditary 
position  ia  Solaco  had  descended  amply  upon  her  little  person ; 
bat  she  would  not  allow  the  peculiarities  of  the  strange 
garment  to  weigh  down  the  vivacity  ci  her  character,  whidi 
was  the  sign  of  no  mere  meobanical  sprightliness,  but  of  an 
eager  intelligence.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  Mrs.  Gould's 
mind  was  masculine.  A  woman  with  a  masculine  mind  is  not 
a  being  of  superior  efficiency ;  she  is  simply  a  phenomenon 
of  imperfect  differentiation — interestingly  barren  and  without 
importance.  Dofia  Emilia's  intelligence  being  feminine  led  her 
to  achieve  the  conquest  of  Sulaco,  simply  by  lighting  the  way 
for  her  unselfishness  and  sympathy.  She  could  converse 
charmingly,  but  she  was  not  talkative.  The  wisdom  of  the 
heart  having  no  concern  v^h  the  erection  or  demolition  of 
theories  any  more  than  with  the  defence  of  prejudices,  has  no 
raudom  words  at  its  command.  The  words  it  pronounces  have 
the  value  of  acts  of  integrity,  tolerance,  and  compassion.  A 
woman's  true  tenderness,  like  the  true  virility  of  man,  is  ex- 
pressed in  action  of  a  conquering  kind.  The  ladies  of  Sulaco 
adored  Mrs.  Gould.  "They  still  look  upon  me  as  something 
of  a  nuHUBter,"  Mrs.  Gould  had  said  pleasantly  to  one  of  the  three 
gentlemen  from  San  Francisco  she  had  to  entertain  in  her  new 
Salvo  house  just  about  a  year  after  her  marriage. 
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They  were  her  first  visitors  from  abroad,  and  they  had  oome 
to  look  at  the  San  Tome  mine.  She  jested  most  agreeably, 
they  thought ;  and  Charles  Gould,  besides  knowing  thoroughly 
what  he  was  about,  had  shown  himself  a  real  hustler.  These 
facts  caused  them  to  be  well  disposed  towards  his  wife.  An 
unmistakable  enthnsiasm,  pointed  by  a  slight  flavour  of  irony, 
made  her  talk  of  the  mine  abeolntelj  fascinating  to  her  visitors, 
and  provoked  them  to  grave  and  indulgent  smiles  in  which 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  deference.  Perhaps  had  th^  known 
how  mnch  she  was  inspired  hy  an  idealisiac  view  of  soooesB  they 
would  have  been  amazed  at  the  state  of  her  mind  as  the  Spanish- 
American  ladies  had  been  amazed  at  the  tireless  activity  of  her 
body.  She  would — in  her  own  words — have  been  for  them 
"something  of  a  monster."  However,  the  Goulds  were  in 
essentials  a  reticent  couple,  and  their  guests  departed  without 
the  suspicion  of  any  other  purpose  but  simple  profit  in  the 
working  of  a  silver  mine.  Mrs.  Gould  had  out  her  own 
carriage,  with  two  white  mules,  to  drive  them  down  to  the 
harbour,  whence  the  Gtirw  was  to  carry  them  off  into  the 
Olympus  of  plutocrats.  Captiiin  Mitchell  had  snatched  at  the 
occasion  of  leave-takiug  to  remark  to  Mrs.  Gould,  in  a  low 
confidential  mutter,  "  This  marks  an  epoch." 

Mrs.  Gould  loved  the  patio  of  her  Spanish  liouse.  A  broad 
flight  of  stone  steps  was  overlooked  silently  from  a  niche  in  the 
wall  by  a  Madonna  in  blue  robes  with  the  crowned  child  sitting 
on  her  arm.  Subdued  voices  ascended  in  the  early  morn- 
ings from  the  paved  well  of  the  quadrangle,  with  the  stamping 
of  horses  and  mules  led  out  in  pairs  to  drmk  at  the  dstem. 
A  tangle  of  slender  bamboo  stems  drooped  its  narrow  blade- 
like leaves  over  the  sqiuuc  pool  of  water,  and  the  fat  coachman 
sat  mufiled  up  on  the  edge,  holding  lazily  the  ends  of  halters  in 
his  hand.  Barefooted  servants  passed  to  and  fro,  issuing  from 
dark,  low  doorways  below,  two  laundry  girls  with  baskets  of 
washed  linen,  the  baker  with  the  tray  of  bread  made  for  the 
day,Leanaida — her  owncamerista— bearing  highup,8wnng  from 
her  hand  raised  above  her  raven  blac±  head,  a  bunch  of  starched 
nnder-skuiB  daszlingly  white  in  the  slant  of  sunshine.  Then 
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the  old  porter  would  hobble  in,  sweeping  the  flagstones,  and 
the  house  was  ready  for  the  day.  All  the  lofty  rooms  on  the 
three  sides  of  the  quadrangle  opened  into  each  other  and  into 
the  con  edor,  with  its  wrought-iron  railings  and  a  border  of 
flowers,  whence,  like  the  lady  of  the  medissval  castle,  she  could 
witness  from  above  all  the  departures  and  arrivals  of  the  Casa, 
to  which  the  Bonoroiu  arched  gateway  lent  an  air  of  stately 
importance. 

She  had  watched  her  carriage  roll  away  with  the  three 
guests  from  the  north.  She  smiled.  Their  ihree  arms  went 

up  simultaneously  to  their  three  hats.  Captain  Mitchell,  the 
fourth,  in  attendance,  had  already  begun  a  pompous  discourse. 
Then  she  lingered.  She  lingered,  approaching  her  face  to 
the  clusters  of  flowers  here  and  there  as  if  to  give  time  to  her 
thoughts  to  catch  up  with  her  slow  footsteps  along  the  straight 
vista  of  the  corridor. 

A  fringed  Indian  hammock  from  Aroa,  gay  with  coloured 
featherwork,  had  been  swnng  jndioioosly  in  a  comer  that 
cai^ht  the  early  son ;  for  the  mornings  are  cool  in  Solaco. 
The  dusters  of  flcr  de  neehe  hum  blazed  in  great  masses 
before  the  open  glass  doors  of  the  reception  rooms.  A  big 
green  parrot,  brilliant  like  an  emerald  in  a  cage  that  flashed 
like  gold,  screamed  out  ferociously,  "  Viva  Costaguana  I  "  then 
called  twice  mellifluously,  "  Leonarda  I  Leonarda  I  "  in  imita- 
tion of  Mrs.  Gould's  voice,  and  suddenly  took  refuge  in  im- 
mobility and  silence.  Mrs.  Gould  reached  the  end  of  the 
gallery  and  pat  her  head  tiiroogh  the  door  of  her  husband's 
room. 

Charles  Goold,  with  one  foot  on  a  low  wooden  stool,  was 
already  strapping  his  spurs.  He  wanted  to  hurry  back  to  the 
mine.  Mrs.  Gould,  without  coming  in,  glanced  about  the 
room.  One  tall,  broad  bookcase,  with  glass  doors,  was  full  of 
books  ;  but  in  the  other,  without  shelves,  and  lined  with  red 
baize,  were  arranged  flrearms  :  Winchester  carbines,  revolvers, 
a  coupLe  of  shot  guns,  and  even  two  pairs  of  double-barrelled 
holster  pistok.  Between  them,  by  itself,  upon  a  strip  of  scarlet 
vdvety  hni^  an  old  cavahy  sabre,  once  the  property  of  Don 


Digitized  by  Google 


58 


NOSTROMO. 


Enrique  Gould,  tlic  hero  of  the  Occidental  Province,  presented 
hj  Don  Jose  Avellanos,  the  hereditary  friend  of  the  family. 

Otherwise,  tlu;  plastered  white  walls  were  complctf^ly  bare, 
except  for  a  water-colour  sketch  of  the  San  Tom6  mountain— • 
the  work  of  Dofia  Emilia  herself.  In  the  middle  of  the  red- 
tiled  floor  stood  two  long  tables  littered  with  plans  and  papers, 
a  few  chairs,  and  a  glass  show-case  containing  specimens  of 
ore  from  the  mine.  Mrs.  Gonld,  looking  at  all  these  things 
in  turn,  wondered  aloud  why  the  talk  of  these  wealthy  and 
enterprising  men  discussing  the  prospects,  the  working,  and 
the  safety  of  the  mine  rendered  her  so  impatient  and  uneasy, 
whereas  she  could  talk  of  the  mine  by  the  hour  with  her 
hnsband  with  unwearied  interest  and  satisfaction. 

And  dropping  her  eyelids  expressively,  she  added — 
What  do  you  feel  abont  it,  Charley  ?  " 

Then,  snrprised  at  her  hosband's  silenoe,  she  raised  her 
eyes,  opened  wide,  as  pretty  as  pale  fiowm.  He  had  done 
with  the  spurs,  and,  twisting  his  moustache  with  both  bands, 
horizontally,  he  contemplated  her  from  the  height  of  his  long 
legs  with  a  visible  appreciation  of  her  outward  appearance. 
The  consciousness  of  being  thus  contemplated  pleased  Mrs. 
Gould. 

"  They  are  considerable  men,"  he  said. 
I  know.  Bnt  have  yon  listened  to  their  conversation  ? 
They  don't  seem  to  have  understood  anything  they  have  seen 
here." 

"  They  have  seen  the  mine.  They  have  understood  tli.it  to 
some  purpose,"  Charles  Gould  interjected,  in  defence  of  the 
visitors ;  and  then  his  wife  mentioned  the  name  of  the  most 
considerable  of  the  three.  He  was  considerable  in  linance  and 
in  industry.  His  name  was  familiar  to  many  millions  of 
people.  He  was  so  considerable  that  he  would  never  have 
travelled  so  far  away  from  the  centre  of  his  activity  if  the 
doctors  had  not  insbited,  with  veiled  menaces,  on  his  taking 
a  long  holiday. 

"Mr.  Holroyd's  sense  of  religion,"  Mrs.  Gould  pursued, 
was  shocked  and  disgusted  at  the  tawdriuess  of  the  dressed-up 
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saiatB  in  tlie  cathedral — the  worship,  he  called  it,  of  wood  and 
tinsel.  But  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  looked  npon  his  own  God 
as  a  sort  of  inflnoitiBl  partner,  who  gets  his  share  ci  profits  in 
the  oidowment  of  churches.  That's  a  sort  of  idohitry.  He 
told  me  he  endowed  churches  erery  year,  Charley.** 

"  No  end  of  them,"  said  Mr,  Gould,  marvelling  inwardly 
at  the  mobility  of  her  physiognomy.  "  All  over  the  country. 
He's  famous  for  that  sort  of  munificence.'* 

"  Oh,  he  didn't  boast,"  ^Irs.  Gould  declared  scrupulouBly. 
"  I  believe  he's  really  a  good  man,  but  so  stupid  I  A  poor 
Chnlo  who  offers  a  little  silver  arm  or  leg  to  thank  his  god  for 
a  cure  is  as  rational  and  more  touching.*' 

**  He's  at  the  head  of  immense  silver  and  iron  interests," 
Charks  Goold  oheenred. 

**  Ah,  yes  I  The  religion  of  silver  and  iron.  He's  a  very 
civil  man,  though  he  looked  awfully  solemn  when  be  first  saw 
the  Madonna  on  the  staircase,  who's  only  wood  and  paint  ;  but 
he  said  nothing  to  me.  My  dear  Charley,  I  heard  those  men 
talk  among  themselves.  Can  it  be  that  they  really  wish  to 
become,  for  an  immense  consideration,  drawers  of  water  and 
hewers  of  wood  to  all  the  coontries  and  nations  of  the  earth  ?  " 

''A  man  mnst  work  to  some  end,*'  Oharles  Gonld  said 
▼agnelj. 

Mis.  Gonld,  frowning,  snrveyed  him  from  head  to  foot. 
With  his  riding  breeches,  leather  leggings  (an  article  of 

apparel  never  before  seen  in  Costaguana),  a  Norfolk  coat  of 
grey  flannel,  and  those  great  flaming  moustaches,  he  suggested 
an  officer  of  cavalry  turned  gentleman  farmer.  This  combina- 
tion was  gratifying  to  Mrs.  Gould's  tastes.  **  How  thin  the 
poor  boj  is  I "  she  thought.  He  overworks  himself."  Bat 
there  was  no  denying  that  his  fine-drawn,  keen,  red  face,  and 
his  whole,  long-limbed,]iiBk  person  had  an  air  of  breeduig  and 
distinction.  And  Ifo.  Gonld  related. 

I  only  wondered  what  yon  felt,"  she  mnrmnred  gently. 
Baring  the  last  few  days,  as  it  happened,  Charles  Gonld 
had  been  kept  too  busy  thinking  twice  before  he  spoke  to  have 
paid  much  attention  to  the  state  of  his  feelings.   But  theirs 
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was  a  successful  match,  and  he  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  his 
answer. 

"  The  best  of  my  feelings  are  in  yonr  keeping,  my  dear," 
he  said  lightly ;  and  there  was  so  much  trnth  in  that  obscnre 
phnue  that  he  experienced  towards  her  at  the  moment  a  great 
increase  of  gratitode  and  tenderness. 

Mra.  Gonld,  howeyer,  did  not  seem  to  find  this  answer 
in  the  least  obscure.  She  brightened  up  delicately  ;  already 
he  bad  changed  his  tone. 

"  But  there  are  facts.  The  worth  of  the  mine — as  a  mine — 
is  beyond  doubt.  It  shall  make  us  very  wealthy.  The  mere 
working  of  it  is  a  matter  of  technical  knowledge,  which  I  have 
— ^which  ten  thousand  other  men  in  the  world  have.  Bnt  its 
safety,  its  continned  existence  as  an  enterprise,  giving  a  return 
to  men — to  strangers,  comparative  strangers — ^who  invest 
money  in  it^  is  left  altogether  in  my  himds.  I  have  inspired 
confidence  in  a  man  of  wealth  and  position.  Ton  seem  to 
think  this  perfectly  natural — do  you  ?  Well,  I  don't  know. 
I  don't  know  why  I  have  ;  but  it  is  a  fact.  This  fact  makes 
everything  possible,  because  without  it  I  would  never  have 
thought  of  disregarding  my  father's  wishes.  I  wonld  never 
have  disposed  of  the  Concession  as  a  speculator  disposes  of  a 
valuable  right  to  a  company—for  cash  and  shares,  to  grow  rich 
eventually  if  possible,  bat  at  any  rate  to  pot  some  money  at 
once  in  Ids  pc«ket.  No.  Even  if  it  had  been  feasible — ^which 
I  doubt — I  would  not  have  done  so.  Poor  father  did  not 
undei-stand.  lie  was  afraid  I  would  hang  on  to  the  ruinous 
thing,  waiting  for  just  some  such  chance,  and  waste  my  life 
miserably.  That  was  the  true  sense  of  his  prohibition,  which 
we  have  dehberately  set  aside." 

They  were  walldng  np  and  down  the  corridor.  Her  head 
jnst  reached  to  his  shoolder.  His  arm»  extended  downwards, 
was  about  her  waist.    His  spurs  jingled  Bliglitly. 

"  He  had  not  seen  me  for  ten  years.  He  did  not  know  me. 
Ho  parted  from  me  for  my  sake,  and  he  would  never  let  me 
come  ])ack.  He  was  always  talking  in  his  letters  of  leaving 
Costaguaua,  of  abandoning  eveiything  and  making  his  escape. 
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But  he  was  too  valuable  a  prey.  They  would  have  thrown  him 
into  ouc  of  their  prisons  at  the  first  suspicion." 

HIb  sparred  feet  clinked  alowly.  He  was  bending  over  his 
wife  as  they  walked.  The  parrot,  turning  its  head  aslwry 
fc^lowed  their  pacing  figures  with  a  round,  unblinking  eye. 

He  was  a  lonely  man.  Ever  since  I  was  ten  years  old'  he 
nsed  to  talk  to  me  as  if  I  had  been  grown  up.  When  I  was 
in  Earope  he  wrote  to  me  every  month.  Ten,  twelve  pa^ircs 
every  month  of  my  life  for  ten  years.  And,  after  all,  he  did 
not  know  me  !  Just  think  of  it — ten  whole  years  away ;  the 
years  I  was  growing  up  into  a  man.  He  could  not  know  me. 
Do  you  think  he  could  ?  " 

Mrs.  Gould  shook  her  head  negatively ;  which  was  just 
what  her  husband  had  expected  from  the  strength  of  the  argu- 
ment. Bat  she  shook  her  head  natively  only  beoaose  she 
thought  that  no  one  ooold  know  her  Charles — ^really  know  him 
for  wbsA  he  was  bat  herself.  The  thing  was  obvious.  It  could 
be  felt.  It  required  no  argument.  And  poor  Mr.  Gould, 
senior,  who  had  died  too  soon  to  ever  hear  of  their  engagement, 
remained  too  shadowy  a  figure  for  her  to  be  credited  with 
knowledge  of  any  sort  whatever. 

"  No,  he  did  not  understand.  In  my  view  this  mine  could 
never  have  been  a  thing  to  sell.  Never  I  After  all  his  misery 
I  simply  could  not  have  toudied  it  for  money  alone,"  Charles 
Godld  punned;  and  she  pressed  her  head  to  his  shoulder 
approvingly. 

These  two  young  people  remembered  the  life  which  had 

ended  wretchedly  just  when  their  own  lives  had  come  together 
in  that  splendour  of  hopeful  love,  which  to  the  most  sensible 
minds  appears  like  a  triumph  of  good  over  all  the  evils  of  the 
earth.  A  vague  idea  of  rehabilitation  had  entered  the  plan  of 
tiieir  life.  That  it  was  so  vague  as  to  elude  the  support  of 
argument  made  it  only  the  stronger.  It  had  presented  itself 
to  thsm  at  the  instant  when  the  woman's  instinct  of  devotion 
and  the  man's  instinct  of  activity  receive  from  the  strongest  of 
ilhuionB  their  most  powerful  impulse.  The  very  prohibition 
imposed  the  wdoemtj  of  success.  It  was  as  if  they  had  been 
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moraUj  bcnnd  to  make  good  their  Tigorons  view  of  life  Against 
the  nnnatnral  error  of  weariness  and  despair.  If  the  idea  of 

wcalih  was  present  to  them  it  was  only  so  far  as  it  was  bound 
with  that  other  success.  Mrs.  Gould,  an  orphan  from  early 
childhood  and  without  fortune,  brought  up  in  an  atmosphere 
of  intellectual  interest'^,  had  never  considered  the  aspects  of 
great  wealth.  They  were  too  remote,  and  she  liad  not  learned 
that  they  were  desirable.  On  the  other  hand,  she  had  not 
known  anything  of  absolute  want  Even  the  very  poverty  of 
her  aunt^  the  Mardhesay  had  nothing  intolerable  to  a  refined 
mind ;  it  seoned  in  accord  with  a  great  grief ;  it  had  the 
austerity  of  a  sacrifice  offered  to  a  noble  ideal.  Thus  even  the 
most  legitimate  touch  of  materialism  was  wanting  in  Mrs. 
Gould^s  character.  The  dead  man  of  whom  she  thought  with 
tenderness  (because  he  was  Charley's  father)  and  with  some 
impatience  (because  he  had  been  weak),  most  be  pat  completely 
in  the  wrong.  Nothing  else  would  do  to  keep  their  prosperity 
without  a  stain  on  its  only  real,  on  its  immaterial  side  I 

Charles  Gonld,  on  his  part^  had  been  obliged  to  keep  Uie 
idea  of  wealth  well  to  the  fore ;  bnt  he  brought  it  f orwud  as 
a  means,  not  as  an  end.  Unless  the  mine  was  good  business 
it  could  not  be  touched.  He  had  to  insist  on  that  aspect  of  the 
enterprise.  It  was  his  lever  to  move  men  who  had  capital. 
And  Charles  Gould  believed  in  the  mine.  He  knew  everything 
that  could  be  known  of  it.  His  faith  in  the  mine  was  con- 
tagious, though  it  was  not  served  by  a  great  eloquence ;  but 
business  men  are  frequently  as  sanguine  and  imaginative  as 
lovoB.  They  ace  affected  by  a  personality  much  oftener  Uian 
people  would  suppose ;  and  Oharles  Gould,  in  his  unshaken 
assurance,  was  absolutely  convincing.  Besides,  it  was  a  matter 
of  common  knowledge  to  the  men  to  whom  he  addressed  him- 
self that  mining  in  Costaguana  was  a  game  that  could  be  made 
considerably  more  than  worth  the  cauiUe.  The  men  of  affairs 
knew  that  very  well.  The  real  difficulty  in  touching  it  was 
elsewhere.  Against  that  there  was  an  im^dioation  of  cahn 
and  implacable  resolution  in  Charles  GouM^s  very  voice.  Men 
of  affairs  venture  scmietimes  on  acts  that  the  common  judgment 
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of  the  world  would  pronounce  absurd  ;  tlicj  take  tbeir  decisions 
on  apparently  impulsive  and  human  grounds.  "Very  well,*' 
had  said  the  considerable  personage  to  whom  Charles  Gould 
on  his  waj  oat  through  San  Francisco  had  lucidly  exposed  his 
point  of  view.  *'Let  ns  suppose  that  the  mining  affairs  of 
Bulaoo  are  taken  i&  hand.  There  would  then  he  in  it :  first, 
the  honae  of  Hohrogrd,  which  is  all  right ;  then,  Mr.  Charles 
Gould,  a  citizen  of  Costagnana,  who  is  also  all  right ;  and, 
lastly,  the  Goyomment  of  the  Kepublic.  So  far  this  resembles 
the  first  start  of  the  Atacama  nitrate  fields,  where  there  was  a 
financing  house,  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Edwards,  and — 
a  Government ;  or,  rather,  two  Governments  —  two  South 
American  Governments.  And  you  know  what  came  of  it. 
War  came  of  it ;  devastating  and  prolonged  war  came  of  it, 
Mr*  Ckrald.  However,  here  we  possess  the  advantage  of  having 
onlj  one  Sooth  American  Government  hanging  around  for 
plunder  out  of  the  deaL  It  is  an  advantage ;  hut  then  there 
are  degrees  of  hadness,  and  that  GoTennnent  is  the  Oostagnana 
Government*' 

Thus  spoke  the  considerable  personage,  the  millionaire 
endower  of  churches  on  a  scale  befitting  the  greatness  of  his 
native  land — the  same  to  whom  the  doctors  used  the  language 
of  horrid  and  veiled  menaces.  He  was  a  big-limbed,  deliberate 
man,  whose  qniet  burliness  lent  to  an  ample  silk-faced  frock 
coat  a  snperfine  dignitj.  His  haur  was  iron  grey,  his  eyebrows 
were  still  hlack,  and  his  massive  profile  was  the  profile  of  a 
OsBsar's  head  on  an  dd  Roman  ooin.  But  his  parentage  was 
German  bssA  flootch  and  English,  with  r^ote  strains  of 
Danish  and  French  blood,  giving  him  the  temperament  of  a 
Poritan  and  an  insatiable  imagination  of  conquest.  He  was 
completely  unbending  to  his  visitor,  because  of  the  warm 
introduction  the  visitor  had  brought  from  Europe,  and  because 
of  an  izxational  liking  for  earnestness  and  determination 
wherever  met,  to  whatever  end  directed. 

**Tbid  Oostagnana  Government  shnll  play  its  hand  for  all 
it%  worth-<-and  don't  yon  forget  it,  Mr.  Gould.  Now,  what 
ja  Oostagnana  ?  It  is  the  bottomless  pit  of  10  per  cent  loans 
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and  other  fool  investments.  European  capital  had  been  flun;^ 
into  it  with  both  hands  for  years.  Not  ours,  though.  We  in 
this  country  know  just  about  enough  to  keep  indoors  when  it 
rains.  We  can  sit  and  watch.  Of  course,  some  day  we  shall 
step  in.  We  are  bound  to.  But  there's  no  hurry.  Time 
itself  has  got  to  wait  on  the  greatest  coontry  in  the  whole  of 
God's  universe.  We  shall  be  giving  Uie  word  for  everything ; 
industry,  trade,  law,  jonroalism,  art»  politics,  and  religion, 
from  Cape  Horn  dear  over  to  Smith's  Sonnd,  and  beyond  too, 
if  anything  worth  taking  hold  of  tnms  np  at  the  North  Pole. 
And  then  we  shall  have  the  leisure  to  take  in  hand  the  out- 
lying islands  and  continents  of  the  earth.  We  shall  run  the 
world's  business  whether  the  world  likes  it  or  not.  The  world 
can't  help  it — and  neither  can  we,  I  gness." 

By  this  he  meant  to  express  his  faith  in  destiny  in  words 
suitable  to  his  intelligenoe,  which  was  unskilled  in  the  pre- 
sentation of  general  ideas.  His  intelligence  was  nourished  on 
facts ;  and  Charles  Gould,  whose  imagination  had  been  per- 
manently affected  by  the  one  great  fact  of  a  silver  mine,  had 
no  objection  to  this  theory  of  the  world's  future.  If  it  had 
seemed  distasteful  for  a  moment  it  was  because  the  sudden 
statement  of  such  vast  eventualities  dwarfed  almost  to  nothing- 
ness the  actual  matter  in  hand.  He  and  his  plans  and  all  the 
mineral  wxalth  of  the  Occidental  Province  appeared  suddenly 
robbed  of  every  vestige  of  magnitude.  The  sensation  was 
disagreeable ;  but  Charles  Gould  was  not  doll.  Already  he 
felt  that  he  was  producing  a  favourable  impression ;  the  con- 
sciousness of  that  flattering  fact  helped  him  to  a  vague  smile, 
which  his  big  interlocutor  took  for  a  smile  of  diBCieet  and 
admiring  assent  He  smiled  quietly  too ;  and  immediately 
Charles  Gould,  with  that  mental  agility  mankind  will  display 
in  defence  of  a  cherished  hope,  reflected  that  the  very  apparent 
insignificance  of  his  aim  would  help  him  to  success.  His 
personality  and  his  mine  would  be  taken  up  because  it  was  a 
matter  of  no  great  consequence,  one  way  or  another,  to  a  man 
who  referred  his  action  to  such  a  prodigious  destiny.  And 
Charles  Gould  was  not  humiliated  by  this  considenition, 
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because  the  thing  remained  as  big  as  ever  for  him.  Nobody 

elst-'s  vabt  conceptions  of  destiny  could  diminish  the  aspect  of 
his  desire  for  the  redemption  of  the  San  Tom6  mine.  In 
comparison  to  the  correctness  of  his  aim,  definite  in  space  and 
absolntely  attainable  within  a  limited  time,  the  other  man 
appeared  for  an  instant  as  a  dreamy  idealist  of  no  importance. 

The  great  man,  massive  and  benignant,  had  been  looking 
at  him  thonghtf  nllj ;  when  he  broke  the  short  silence  it  was 
to  remark  that  concessions  flew  abont  thick  in  the  air  of 
Oostaguana.  Any  simple  sonl  that  jnst  yearned  to  be  taken 
in  could  bring  down  a  concession  at  the  first  shot. 

"Our  consuls  get  their  mouths  stopped  with  them,"  he 
continued,  with  a  twinkle  of  genial  scorn  in  his  eyes.  But  in 
a  moment  he  became  grave.  "  A  conscientious,  upright  man, 
that  cares  nothing  for  boodle,  and  keeps  dear  of  their  intrignes, 
conspiracies,  and  factions,  soon  gets  his  passports.  See  that^ 
Mr.  Gonld?  Persona  nm  grdia.  That's  the  reason  onr 
GoTomment  is  never  properly  informed.  On  the  other  hand, 
Eozope  must  be  kept  ont  of  this  continent,  and  for  proper 
interference  on  onr  part  the  time  is  not  yet  ripe,  I  dare  say. 
But  we  here — we  are  not  this  country's  Government,  neither 
are  we  simple  souls.  Your  affair  is  all  right.  The  main 
question  for  us  is  wh(;ther  the  second  partner,  and  that's  you, 
is  the  neht  sort  to  liold  his  own  against  the  third  and  un- 
welcome partner,  which  is  one  or  another  of  the  high  and 
mighty  robber  gangs  that  run  the  Costagnana  Government, 
VTbat  do  yon  think,  Mr.  Gonld,  eh  ?  " 

He  boat  forward  to  look  steadily  into  the  unflinching  eyes 
of  Oharles  Gonld,  who,  remembering  the  large  box  fnll  of  hk 
father^s  letters,  pnt  the  accumulated  scorn  and  bitterness  of 
many  years  into  the  tone  of  his  answer — 

"  As  far  as  the  knowledge  of  these  men  and  their  methods 
and  their  politics  is  concerned,  I  can  answer  for  myself.  I 
have  been  fed  up  on  that  sort  of  knowledge  since  I  was  a  boy. 
I  am  not  likely  to  fall  into  mistakes  from  excess  of  optimism." 

"  Not  likely,  eh  ?  That's  all  right*  Tact  and  a  stiff  upper 
lip  is  what  yoa'll  want ;  and  yon  conld  bluff  a  little  on  the 
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8l<rength  of  your  backing.  Not  too  much,  though.  We  will 

go  with  yoa  as  long  as  the  thing  rnns  straight.  Bnt  we  won*t 
bo  drawn  into  any  large  trouble.  This  is  the  experiment 
which  I  am  willing  to  make.  There  is  some  risk,  and  we  will 
take  it ;  but  if  yon  can't  keep  up  your  end,  we  will  stand  our 
loss,  of  course,  and  then — we'll  let  the  thins^  go.  This  mine 
can  wait ;  it  has  been  shut  ap  before,  as  you  know.  Yoa 
must  understand  that  under  no  dronmstanceB  we  will  consent 
to  throw  good  money  after  bad." 

Thus  the  great  personage  had  spoken  then,  in  his  own 
priyate  office,  in  a  great  city  where  other  men  (very  consider- 
able in  the  eyes  of  a  vain  populace)  waited  with  alacrity  upon 
a  wave  of  his  hand.  And  rather  more  than  a  year  later, 
during  his  unexpected  appearance  in  Sulaco,  he  had  emphasised 
his  uncompromising  attitude  with  a  freedom  of  sincerity  per- 
mitted to  his  wealth  and  influence.  He  did  this  with  the  less 
reserve,  perhaps,  beoanse  the  ippection  of  what  had  been  done, 
and  more  still  the  way  in  which  snccessive  steps  had  been 
taken,  had  impressed  him  with  the  conviction  that  Charles 
Gonld  was  perfectly  capable  of  keeping  up  his  end. 

"This  young  fellow,"  he  thought  to  himself,  "may  yet 
become  a  power  in  the  land." 

This  thought  flattered  him,  for  hitlierto  the  only  account 
of  this  young  man  he  could  give  to  his  intimates  was — 

"My  brother-in-law  met  him  in  one  of  these  one-horse 
old  G^erman  towns,  near  some  mines,  and  sent  him  on 
to  me  with  a  letter.  He's  one  of  the  Costagnana  Goulds, 
pmre-bred  Englishmen,  bnt  all  born  in  the  conntiy.  His  nnde 
went  into  politics,  was  the  last  proyincial  president  of  Solaoo, 
and  got  shot  after  a  battle.  His  father  was  a  prominent 
business  man  in  Sta.  Marta,  tried  to  keep  clear  of  their  politics, 
and  died  ruined  after  a  lot  of  revolutions.  And  that's  your 
Costagnana  in  a  nutshell." 

Of  course,  he  was  too  great  a  man  to  be  questioned  as  to 
his  motives,  even  by  his  intimates.  The  outside  world  was  at 
liberty  to  wonder  respectfally  at  the  hidden  meaning  of  his 
actions.  He  was  so  great  a  man  that  his  lavadi  patronage  of 
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the  "  purer  forms  of  Christianity  "  (which  in  its  naive  form 
of  church-building  amused  Mi-s.  Gould)  was  looked  upon  by 
his  fellow-citizens  as  the  manifestation  of  a  pious  and  humble 
spirit.  But  in  his  own  circles  of  the  financial  world  the 
taking  up  of  sach  a  thing  as  the  San  Tomd  mine  was  regarded 
with  respect,  indeed,  bat  rather  as  a  sabject  for  discreet 
jocularity.  It  was  a  great  man's  caprice.  In  the  great 
Holroyd  building  (an  enormous  pile  of  iron,  glass,  and  blocks 
of  stone  at  the  comer  of  two  streets,  cobwebbed  aloft  by  the 
radiation  of  telcgiaph  wires)  the  heads  of  principal  depart- 
ments exchanged  homorous  glances,  which  meant  that  they 
were  not  let  into  the  secrets  of  the  San  Tom6  business.  The 
Oostagaana  mail  (it  was  never  large — one  fairly  heavy  envelope) 
was  taken  nnopened  straight  into  the  great  man's  room^  and  no 
instrootions  doling  with  it  had  ever  been  issued  thence.  The 
olBoe  whispered  that  he  answered  personally— and  not  by 
dictation  either,  but  actually  writing  in  his  own  hand,  with 
pen  and  ink,  and,  it  was  to  be  supposed,  taking  a  copy  in  his 
own  private  press  copy-book,  inaccessible  to  profane  eyes. 
Some  scornful  young  men,  insignificant  pieces  of  minor 
machinery  in  that  eleven-story-high  workshop  of  great  affairs, 
expressed  frankly  their  private  opinion  that  the  great  chief  had 
done  at  last  something  silly,  and  was  ashamed  of  his  folly ; 
otiieiB,  elderly  and  insignificant,  but  foil  of  romantic  reverence 
for  the  buriness  that  had  devoured  theur  best  years,  nsed  to 
matter  darkly  and  knowmgly  that  this  was  a  portentoos  sign  ; 
that  the  Holroyd  connection  meant  by-and-by  to  get  hold  of 
the  whole  Republic  of  Costaguaua,  lock,  stock,  and  barrel. 
But,  in  fact,  the  liobby  theory  was  the  right  one.  It  interested 
the  great  man  to  attend  personally  to  the  San  Tom.6  mine  ;  it 
interested  him  so  much  that  he  allowed  this  hobby  to  give  a 
direction  to  the  first  complete  holiday  he  had  taken  for  quite 
a  startling  number  of  years.  He  was  not  running  a  great 
enterprise  there ;  no  mere  railway  board  or  industrial  corpora- 
tion. He  was  runmng  a  man  I  A  success  would  have  pleased 
him  very  much  on  refreshingly  novel  grounds ;  but,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  same  feeling,  it  was  incumbent  upon  him  to 
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oast  it  off  utterly  at  the  first  sign  of  failure.  A  man  may  be 

thrown  off.   The  papers  had  unfortunately  trumpeted  all  over 

the  land  his  journey  to  Oostaguana.  If  he  was  pleased  at  the 
way  Charles  Gould  was  going  on,  he  infused  an  added  grimness 
into  his  assurances  of  support.  Even  at  the  very  last  interview, 
half  an  hour  or  so  before  he  rolled  out  of  the  patio,  hat  in 
hand,  behind  Mrs.  Gould's  white  mules,  he  bad  said  in  Charles's 
room — 

You  go  ahead  in  your  own  way,  and  I  shall  know  how  to 
help  you  as  long  as  you  hold  your  own.   But  you  may  rest 

assured  that  in  a  given  case  we  shall  know  how  to  drop  you  in 
time." 

To  this  Charles  Gould's  only  answer  had  been  :  "  You  may 
begin  sending  out  the  machinery  as  soon  as  you  like." 

And  the  great  man  had  liked  this  imperturbable  assurance. 
The  secret  of  it  was  that  to  Charles  Gould's  mind  these  uncom- 
promising terms  were  agreeable.  Like  this  the  mine  preserved 
its  identily,  with  which  he  had  endowed  it  as  a  boy ;  and  it 
remained  dependent  on  himself  alone.  It  was  a  serious  affair, 
and  he,  too,  took  it  grimly. 

"Of  course,"  he  said  to  his  wife,  alluding  to  this  last 
conversation  with  the  departed  guest,  while  they  walked 
slowly  up  and  down  the  comdor,  followed  by  the  irritated 
eye  of  the  parrot — of  course,  a  man  of  that  sort  can  take  up 
a  thing  or  drop  it  when  he  likes.  He  will  suffer  from  no 
sense  of  defeat.  He  may  have  to  give  in,  or  he  may  have  to 
die  to-morrow,  but  the  great  silver  and  iron  interests  shall 
survive,  and  some  day  shall  get  hold  of  Oostaguana  along  with 
the  rest  of  the  world." 

They  had  stopped  near  the  cage.  The  parrot,  catching 
the  sound  of  a  word  belonging  to  his  vocabidary,  was  moved 
to  interfere.    Parrots  are  very  human. 

Viva  Oostaguana  I "  he  shrieked,  w  ith  intense  self-asser- 
tion, and,  instantly  ruffling  up  his  feathers,  assumed  an  air  of 
puffed  up  somnolence  behind  the  glittering  wires. 

"And  do  you  believe  that,  Charley  ? Mrs.  Gould  asked. 
"This  seems  to  me  most  awful  materialism,  and*^— *' 
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"  My  dear,  it's  nothing  to  me,"  interrupted  her  husband, 
in  a  reasonable  tone.  "  I  make  use  of  what  I  see.  What's  it 
to  me  whether  his  talk  is  the  voice  of  destiny  or  simply  a  bit 
of  dap-trap  eloquence  ?  There's  a  good  deal  of  eloquence  of 
one  sort  or  anotiier  prodnoed  in  both  Americas.  The  air  of 
the  new  world  seemg  favoitrable  to  the  art  of  declamation. 
Have  yon  forgotten  how  dear  AyellanoB  can  hold  forth  for 
honnihere— ?** 

**0h,  but  that's  different,"  protested  Mi*s.  Gould,  almost 
shocked.  The  allusion  was  not  to  the  point.  Don  Jose  was 
a  dear  good  man,  who  talked  very  well,  and  was  enthusiastic 
about  the  greatness  of  the  San  Tom6  mine.  "  How  can  you 
compare  them,  Charles  ? "  she  exclaimed  reproachf ally.  He 
has  suffered— and  yet  he  hopes." 

The  working  competence  of  men— which  she  never  ques- 
tioned— ^was  very  surprising  to  Mrs.  Gould,  because  upon  so 
many  obvious  issues  they  showed  themselves  strangely  muddle- 
headed. 

Charles  Gould,  with  a  careworn  calmness  which  secured  for 
him  at  once  his  wife's  anxious  sympathy,  assured  her  that  he 
was  not  comparing.  He  was  an  American  himself,  after  all, 
and  periiaps  he  could  understand  both  kinds  of  eloquence — 
if  it  were  worth  while  to  try,"  he  added  grimly.  But  he  had 
breathed  the  air  of  England  longer  than  any  of  his  people  had 
done  for  three  generations,  and  really  he  begged  to  be  excused. 
His  poor  father  could  be  eloquent,  too.  And  he  ask<  J  his 
wife  whether  she  remembered  a  passage  in  one  of  his  father's 
last  letters  where  Mr.  Gould  had  expressed  the  conviction  that 
"God  looked  wrathfully  at  these  countries,  or  else  He  \Yould 
let  some  ray  of  hope  fall  through  a  rift  in  the  appalling  dark- 
ness of  intrigue,  bloodshed,  and  crime  that  hung  over  the 
Queen  of  Oontinents." 

Mrs.  Gould  had  not  forgotten.  ''You  read  it  to  me, 
Charley,**  she  murmured.  "It  was  a  striking  pronounce- 
ment. How  deeply  your  father  must  have  felt  its  terrible 
sadness  1  ** 

"  He  did  not  like  to  be  robbed.  It  exasperated  him,"  said 
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Oharles  €k>iild.  ^'Bnt  the  image  will  aenre  well  enough. 
What  is  wanted  here  is  law,  good  faith,  order,  security.  Any 

one  can  declaim  about  these  things,  but  I  pin  my  faith  to 
material  interests.  Only  let  the  material  interests  once  get 
a  firm  footing,  and  they  are  bound  to  impose  the  conditions 
on  which  alone  they  can  continue  to  exist.  That's  how 
your  money-making  is  justified  here  in  the  face  of  lawless- 
ness and  disorder.  It  is  justified  because  the  security 
wbkh  it  demands  most  be  shared  with  an  oppressed  people. 
A  hrtter  justice  will  come  afterwards.  That's  your  ray  of 
hope.*'  His  arm  pressed  her  slight  form  closer  to  his  side 
for  a  moment.  "And  who  knows  whuLher  in  that  sense 
even  the  San  Tom6  mine  may  not  become  that  little  rift 
in  the  darkness  which  poor  father  despaired  of  ever 
seeing  ?  " 

She  glanced  up  at  him  with  admiration.   He  was  com- 
'  petent ;  he  had  given  a  vast  shape  to  the  vagueness  of  her  / 
unselfish  ambitions. 

**  Charley,'*  she  said,  ^yon  are  splendidly  disobedient" 

He  left  her  suddenly  in  the  eorrSdor  to  go  and  get  his  hat, 
a  soft,  grey  sombrero,  an  article  of  national  costume  which 
combined  unexpectedly  well  with  his  English  get-up.  He 
came  back,  a  riding-whip  under  his  arm,  buttoning  up  a  dog- 
skin gloYc ;  his  face  refiected  the  resointe  nature  of  his 
thoughts.  His  wife  had  waited  for  him  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  and  before  he  gave  her  the  parting  kiss  he  finished  the 
conversation — 

''What  should  be  perfectly  dear  to  us,"  he  said,  ''is 
the  fact  that  there  is  no  going  back.  Where  could  we 
begin  life  afresh?  We  are  in  now  for  all  that  there  is 
in  us." 

He  bent  over  her  upturned  face  very  tenderly  and  a  little 
remorsefully.  Charles  Gould  waa  competent  because  he  had 
no  illosions.  The  Gould  Concession  had  to  fight  for  life  with 
such  weapons  as  could  be  found  at  once  in  the  mire  of  a  cor- 
ruption that  was  so  universal  as  to  ahnost  lose  its  significance. 
He  was  prepared  to  stoop  for  his  weapons.   For  a  momeut  he 
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felt  as  if  the  silver  mine,  which  had  killed  his  father,  had 
decoyed  him  further  than  he  meant  to  go ;  and  with  the 
KNiodaboat  logic  of  emotions,  he  felt  that  the  worthiness  of 
his  life  waB  boond  ap  with  BOoceBB.  There  wbb  no  going 
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OHAPTEE  VIL 

Mas.  Gould  was  too  inteUigently  flympathetio  not  to  share 
that  feeling.  It  made  life  exciting,  and  she  was  too  mnoh  of 
a  woman  not  to  like  excitement.   But  it  frightened  her,  too,  a 

little  ;  and  when  Dou  Jose  Avellanos,  rocking  in  the  American 
chair,  would  go  so  far  as  to  say,  "  Even,  my  dear  Carlos,  if  you 
had  failed  ;  even  if  some  untoward  event  were  yet  to  destroy 
your  work — ^which  God  forbid  ! — you  would  have  deserved 
well  of  your  country,"  Mrs.  Gould  would  look  up  from 
the  tea-table  profoundly  at  her  nnmoved  hosband  stirring  the 
spoon  in  the  cnp  as  though  he  had  not  beard  a  word. 

Not  that  Don  Jos^  anticipated  anything  of  the  sort.  He 
could  not  praise  enough  dear  Carlos's  tact  and  courage.  His 
English,  rock-like  quality  of  character  was  his  best  safeguard, 
Don  Jose  alHrmed  ;  and,  turning  to  Mrs.  Gould,  *'  As  to  you, 
Emilia,  my  soul " — he  would  address  her  with  the  familiarity  of 
his  age  and  old  friendship — you  are  as  true  a  patriot  as  though 
you  had  been  born  in  our  midst." 

This  might  have  been  less  or  more  than  the  truth.  Mrs.  Gk)uld, 
aocompanyiog  ber  husband  all  over  the  province  in  the  search 
for  labour,  had  seen  the  land  with  a  deeper  glance  than  a  true- 
born  Costaguanera  could  Lave  done.  In  her  travel-worn  riding 
habit,  her  face  powdered  white  like  a  plaster  cast,  with  a 
further  protection  of  a  small  silk  mask  during  the  heat  of  the 
day,  she  rode  on  a  well-shaped,  light-footed  pony  in  the  centre 
of  a  little  cavalcade.  Two  mozos  de  campo,  picturesque  in  great 
hats,  with  spurred  bare  heels,  in  white  embroidered  calson^ns, 
leather  jackets  and  striped  ponchos,  rode  ahead  with  carbines 
across  their  shoulders,  swaying  in  unison  to  the  pace  of  the 
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hor.4>3S.  A  tropilla  of  pack  mules  brought  up  the  rear  iu  charge 
of  a  thin  brown  muleteer,  sitting  his  long-eared  beast  very 
near  the  tail,  legs  thrust  far  forward,  the  wide  brim  of  his  hat 
set  far  back,  makiiig  a  sort  of  halo  for  his  head.  An  old 
Gostagnana  officer,  a  ntiied  Benior  major  of  humble  origin, 
bofc  patronised  by  the  first  families  on  account  of  his  Blanco 
opinions,  had  be^  recommended  by  Don  Jos^  for  commissary 
and  organiser  of  that  expedition.  The  points  of  his  grey 
moustache  hong  far  below  his  chin,  and,  riding  on  Mrs. 
Gould's  left  hand,  he  looked  about  with  kindly  eyes,  pointing 
out  the  features  of  the  country,  telling  the  names  of  the  little 
pueblos  and  of  the  estates,  of  the  smooth- wulled  haciendas  like 
long  fortresses  crowning  the  knolls  above  the  level  of  the 
Solaoo  valley.  It  nnrolled  itself,  with  green  jonng  crops, 
plains,  woodland,  and  gleams  of  water,  park-like,  from  the 
bine  vapour  of  the  distant  sierra  to  an  immense  quivering 
horizon  of  grass  and  sky,  where  big  white  clouds  seemed  to 
fall  slowly  into  the  darkness  of  their  own  shadows. 

Men  ploughed  with  wooden  ploughs  and  yoked  oxen,  small 
on  a  boundless  expanse,  as  if  attacking  immensity  itself.  The 
mounted  figures  of  vaqneros  galloped  in  the  distance,  and  the 
great  herds  fed  with  all  their  homed  heads  one  way,  in  one 
sLogle  wavering  line  as  far  as  eye  could  reach  across  tiie  broad 
potnro8,  A  spreading  cotton-wood  tree  shaded  a  thatched 
ranche  by  the  road  ;  the  trudging  files  of  burdened  Indians 
tikiug  off  their  hats,  would  lift  sad,  mute  eyes  to  the  cavalcade 
raising  the  dust  of  the  crumbling  camino  real  made  by  the  hands 
of  their  enslaved  forefathers.  And  Mrs.  Gould,  with  each  day's 
jonmey,  seemed  to  come  nearer  to  the  soul  of  the  land  in  the 
tremendous  disclosure  of  this  interior  unaffected  by  the  slight 
European  veneer  of  the  coast  towns,  a  great  land  of  plain  and 
mountain  and  people,  snfferiug  and  mute,  waiting  for  the  future 
in  a  pathetic  inunobility  of  patience. 

She  knew  its  sights  and  its  hospitality,  dispensed  with  a 
sort  of  slumbrous  dignity  in  those  great  houses  presenting  long, 
blind  walls  and  heavy  portals  to  the  wind-swept  pastures  of 
camps.  She  was  given  the  head  of  the  tables,  where  masters 
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and  dependants  sat  in  a  simple  and  patriarchal  state.  The 

ladies  of  the  house  would  talk  softly  in  the  moonlight  under 
the  orange  trees  of  the  courtyards,  impressing  upon  her  the 
sweetness  of  their  voices  aud  the  something  mysterious  in  the 
quietude  of  their  lives.  In  the  morning  the  gentlemen,  well 
mounted  in  braided  sombreros  and  embroidered  riding  suits, 
with  mnch  silver  on  the  trappings  of  their  horses,  would  ride 
forth  to  escort  the  departing  guests  before  committing  them, 
with  grave  good-byes,  to  the  care  of  God  at  the  boundary  pillars 
of  their  estates.  In  ail  these  households  she  could  hear 
stories  of  political  outrage ;  friends,  relatives,  ruined,  imprisoned, 
killed  in  the  battles  of  senseless  civil  wars,  barbarously  executed 
in  ferocious  proscriptions,  as  though  the  government  of  the 
country  had  been  a  struggle  of  lust  between  bands  of  absurd 
devils  let  loose  upon  the  land  with  sabres  and  uniforms  and 
grandiloquent  phrases.  And  on  all  the  lips  she  found  a  weary 
desire  for  peace,  the  dread  of  officialdom  with  its  nightmareish 
parody  of  administtation  without  law,  without  security,  and 
without  justice. 

She  bore  a  whole  two  months  of  wandering  very  well ;  she 
had  that  power  of  resistance  to  fatigue  which  one  discovers 
here  and  there  in  some  quite  frail-looking  women  with  surprise 
— ^like  a  state  of  possession  by  a  remarkably  stubborn  spirit. 
Don  P6p6 — the  old  Costaguana  major — ^after  much  disjday  of 
solicitude  for  the  delicate  lady,  had  ended  by  confening  upon 
her  the  name  of  the  ^'Neveivtired  Sefiora."  Mrs.  Qould  was 
indeed  becoming  a  Oostaguanera.  Having  acquired  in  Southern 
Europe  a  knowledge  of  tnie  peasantry,  she  was  able  to  appreciate 
the  great  worth  of  the  people.  She  saw  the  man  under  the 
silent,  sad-eyed  beast  of  burden.  She  saw  them  on  the  road 
carrying  loads,  lonely  figures  upon  the  plain,  toiling  under 
great  straw  hats,  with  their  white  clothing  flapping  about  their 
limbs  in  the  wind ;  she  remembered  the  villages  by  some  group 
of  Indian  women  at  the  fountain  impressed  upon  her  memory, 
by  the  face  of  some  young  Indian  girl  with  a  melancholy  and 
sensual  profile,  raising  an  earthenware  vessel  of  cool  water  at 
the  door  of  a  dark  hut  with  a  wooden  porch  cumbered  with 
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great  brown  jan.  The  solid  wooden  wheels  of  an  ox-cart, 

halted  with  its  shafts  in  the  dust,  showed  the  strokes  of  the 
axe,  and  a  party  of  charcoal  carriers,  with  each  man's  load 
resting  above  his  head  on  the  top  of  the  low  mud  wall,  slept 
stretched  in  a  row  within  the  strip  of  shade. 

The  heavy  stonework  of  hridges  and  churches  left  by  the 
oonqaerors  proclaimed  the  disregard  of  human  labour,  the 
tribnte-labonr  of  vanished  nations.  The  power  of  king  and 
church  was  gone,  bnt  at  the  sight  of  some  heavy  ruinous  pile 
overtopping  from  a  knoll  the  low  mud  walls  of  a  village,  Don 
P4p^  would  interrupt  the  tale  of  his  campaigns  to  exclaim — 

"  Poor  Costaguana  I  Before,  it  was  everything  for  the 
Padres,  nothing  for  the  people  ;  and  now  it  is  everything  for 
these  great  poUticos  in  Sta.  Marta,  for  negroes  and  thieves." 

Charles  talked  with  the  ak)aldes,  with  the  hscales,  with  the 
principal  people  in  towns,  and  with  the  cabaUeros  on  the 
estates.  The  oimmiandantes  of  the  districts  offered  him 
escorts--^or  he  could  show  an  authorisation  from  the  Sulaco 
political  chief  of  the  day.  How  much  the  document  had  cost 
him  in  gold  twenty-dollar  pieces  was  a  secret  between  himself, 
a  great  man  in  the  United  States  (who  condescended  to  answer 
the  Sulaco  mail  with  his  own  hand),  and  a  great  man  of 
another  sort,  with  a  dark  olive  complexion  and  shifty  eyes, 
inhabiting  then  the  Palace  of  the  Intendencia  in  Sulaco,  and 
who  piqued  himself  om  his  culture  and  Emropesidsm  generally 
in  a  rather  French  style  because  he  had  lived  in  Bmrope  for 
some  yean-^  exile,  he  said.  However,  it  was  pretty  well 
known  that  just  before  this  exile  he  had  incautiously  gambled 
away  all  the  cash  in  the  Custom  House  of  a  small  port  where 
a  friend  in  power  had  procured  for  him  the  post  of  sub-collector. 
That  youthful  indiscretion  had,  amongst  other  inconveniences, 
obliged  him  to  earn  his  living  for  a  time  as  a  cafe  waiter  in 
Madrid ;  bnt  his  talents  must  have  been  great,  after  all,  since 
they  had  enabled  him  to  retrieve  his  political  fortunes  so 
Bjteididly.  Charles  €k>uld,  exposing  his  business  with  an 
imperturbable  steadiness,  called  him  Excellency. 

The  provincial  Excellency  assumed  a  weary  superiority, 
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tiltiD^  his  chair  far  hack  near  an  open  window  in  the  tme 

Costaguana  manner.  The  uiilitarj  band  happened  to  be 
braying  operatic  selections  on  the  plaza  just  then,  and  twice 
he  raised  his  hand  imperativelj  for  silence  in  order  to  listen 
to  a  favourite  passage. 

"  Exquisite,  delicious  I "  he  murmured ;  while  Charles 
Gonld  waited,  standing  bj  with  inscmtable  patience.  Lucia, 
Lucia  di  Lammermoor  1  I  am  passionate  for  mosio.  It  trans- 
ports me.  Ha  I  the  divine— 1a  1— Mozart  8i !  divine  .  .  . 
What  is  it  yon  were  saying  ? " 

Of  course,  rumours  had  reached  liim  already  of  the  new- 
comer's intentions.  Besides,  he  had  received  an  official  warn- 
ing from  Sta.  Marta.  His  manner  was  intended  simply  to 
conceal  his  curiosity  and  impress  his  visitor.  But  after  he 
had  locked  up  something  valuable  in  the  drawer  of  a  large 
writing-desk  in  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  he  became  very 
affable,  and  walked  back  to  his  chair  smartly. 

"  If  yon  intend  to  boild  villages  and  assemble  a  population 
near  the  mine,  yon  shall  require  a  decree  of  the  Minister  of 
the  Interior  for  that,"  he  suggested  in  a  business-like  manner. 

"I  have  already  sent  a  memorial,"  said  Charles  Gould, 
steadily, "  and  1  reckon  now  conHdently  upon  your  Excellency's 
favourable  conclusions." 

The  Excellency  was  a  man  of  many  moods.  With  the 
receipt  of  the  money  a  great  mellowness  had  descended  upon 
his  simple  soul.  Unexpectedly  he  fetched  a  deep  sigh. 

''Ah,  Don  Carlos  I  What  we  want  is  advanced  men  like 
you  in  the  province.  The  lethargy — ^the  lethargy  of  these 
aristocrats  I  The  want  of  pul^lic  spirio  1  The  absence  of  all 
enterprise!  1,  with  my  profound  studies  in  Europe,  you 
understand  " 

With  one  hand  thrust  into  his  swelling  bosom,  he  rose  and 
fell  on  his  toes,  and  for  ten  minutes,  almost  without  drawing 
breath,  went  on  hurling  himself  intellectually  to  the  assault  of 
Charles  Gould's  polite  silence ;  and  when,  stopping  abruptly, 
he  fell  back  into  his  chair,  it  was  as  though  he  had  been 
beaten  off  from  a  fortress.   To  save  hhi  dignity  he  hasteiicd 
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to  dismiss  this  silent  man  with  a  solemn  inclination  of  the 
head  and  the  words,  pronounced  with  moody,  fatigued  con- 
descension— 

You  may  depend  upon  my  enlightened  goodwill  as  long 
aa  your  oondacfe  as  a  good  citizen  deserves  it." 

He  took  np  a  paper  fan  and  began  to  cool  himself  with  a 
consequential  air,  while  Charles  Gould  bowed  and  withdrew. 
Then  he  dropped  the  fan  at  once,  and  stared  with  an  appear- 
ance of  wonder  and  perplexity  at  the  closed  door  for  quite  a 
locg  time.  At  last  he  slirugged  his  shoulders  as  if  to  assure 
himself  of  his  disdain.  Cold,  dull.  No  intellectuality,  fied 
hair.   A  true  Englishman.    He  despised  him. 

His  face  darkened.  What  meant  this  unimpressed  and 
frigid  behaviour  ?  He  was  the  first  of  the  successive  politicians 
sent  out  from  the  Capital  to  rule  the  Occidental  province  whom 
the  manner  of  Charles  Gould  in  official  intercourse  was  to 
strike  as  offensively  independent. 

Charles  Gould  assumed  that  if  the  appearance  of  listening 
to  deplorable  balderdash  must  form  part  of  the  price  he  had 
to  pay  for  being  left  unmolested,  the  obligation  of  uttering 
balderdash  personally  was  by  no  means  included  in  the  bargain. 
He  drew  the  line  there.  To  these  provincial  autocrats,  before 
whom  the  peaceable  popolation  of  all  classes  had  been  accos- 
tomed  to  tremble,  the  reserve  of  that  English-looking  engineer 
caused  an  uneasiness  which  swung  to  and  fro  between  cringing 
and  truculence.  Gradually  all  of  them  discovered  that,  no 
matter  what  party  was  in  power,  that  man  remained  in  most 
effective  touch  with  the  higher  authorities  in  St  a.  Marta. 

This  was  a  fact,  and  it  accounted  perfectly  for  the  Goulds 
being  by  no  means  so  wealthy  as  the  engineer-in-chief  of  the 
new  railway  could  legitimately  suppose.  Following  the  advice 
of  Don  Jose  Avellanos,  who  was  a  man  of  good  counsel  (though 
rendered  timid  by  his  horrible  experiences  of  Gusman  Bento*s 
time),  Charles  Gould  had  kept  clear  of  the  Capital ;  but  in  the 
current  gossip  of  the  foreign  residents  there  he  was  known 
(with  a  good  deal  of  seriousness  underlying  the  irony)  by 
the  nickname  of  '^King  of  Sulaco.^'    An  advocate  of  the 
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CostagiiuDii  Bar,  a  man  of  reputed  ability  and  good  character, 
member  of  the  distinguished  Moraga  family  possessing  exten- 
sive estates  in  tlie  Snlaco  Valley,  was  pointed  out  to  strangei's, 
with  a  shade  of  mystery  and  respect,  as  the  agent  of  the  San 
Tom6  mine— "  political,  you  know."  He  was  tall,  black- 
whiskered,  and  discre^.  It  was  known  that  he  had  easy 
aooefls  to  ministers,  and  that  the  nnmerons  Oostagnana  generals 
were  always  anxions  to  dine  at  his  honse.  Presidents  granted 
him  audience  with  facility.  He  corresponded  actively  with 
his  maternal  uncle,  Don  Jose  Avellanos ;  but  his  letters — 
unless  those  expressing  formally  his  dutiful  affection — were 
seldom  entrusted  to  the  Costaguana  Post  Office.  There  the 
envelopes  are  opened  indiBcriminately,  with  the  frankness  of 
a  brazen  and  childish  impudence  characteristic  of  some  Spanish- 
American  Gk)yemments.  But  it  must  be  noted  that  at  about 
the  time  of  the  re-opening  of  the  San  Tomd  mine  the  muleteer 
who  had  been  employed  by  Oharles  Gould  in  his  preliminary 
travels  on  the  Campo  added  his  small  train  of  animals  to  the 
thin  stream  of  traffic  carried  over  the  mountain  passes  between 
the  Sta,  Marta  upland  and  the  valley  of  Sulaco.  There  are 
no  travellers  by  that  arduous  and  unsafe  route  unless  under 
very  exceptional  circumstances,  and  the  state  of  inland  trade 
did  not  visibly  require  additional  transport  facilities ;  but  the 
man  seemed  to  find  his  account  in  it.  A  few  packages  were 
always  found  for  him  whenever  he  took  the  road.  Yery  brown 
and  wooden,  in  goat-skin  breeches  with  the  hair  outside,  he 
sat  near  the  tail  of  his  own  smart  mule,  his  great  hat  turned 
against  the  sun,  an  expression  of  blissful  vacancy  on  his  long 
face,  humming  day  after  day  a  love-song  in  a  plaintive  key, 
or,  without  a  cbange  of  expression,  letting  out  a  yell  at  his 
small  tropilla  in  front.  A  round  little  guitar  hung  high  up 
on  his  back ;  and  there  was  a  place  scooped  out  artistically  in 
the  wood  of  one  of  his  packnniddles  where  a  tightly-rolled 
piece  of  paper  could  be  slipped  in,  the  wooden  plug  replaced, 
and  the  coarse  canvas  nailed  un  again.  When  in  Sulaco  it 
was  his  pi-actice  to  smoke  and  doze  all  day  long  (as  though  he 
had  no  care  in  the  world  (on  a  stone  bench  outside  the  doorway 
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of  the  Casa  Gould  and  facing  the  windows  of  the  Avellanos 
hoose.  Years  and  years  ago  his  mother  had  been  chief  laundry- 
woman  in  that  family — very  accomplished  in  the  matter  of 
clear  starching.  He  himself  had  hem  bom  on  one  of  their 
haeiendafi.  His  name  was  Bonifacio,  and  Bon  Jos^,  crossing 
Uie  stieet  about  five  o'clock  to  caQ  on  Dofia  Emilia,  alwaja 
acknowledged  his  hnmble  salate  by  some  moyement  of  hand 
or  bead.  The  porten  of  both  honsea  conversed  lasily  with 
him  in  tones  of  grave  intimacy.  His  evenings  he  devoted  to 
gambling  and  to  calls  in  a  spirit  of  generous  festivity  upon 
the  pci/fi^  (Taro  girls  in  the  more  remote  side-streets  of  the 
town.   Bnt  he,  too,  was  a  discreet  man. 
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CHAPTEK  VIII 

Those  of  us  whom  basineflB  or  curiosity  took  to  Siilaco  in 
these  y(  an  before  the  first  advent  of  the  railway  can  remember 

the  steadying  effect  of  the  San  Tom6  mine  upon  the  life  of 
that  remote  province.  The  outward  appearances  had  not 
changed  then  as  they  have  changed  since,  as  I  am  told,  with 
cable  cars  running  along  the  streets  of  the  Constitution,  and 
carriage  roads  far  into  the  country,  to  Rincon  and  other 
viUag^  where  the  foreign  merchants  and  the  Ricos  generally 
have  their  modem  villas,  and  a  vast  ndlway  goods  yard  by  the 
harbonr,  which  has  a  quay-side,  a  long  range  of  warehonse,  and 
quite  serious,  organised  labour  troubles  of  its  own. 

Nobody  had  ever  heard  of  labour  tronblGS  then.  The 
Cargadores  of  the  port  formed,  indeed,  an  unruly  brotherhood 
of  all  sorts  of  scum,  with  a  patron  saint  of  their  own.  They 
went  on  strike  regularly  (every  bull-fight  day),  a  form  of  trouble 
that  even  Nostromo  at  the  height  of  his  prestige  could  never 
cope  with  efficiently ;  bat  the  morning  after  each  fiesta,  before 
the  Indian  market-women  had  opened  their  mat  parasols  on 
the  plaza,  when  the  snows  of  Higuerota  gleamed  pale  over  the 
town  on  a  yet  black  sky,  the  appearance  of  a  phantom-like 
horseman  mounted  on  a  silver-grey  mare  solved  the  problem 
of  labour  without  fail.  His  steed  paced  the  lanes  of  the 
slums  and  the  weed-grown  enclosures  within  the  old  ram- 
parts, between  the  black,  lightless  clusters  of  hats,  like  cow- 
byres,  like  dog-kennels.  The  horseman  ^hammered  with  the 
bntt  of  a  heavy  revolTer  at  the  doors  of  low  palperias,  of 
obscene  lean-to  sheds  slopmg  against  the  tamble-down  piece  of 
a  noble  wall,  at  the  wooden  sides  of  dwellings  so  flimsy  that 
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the  sound  of  snores  and  sleepy  muttei's  within  could  be  heard 
in  the  pauses  of  the  thundering  clatter  of  his  blows.  He  called 
out  men's  names  menacingly  from  the  saddle,  once,  twice.  The 
drowsy  answers— grumpy,  conciliating,  savage,  jocular,  or  depre- 
cating— came  out  into  the  silent  darkness  in  which  the  horse- 
man sat  still,  and  presently  a  dark  figure  would  flit  out 
coughing  in  the  still  air.  Sometimes  a  low-toned  woman  cried 
through  the  window-hole  softly,  **  He's  coming  directly,  senor," 
and  the  horseman  waited  silent  on  a  motionless  horse.  But  if 
perchance  he  had  to  dismount,  then,  after  a  while,  from  the 
door  of  that  hovel  or  of  that  pulperia,  with  a  ferocious  scutlle 
and  stifled  imprecations,  a  ca^^or  would  fly  out  head  first 
and  hands  aluroad,  to  sprawl  under  the  forelegs  of  the  silver- 
grey  mare,  who  only  pricked  forward  her  sharp  little  ears. 
She  was  used  to  that  work ;  and  the  man,  picking  himself  up, 
wuuid  walk  away  hastily  from  Nostromo's  revolver,  reeling  a 
little  along  the  street  and  snarling  low  curses.  At  sunrise 
Captain  Mitchell,  coming  out  anxiously  in  his  night  attire  on 
to  the  wooden  balcony  running  the  whole  length  of  the  O.S.N. 
Company's  lonely  building  by  the  shore,  would  see  the  lighters 
abeady  under  way,  figures  moving  busily  about  the  cargo 
cranes,  perhaps  hear  the  invaluable  Nostromo,  now  dismounted 
and  in  ^e  checked  shirt  and  red  sash  of  a  Mediterranean  sailor, 
bawling  orders  from  the  end  of  the  jetty  in  a  stentorian  yoioe. 
A  fellow  in  a  thousand  ! 

The  material  apparatus  of  perfected  civilisation  which 
obliterates  the  individuality  of  old  towns  under  the  stereotyped 
conveniences  of  modem  life  had  not  intruded  as  yet ;  but  over 
the  worn-out  antiquity  of  Sulaco,  so  characteristic  with  its 
stuccoed  houses  and  he^rred  windows,  with  the  great  yellowy- 
white  walls  of  abandoned  convents  behind  the  tows  of  sombre 
green  cypresses,  that  fact— very  modem  in  its  spirit— the 
San  Tom^  mine  had  already  thrown  its  subtle  influence.  It 
had  altered,  too,  the  outward  character  of  the  crowds  on 
feast  days  on  the  plaza  before  the  open  portal  of  the  cathe- 
dral, by  the  number  of  white  ponchos  with  a  green  stripe 
affected  as  hcdiday  wear  by  the  San  Tom6  miners.  They 
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had  also  adopted  white  hats  with  green  cord  and  braid — 
artioles  of  good  quality,  which  ooold  be  obtained  in  the 
stoiehouse  of  the  admhiiBtration  for  yeiy  little  money.  A 
peaceable  Oholo  wearing  these  oolonrs  (unnsnal  in  Oosta- 

guana)  was  somehow  very  seldom  beaten  to  within  an  inch 
of  his  life  on  a  charge  of  disrespect  to  the  town  police  ; 
neither  ran  he  much  risk  of  being  suddenly  lassoed  on  the 
road  by  a  recruiting  party  of  lanceros — a  method  of  voluntary 
enlistment  looked  upon  as  almost  legal  in  the  Republic. 
Whole  villages  were  known  to  have  volunteered  for  the 
amy  in  that  way;  bat,  as  Don  wonld  say  with  a 
hopeless  shrag  to  Mrs.  Gould,  "What  wonld  yon!  Poor 
peoi^  I  Pobreoitos.  Pobreoitos  1  Bat  the  State  most  have  its 
soldiers." 

Thus  professionally  spoke  Don  Pope,  the  fighter,  with 
pendant  moustaches,  a  nut-brown,  lean  face,  and  a  clean  run 
of  a  cast-iron  jaw,  suggesting  the  type  of  a  cattle-herd  horse- 
man from  the  great  Llanos  of  the  South.  If  yon  will  listen 
to  an  old  officer  of  Paez,  senores,"  was  the  exordiam  of  all  his 
speeches  in  the  Aristocratic  Clab  of  Salaco,  where  he  was 
admitted  on  accoont  of  his  past  services  to  the  extinct  canse  of 
Federati(m.  The  clnb^  dating  from  the  days  of  the  proclama- 
tion of  Oofltaguana's  independence,  boasted  many  names  of 
liberators  amongst  its  first  founders.  Suppressed  arbitrarily 
innumerable  times  by  various  Governments,  with  memories  of 
proscriptions  and  of  at  least  one  wholesale  massacre  of  its 
members,  sadly  assembled  for  a  banquet  by  the  order  of  a 
lealooB  military  commandante  (their  bodies  were  afterwards 
stripped  naked  and  flang  into  the  plaza  oat  of  the  windows  by 
the  i^west  scam  of  the  populace),  it  was  again  flonrishing,  at 
that  period,  peacefully.  It  extended  to  strangers  the  large 
hospitality  of  the  cool,  big  rooms  of  its  historic  quarters  iu  the 
front  part  of  a  house,  once  the  residence  of  a  high  official 
of  the  Holy  Office.  The  two  wings,  shut  up,  crombled 
behind  the  nailed  doors,  and  what  may  be  described  as  a  grove 
of  yoang  orange  trees  grown  in  the  unpaved  patio  concealed 
the  atter  rain  of  the  back  part  facing  the  gate.   Yoa  tamed 
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in  from  the  street,  as  if  entering  a  secluded  orchard,  where  you 
came  upon  the  foot  of  a  disjointed  staircase,  guarded  by  a 
moBS-stained  effigy  of  some  saintly  bishop,  mitred  and  staffed, 
and  bearing  the  indignity  of  a  broken  nose  meekly,  with  his 
fine  stone  hands  crossed  on  his  breast.  The  chocolate-coloured 
faces  of  servants  with  mops  of  black  hair  peeped  at  yon  from 
above ;  the  click  of  billiard  balls  came  to  yonr  ears,  and 
ascending  the  steps,  yon  wonld  perhaps  see  in  the  first  sala, 
very  stiff  npon  a  straight-backed  chair,  in  a  good  light,  Don 
P6p6  moving  his  long  moustaches  as  he  spelt  his  way,  at  arm's 
length,  through  an  old  Sta.  Marta  newspaper.  His  horse — a 
stony-hearted  but  persevering  black  brute  with  a  hammer 
head — jotl  would  have  seen  in  the  street  dozing  motionless 
nnder  an  immense  saddle,  with  its  nose  almost  touching  the 
oorbstone  of  the  side>walk. 

Don  P^pd,  when  down  from  the  mountain/*  as  the  phrase, 
often  heard  in  Snlaco,  went,  conid  also  be  seen  in  the  drawing- 
room  of  the  Casa  Gould.  He  sat  with  modest  assurance  at 
some  distance  from  the  tea-table.  With  his  knets  close 
together,  and  a  kindly  twinkle  of  drollery  in  his  deep-set 
eyes,  he  wonld  throw  bis  small  and  ironic  pleasantries  into 
the  current  of  oonyersation.  There  was  in  that  man  a 
sort  of  sane,  hnmorons  shrewdness,  and  a  vein  of  genuine 
humanity  so  often  found  in  simple  old  soldiers  of  proved 
courage  who  have  seen  much  desperate  service.  Of  course  he 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  mining,  but  his  employment  was  of 
a  special  kind.  He  was  in  charge  of  the  whole  populution  in 
the  territory  of  the  mine,  which  extended  from  the  head  of  the 
gorge  to  where  the  cart  track  from  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
enters  the  plain,  crossing  a  stream  over  a  little  wooden  bridge 
painted  green— green,  the  colour  of  hope,  being  the  colour 
of  the  mine. 

It  was  reported  in  Snlaco  that  up  there  at  the  mountain" 
Don  Pdp6  walked  about  precipitous  paths,  girt  with  a  great 
sword  and  in  a  shabby  uniform  with  tarnished  bullion  epau- 
lettes of  a  senior  major.  Most  miners  being  Indians,  with  big 
wild  eyes,  addressed  him  as  Taita  (father),  as  these  barefooted 
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peo^de  of  OoBtagnana  will  addiees  anybody  who  wears  shoes ; 
bat  it  was  Basilio,  Mr.  Gould's  own  mozo  and  the  head 
servant  of  the  Casa,  who  in  all  good  faith  and  from  a  sense  of 
propriety  announced  him  once  in  the  solemn  words,  "  El  Sefior 
Gobemador  has  arrived." 

Don  Jo86  AvellanoB,  then  in  the  drawing-room,  was 
delighted  beyond  measnre  at  the  aptness  of  the  title,  with 
which  he  greeted  the  old  major  banteringly  as  soon  as  the 
latter's  soldierly  figure  appeared  in  the  doorway.  Don  P^p^ 
only  smiled  in  his  long  monstaches,  as  much  as  to  say,  Yon 
might  have  found  a  worse  name  for  an  old  soldier." 

And  El  Senor  Gobernador  he  had  remained,  with  bis  small 
jokes  upon  his  function  and  upon  his  domain,  where  he 
affirmed  with  humorous  exaggeration  to  Mrs.  Gould — 

No  two  stones  could  come  together  anywhere  withont  the 
Gobemador  hearing  the  olick,  sefiora." 

And  he  would  tap  his  ear  with  the  tip  of  his  forefinger 
knowingly.  Eyen  when  the  number  of  the  miners  alone  rose 
to  over  six  hundred  he  btLmcd  to  know  each  of  them  indivi- 
dually, all  the  innumerable  Joses,  Manuels,  Ignacios,  from  the 
villages  primero — segundo — or  tercero  (there  were  three  mining 
villages)  under  his  government.  He  could  distinguish  them 
not  only  by  their  flat,  joyless  faces,  which  to  Mrs.  Gould 
looked  all  alike,  as  if  run  into  the  same  ancestral  mould  of 
suffering  and  patience,  but  aj^wrently  also  by  the  infinitely 
graduated  .shades  of  reddish-brown,  of  blackish-brown,  of 
coppery-brown  backs,  as  the  two  shifts,  stripped  to  linen 
drawers  and  leather  skull-caps,  mingled  together  with  a  con- 
fusion of  naked  limbs,  of  shouldered  picks,  swinging  lamps,  in 
a  great  shuliie  of  sandalled  feet  on  the  open  plateau  before  the 
entrance  of  the  main  tunnel.  It  was  a  time  of  pause.  The 
Indian  boys  leaned  idly  agaiost  the  long  line  of  httle  cradle 
waggons  standing  empty ;  the  screeners  and  ore-breakers 
squatted  on  their  heels  smoking  long  cigars ;  the  great  wooden 
shoots  Wanting  over  the  edge  of  the  tunnel  plateau  were  silent ; 
and  only  the  ceaseless,  violent  rush  of  water  in  the  open  flumes 
could  be  heard,  murmuring  fiercely,  with  the  splash  and 
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rumble  of  revolviDg  turbine-wheels,  and  the  thudding  march  of 
the  stamps  pounding  to  powder  the  treasure  rock  on  the 
plateau  below.  The  heads  of  gangs,  distinguished  by  brass 
medals  hanging  on  their  bare  breasts,  marehalled  their  squads ; 
and  at  last  the  mountain  would  swallow  one-half  of  the  silent 
crowd,  while  ihe  other  half  wonld  more  off  in  long  files  down 
the  zigzag  paths  leading  to  the  bottom  of  the  gorge.  It  was 
deep  ;  and,  far  below  a  thread  of  vegetation  winding  between 
the  blazing  rock  faces,  resembled  a  slender  green  cord,  in 
which  three  lumpy  knots  of  banana  patches,  palm-leaf  roots, 
and  shady  trees  marked  the  Tillage  One,  Village  Two,  Village 
Three,  housing  the  miners  of  the  Gould  concession. 

Whole  families  had  been  moving  from  the  first  towards  the 
spot  in  the  Higaerota  range,  whence  the  rmnoor  of  work  and 
safety  had  spread  over  the  pastoral  Oampo,  forcing  its  way 
also,  even  as  the  waters  of  a  high  flood,  into  the  nooks  and 
crannies  of  the  distant  blue  walls  of  the  Sierras.  Father  first, 
in  a  pointed  straw  hat,  then  the  mother  with  the  bigger 
childreu,  generally  also  a  diminutive  donkey,  all  under  burdens, 
except  the  leader  himself,  or  perhaps  some  grown  girl,  the 
pride  of  the  family,  stepping  barefooted  and  straight  as  an 
arrow,  with  braids  of  raven  hair,  a  thick,  hanghty  profile,  and 
no  load  to  carry  bat  the  small  guitar  of  the  country  and  a  pair 
of  soft  leather  sandals  tied  together  on  her  back.  At  the 
sight  of  such  parties  strung  out  on  the  cross  trails  between  the 
pastures,  or  camped  by  the  side  of  the  royal  road,  travellers  on 
horseback  would  remark  to  each  other — 

More  people  going  to  the  San  Tom^  mine.  We  shall  see 
others  to-morrow." 

And  spurring  on  in  the  dusk  they  would  discuss  the  great 
news  of  the  province,  the  news  of  the  San  Tom^  mne.  A  rich 
Englishman  was  going  to  work  it — and  perhaps  not  an  English- 
man, Qiiim  sabe  !  A  foreigner  with  much  money.  Oh  yes, 
it  had  begun.  X.  party  of  men  who  had  been  to  Salaco  with  a 
herd  of  black  bulls  for  the  next  conida  had  reported  that  from 
the  porch  of  the  posada  in  Rincon,  only  a  short  league  from 
Uie  town,  the  lights  on  the  mountain  were  visible,  twiukUug 
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above  the  trees.    And  there  was  a  woman  seen  riding  a  horse 
sideways,  not  in  the  chair  seat,  but  upon  a  sort  of  saddle,  and 
a  man*8  hat  on  her  head.   She  walked  about,  too,  on  foot  up 
the  monntauL  paths.  A  woman  engineer,  it  seemed  she  was. 
What  an  absurdity  1  Impossible,  s^or  I  ^ 
Si  I   Si  1   Una  Americana  del  Norte." 

"  Ah  well  I  if  your  worship  is  informed.  Una  Americana ; 
it  need  be  something  of  that  sort." 

■  And  they  would  laugh  a  little  with  astonishment  and  scorn, 
keeping  a  wary  eye  on  the  shadows  of  the  road,  for  one  is 
liable  to  meet  bad  men  when  travelling  late  on  the  campo. 

And  it  was  not  only  the  men  that  Don  P^pd  knew  so  well, 
but  he  seemed  able,  with  one  attentive,  thonghtfnl  glance,  to 
classify  each  woman,  girl,  or  growing  yonth  of  his  domain. 
It  was  only  the  small  fry  that  pnzsled  him  sometimes.  He 
and  the  padre  could  be  seen  frequently  side  by  side,  meditative 
and  gazing  across  the  street  of  a  village  at  a  lot  of  sedate 
brown  children,  trying  to  sort  them  out,  as  it  were,  in  low, 
consulting  tones,  or  else  they  would  together  put  searching 
questions  as  to  the  parentage  of  some  small,  staid  urchin  met 
wandering,  naked  and  grave,  along  the  road  with  a  cigar  in 
his  baby  mouth,  and  perhaps  his  mother's  rosary,  purloined 
for  purposes  of  ornamentation,  hanging  in  a  loop  of  beads 
low  down  on  his  rotund  little  stomach.  The  spiritual  and 
temporal  pastors  of  the  mine  flock  were  very  good  friends. 
With  Dr.  Monygham,  the  medical  pastor,  who  had  accepted 
the  charge  from  Mrs.  Gould,  and  lived  in  the  hospital  build- 
ing, they  were  on  not  so  intimate  terms.  But  no  one  could 
be  on  intinuite  terms  with  £1  Sefior  Doctor,  who,  with  his 
twisted  shoulders,  drooping  head,  sardonic  mouth,  and  side- 
long bitter  glance,  was  mysterious  and  uncanny.  The  other 
two  authorities  worked  iu  harmony.  Father  Roman,  dried 
up,  small,  alert,  wrinkled,  with  big  round  eyes,  a  sharp  chin, 
and  a  great  snuff-taker,  was  an  old  campaigner,  too ;  he  had 
shriven  many  simple  souls  on  the  battlefields  of  the  Republic, 
kneeling  by  the  dying  on  hillsides,  in  the  long  grass,  in  the 
gloom  of  the  f orei^  to  hear  the  last  confession  with  the  smell 
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of  gnnpowder  nnoke  in  Ms  nosfcrils,  the  rattle  of  muskets,  the 

hum  and  spatter  of  bullets  in  his  ears.  And  where  was  the 
harm  if,  at  the  presbytery,  they  had  a  game  with  a  pack  of 
greasy  cards  in  the  early  evening,  before  Don  Pep6  went  bis 
last  rounds  to  see  that  all  the  watchmen  of  the  mine — a  body 
organised  by  himself— were  at  their  posts?  For  that  last 
doty  before  he  slept  Don  P^p6  did  actually  gird  his  old  sword 
on  the  verandah  of  an  nnmistakable  American  white  frame 
house,  which  Father  Roman  called  the  presbytery.  Near  by, 
a  long,  low,  diirk  building,  steeple-roofed,  like  a  vast  barn 
with  a  wooden  cross  over  the  gable,  was  the  miners'  chapel. 
There  Father  Roman  said  Mass  every  day  before  a  sombre 
altar-piece  representing  the  Resurrection,  the  grey  slab  of  the 
tombstone  balanced  on  one  comer,  a  figure  soaring  upwards, 
long-limbed  and  livid,  in  an  oval  of  pallid  light,  and  a 
helmeted  brown  legionary  smitten  down,  right  across  the 
bitnminons  foreground.  ''This  picture,  my  children,  mvy 
linda  $  marmnllosa^  Father  Roman  would  say  to  some  of  his 
flock,  "which  you  behold  here  through  the  munificence  of 
the  wife  of  our  Sefior  Administrador,  has  been  painted  in 
Europe,  a  country  of  saints  and  miracles,  and  much  greater 
than  our  Costaguana.*'  And  he  would  take  a  pinch  of  snuif 
with  unction.  But  when  once  an  inquisitive  spirit  desired  to 
know  in  what  direction  this  Europe  was  situated,  whether  up 
or  down  the  ooast.  Father  Roman,  to  conceal  his  perplexity, 
became  very  reserved  and  severe.  No  doubt  it  is  extremely 
far  away.  But  ignorant  sinners  like  you  of  the  San  Tome 
mine  should  think  earnestly  of  everlasting  punishment  instead 
of  inquiring  into  the  mairnitude  of  the  earth,  with  its  countries 
and  populations  altogether  beyond  your  understanding." 

With  a  "  Good  night,  Padre  ; "  "  good  night,  Don  P6p^," 
the  Gobemador  would  go  ofif,  holding  up  his  sabre  against  Ids 
side,  his  body  bent  forwud,  with  a  long,  plodding  stride,  in  the 
dark.  The  jocularity  proper  to  an  innocent  card  game  for 
a  few  cigars  or  a  bundle  of  yerba  was  replaced  at  once  by  the 
stern  duty  mood  of  an  officer  setting  out  to  visit  the  outposts 
ol  an  encamped  army.   One  loud  blast  of  the  whistle  that 
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hnn^  from  his  neck  provoked  instontly  a  great  shrOling  of 

responding  whistles,  mingled  with  the  barking  of  dogs,  that 
would  calm  down  slowly  at  last,  away  up  at  the  head  of  the 
gorge ;  and  in  the  stillness  two  serenos,  on  guard  by  the 
bridge,  would  appear  walking  noiselessly  towards  Mm.  On 
one  side  of  the  road  a  long  frame  building — the  store — ^would 
be  closed  and  barricaded  from  end  to  end ;  facing  it  another 
white  frame  honse,  still  longer,  and  with  a  verandah— the 
hoapital — wonld  have  lights  in  the  two  windows  of  Dr.  Mony- 
gham*8  qnartem.  Even  the  delicate  foliage  of  a  dnmp  of 
pepper  trees  did  not  stir,  so  breathless  would  be  the  darkness 
warmed  by  the  radiation  of  the  over-heated  rocks.  Don  Peixj 
would  stand  still  for  a  moment  with  the  two  motionless  serenos 
before  him,  and,  abruptly,  high  up  on  the  sheer  face  of  the 
monntain,  dotted  with  single  torches,  like  drops  of  fire  fallen 
from  the  two  great  blazing  clusters  of  lights  above,  the  ore 
shoots  wonld  begin  to  rattle.  The  great  clattering,  shuffling 
noise,  gathering  speed  and  weight,  wonld  be  canght  np  by  the 
walls  of  the  gorge,  and  sent  npon  the  plain  in  a  growl  of 
thunder.  The  posadero  in  Rincon  swore  that  on  calm  nights, 
by  listening  intently,  he  could  catch  the  sound  in  his  doorway 
as  of  a  storm  in  the  mountains. 

To  Charles  Gould's  fancy  it  seemed  that  the  sound  must 
reach  the  uttermost  limits  of  the  province.  Biding  at  night 
towards  the  mine,  it  wonld  meet  him  at  the  edge  of  a  little 
wood  just  beyond  Binoon.  There  was  no  mistaking  the 
growling  mutter  of  the  monntain  pouring  its  stream  of  treasure 
under  the  stamps  ;  and  it  came  to  his  heart  with  the  peculiar 
force  of  a  proclamation  thundered  forth  over  the  laud  and  the 
marvcUousness  of  an  accomplished  fact  fulfilling  an  audacious 
desire.  He  had  heard  this  very  sound  in  his  imagination  on 
tliat  far-off  evening  when  his  wife  and  himself ,  after  a  tortuous 
ride  through  a  strip  of  forest,  had  reined  in  their  horses  near 
the  stream,  and  had  gazed  for  the  first  time  npon  the  jungle- 
grown  solitude  of  the  gorge.  The  head  of  a  palm  rose  here 
and  there.  In  a  high  ravine  round  the  comer  of  the  San 
Tome  mountain  (which  is  siiuare,  like  a  blockhouse)  the  thread 
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of  a  slender  waterfall  flashed  bright  and  glassy  through  the 
dark  green  of  the  heavy  fronds  of  tree-ferns.  Don  P^p6,  in 
attendance,  rode  np,  and,  stretching  his  arm  np  iihe  goige,  had 
declared  with  mo6k  solemnitj,  Behold  the  very  paradise  of 
Boakea,  senoia." 

And  then  they  had  wheeled  their  horses  and  ridden  hack  to 
sleep  that  night  at  Rinoon.  The  alcalde — an  old,  skinny 
Moreno,  a  sergeant  of  Guzman  Bento's  time — had  cleared 
respectfully  out  of  his  house  with  his  three  pretty  daughters, 
to  make  room  for  the  foreign  senora  and  their  worships  the 
GaballeroB.  All  he  asked  Charles  Gould  (whom  he  took  for  a 
mystmons  and  oflSdal  person)  to  do  for  him  waste  remind  the 
supreme  CtoTemment — ^El  Gobiemo  supremo— of  a  pension 
(amounting  to  about  a  dollar  a  month)  to  which  he  belieyed 
himself  entitled.  It  had  been  promised  to  him,  he  affirmed, 
straightening  his  bent  back  martially,  "  many  years  ago,  for 
my  valour  in  the  wars  with  the  wild  Indios  when  a  young  man, 
senor." 

The  waterfall  existed  no  longer.  The  tree-ferns  that  had 
luxuriated  in  its  spray  had  dried  around  the  dried -up  pool,  and 
the  high  ravine  was  only  a  big  trench  half  filled  up  with  the 
refose  of  excavations  and  tailings.  The  torrent,  dammed 
up  above,  sent  its  water  rushing  along  the  open  flumes  of 
scooped  tree  trunks  striding  on  trestle  legs  to  the  turbines 
working  the  stamps  on  the  lower  plateau — the  mesa  grmide  of 
the  San  Tom6  mountain.  Only  the  memory  of  the  waterfall, 
with  its  amazing  fernery,  like  a  hanging  garden  above  the 
locks  of  the  gorge,  was  preserved  in  Mrs.  Gould's  water- 
colour  sketch  ;  she  had  made  it  hastily  one  day  from  a  cleared 
patch  in  the  bushes,  sitting  in  the  shade  of  a  roof  of  straw 
erected  for  her  on  three  rough  poles  under  Don  P^'s 
direction. 

Mrs.  Gould  had  seen  it  all  from  the  beginning  ;  the 
clearing  of  the  wilderness,  the  making  of  the  road,  the  cutting 
of  new  paths  up  the  cUff  face  of  San  Tome.  For  weeks 
together  she  had  lived  on  the  spot  with  her  husband ;  and  she 
was  so  little  in  Sulaco  during  that  year  that  the  appearance  of 
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the  Gould  carriage  on  the  Alameda  would  canse  a  social 
excitement.  From  the  heavy  family  coaches  full  of  stately 
seuoras  and  black-eyed  sefioritas  rolling  solemnly  in  the  shaded 
alley  white  hands  were  waved  towards  her  with  animation  in  a 
flutter  of  greetuigB.  Dolla  Emilia  waa  ''down  from  the 
monntaiiiB.** 

But  not  for  long.  Dofia  Emilia  wonld  be  gone  up  to  the 
mountain  "  in  a  day  or  two,  and  her  sleek  carriage  mnlea 

would  have  an  easy  time  of  it  for  another  long  spell.  She  had 
watched  the  erection  of  the  first  framehouse  put  up  on  the 
lower  mesa  for  an  office  and  Don  Pipe's  quarters  ;  she  heard 
with  a  thrill  of  thankful  emotion  the  first  waggon  load  of  ore 
rattle  down  the  then  only  shoot;  she  had  stood  by  her 
husband's  side  perfectly  silent,  and  gone  cold  all  over  with 
excitement  at  the  instant  when  the  first  battery  of  only  fifteen 
stamps  was  put  in  motion  for  the  first  time.  On  the  occasion 
when  the  fires  under  the  first  set  of  retorts  in  their  shed  had 
glowed  far  into  the  night  she  did  not  retire  to  rest  on  the 
rough  cadre  set  up  for  her  in  the  as  yet  bare  frame  house  till 
she  had  seen  the  first  spungy  lump  of  silver  yielded  to  the 
hazards  of  the  world  by  the  dark  depths  of  the  Gk>uld  Oonoes- 
sion  ;  she  had  laid  her  unmercenaiy  hands,  mth  an  eagerness 
that  made  them  tremble,  upon  the  first  silver  ingot  turned  out 
st»ll  warm  from  the  mould ;  and  by  her  imaginative  estimate 
of  its  power  she  endowed  that  lump  of  metal  with  a  justificative 
conception,  as  though  it  were  not  a  mere  fact,  but  something 
far-reaching  and  impalpable,  like  the  true  expression  of  an 
emotion  or  the  emergency  of  a  principle. 

Don  P^p^  extremely  interested,  too,  looked  over  her  shoulder 
with  a  smile  that,  making  longitudinal  folds  on  his  face, 
caused  it  to  resemble  a  kathem  mask  with  a  benignantly  diabolic 
expression. 

''Would  not  the  muchachos  of  Hernandez  like  to  get  hold 

of  this  insignificant  object,  that  looks,  por  Dios,  very  much 
like  a  piece  of  tin  ?  "  he  remarked  jocularly. 

Hernandez,  the  robber,  had  been  an  inoffensive,  small 
rancheroi  kidnapped  with  circumstances  of  peculiar  atrocity 
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from  hk  home  during  one  of  thedyil  wars,  and  forced  to  serve 
in  the  army.  There  his  conduct  as  soldier  was  exemplary,  till, 
watching  his  chance,  he  killed  his  colonel,  and  managed  to  get 
clear  away.  With  a  hand  of  deserters,  who  chose  him  for  their 

chief,  he  had  taken  refuge  beyond  the  wild  and  waterless  Bol- 
son  de  Tonoro.  The  Haciendas  paid  him  blackmail  in  cattle 
and  horses  ;  extraordinary  stories  were  told  of  his  powers  and 
of  his  wonderful  escapes  from  capture.  He  used  to  ride,  single- 
handed,  into  the  villages  and  the  little  towns  on  the  Campo, 
driving  a  pack  mole  before  him,  with  two  revolvers  in  his  belt, 
go  straight  to  the  shop  or  store,  select  what  he  wanted,  and 
ride  away  unopposed  because  of  the  terror  his  exploits  and  his 
auikcity  inspired.  Poor  country  people  he  usually  left  alone ; 
the  upper  class  were  often  stopped  on  the  roads  and  robbed  ; 
but  any  unlucky  oflScial  that  fell  into  his  hands  was  sure  to  get 
a  severe  flogging.  The  army  officers  did  not  like  his  name  to 
be  mentioned  in  their  presence.  His  followers,  mounted  on 
stolen  horses,  laughed  at  the  pursuit  of  the  regular  cavalry 
sent  to  hunt  them  down,  and  whom  they  took  pleasure  to 
ambush  most  scientifically  in  the  broken  ground  of  their  own 
fastness.  Expeditions  had  been  fitted  out ;  a  price  had  been 
put  upon  his  head ;  even  attempts  had  been  made,  treach- 
erously of  course,  to  open  negotiations  with  hiin,  without 
in  the  slightest  way  affecting  the  even  tenour  of  his 
career.  At  Ia«t,  in  true  Costaguana  fashion,  the  Fiscal  of 
Tonoro,  who  was  ambitious  of  the  glory  of  having  reduced 
the  famous  Hernandez,  offered  him  a  sum  of  money  and  a 
safe  conduct  out  of  the  country  for  the  betrayal  of  his  band. 
But  HemandcE  evidentiy  was  not  the  stuff  of  which  the  dis- 
tinguished military  politicians  and  conspirators  of  Costaguana 
are  made.  This  clever  but  common  device  (which  frequently 
works  like  a  charm  in  putting  down  revolutions)  failed  with 
the  chief  of  vulgar  Salteadores.  It  promised  well  for  the  Fiscal 
at  first,  but  ended  very  badly  for  the  squadron  of  lanceros 
posted  (by  the  FificaFs  directions)  in  a  fold  of  the  ground 
into  which  Hernandez  had  promised  to  lead  his  unsuspectmg 
foUowera.  They  came,  indeed,  at  the  appointed  time,  but 
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crcepin,^  on  their  hands  and  knees  tlirongh  the  bush,  and  only 
let  their  presence  be  known  by  a  general  discharge  of  firearms, 
which  emptied  many  saddles.  The  troopers  who  escaped  came 
riding  very  hard  into  Tonoro.  It  is  said  that  their  command- 
ing officer  (who,  being  better  mounted,  rode  far  ahead  of  the 
rest)  afterwardfl  got  into  a  state  of  dttpairing  intoxication  and 
beat  the  ambitions  Fiscal  severely  witb  the  flat  of  his  sabre  in 
the  presence  of  his  wife  and  danghters,  for  bringing  this  dis- 
grace npon  the  National  Array.  The  highest  civil  official  of 
Tonoro,  falling  to  the  ground  in  a  swoon,  was  further  kicked 
all  over  the  body  and  rowelled  with  sharp  spurs  about  the  neck 
and  face  because  of  the  great  sensitiveness  of  his  military  col- 
league. This  gossip  of  the  inland  Campo,  so  characteristic  of 
the  mlers  of  the  oonntry  with  its  story  of  oppression,  inefficiency, 
fatnons  methods,  treachery,  and  savage  bmtality,  was  perfectly 
known  to  Mrs.  Gonld.  That  it  shonld  be  accepted  with  no 
indignant  comment  by  people  of  intelligence,  refinement,  and 
character  as  something  inherent  in  the  nature  of  things  was 
one  of  the  symptoms  of  degradation  that  had  the  power  to 
exasperate  her  almost  to  the  verge  of  despair.  Still,  looking 
at  the  ingot  of  silver,  she  shook  her  head  at  Don  P^p6*s  remark — 

''If  it  had  not  been  for  the  lawless  tyranny  of  yonr  Govern- 
ment, Don  P^p^  many  an  ontlaw  now  with  Hemandea  wonld 
be  living  peaceable  and  happy  by  the  honest  work  of  his  hands.'* 

*'  Sefiora,"  cried  Don  Pepc,  with  enthusiasm,  "  it  is  true ! 
It  is  as  if  God  had  given  you  the  power  to  look  into  the  very 
breasts  of  people.  You  have  seen  them  working  round  you, 
Dofia  Emilia — meek  as  lambs,  patient  like  their  own  burros, 
brave  like  lions.  I  have  led  them  to  the  very  muzzles  of  guns 
— ^I,  who  stand  here  before  yon,  sefioriH-in  the  time  of  Paez, 
who  was  fnU  of  generosity,  and  in  courage  only  approached  by 
the  uncle  of  Don  Oarlos  here,  as  far  as  I  know.  No  wonder 
there  are  bandits  in  the  Campo  when  there  are  none  but  thieves, 
swindlers,  and  sanguinary  macaques  to  rule  us  in  St.  Marta. 
However,  all  the  same,  a  bandit  is  a  bandit,  and  we  shall  have 
a  dozen  good  straight  Winchesters  to  ride  with  the  silver  down 
to  Snlaco." 
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Mrs.  Gould's  ride  with  the  first  silver  escort  to  Sulaco  was 
the  closing  episode  of  what  she  called  "  my  camp  life  "  before 
she  had  settled  in  her  town-house  permanently,  as  was  proper 
and  even  necessary  for  the  wife  of  the  administrator  of  such  an 
important  institution  as  the  San  Tome  mine.  For  the  San 
Tomk  mine  was  to  become  an  institutiouy  a  rallying  point  for 
eyetTthing  in  the  province  that  needed  order  and  stability  to 
live.  Secority  seemed  to  flow  npon  this  land  from  the  monn- 
tain-gorge.  The  authorities  of  Sulaco  had  learned  that  the 
San  Tome  mine  could  make  it  worth  their  while  to  leave  things 
and  people  alone.  This  was  the  nearest  approach  to  the  rule 
of  common-sense  and  justice  Charles  Gould  felt  it  possible  to 
secure  at  first.  In  fact,  the  mine,  with  its  organisation,  its 
popolation  growing  fiercely  attached  to  their  position  of  privi- 
leged safety,  with  its  armonryy  with  its  Don  P6p^  with  its 
amed  body  of  serenos  (where,  it  was  said,  many  an  outlaw  and 
deserter— and  even  some  members  of  Hernandezes  band — had 
found  a  place),  the  mine  was  a  power  in  the  laud.  As  a  certain 
prominent  man  in  Sta.  Marta  had  exclaimed  with  a  hollow 
laugh,  once,  when  discussing  the  line  of  action  taken  by  the 
Solaco  authorities  at  a  time  of  poUtical  crisis — 

"  You  call  these  men  Government  officials  ?  They  ?  Never  1 
They  are  officials  of  the  mine— officials  of  the  Concession — I 
tell  you.*' 

The  prominent  man  (who  was  then  a  person  in  power,  with 
a  lemon-colonred  face  and  a  very  short  and  cnrly,  not  to  siy 

woolly,  head  of  hair)  went  so  far  in  his  temporary  discontent 
as  to  shake  his  yellow  fist  under  the  nose  of  his  interlocutor, 
and  shriek — 

"  Yes  I  AU 1  Silence !  All  I  I  teU  you  I  The  pohtical  Jefe, 
the  chief  of  the  police,  the  chief  of  the  customs,  the  general, 
all,  all,  are  the  officials  of  that  Gonld." 

Thereupon  an  intrepid  bnt  low  and  argumentative  mnr- 
mur  would  flow  on  for  a  space  in  the  ministerial  cabinet,  and 
the  prominent  man's  passion  would  end  in  a  cynical  shrug  of 
the  shoulders.  After  all,  he  seemed  to  say,  what  did  it  matter 
as  long  as  the  minister  himself  was  not  forgotten  during  his 
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brief  day  of  authority.  Bat  all  the  same,  the  unofficial  agent 
of  the  San  Toin6  mine,  working  for  a  good  caose,  had  his 
moments  of  anxiety,  which  were  reflected  in  his  letters  to 
Don  Jo6^  Avellanos,  his  maternal  uncle. 

**  No  sanguinary  macaque  from  Sta.  Marta  shall  set  foot  ou 
that  part  of  Costaguana  which  lies  beyond  the  San  Tom6 
bridge,"  Don  Pep6  used  to  assure  Mrs.  Gould.  "  Except,  of 
coarse,  as  an  honoured  guest — ^for  our  Sefior  Administrador  is 
a  deep  politico.*'  Bat  to  Charles  Gould,  in  his  own  room,  the 
old  Major  woold  remark  with  a  grim  and  soldierly  oheeriness, 
^  We  are  all  playing  oar  heads  at  this  game." 

Don  Josi  Avellanos  wonld  matter  Imperium  in  imperio, 
Emilia,  my  soul,"  with  an  air  of  profound  self-satisfaction 
which,  somehow,  in  a  curious  way,  seemed  to  contain  a  queer 
admixture  of  bodily  discomfort.  Bat  that,  perhaps,  could 
only  be  visible  to  the  initiated. 

And  for  the  initiated  it  was  a  wonderful  place,  this  drawing- 
room  of  the  Oasa  Gould,  with  its  momentary  gtimpses  of  the 
master-— El  SelLor  AdministtadOT— older,  harder,  mysteriously 
BUent,  with  the  lines  deepened  on  hiB  English,  ruddy,  out-of- 
doors  complexion;  flitting  on  his  thin  cavalry-man's  legs 
across  the  doorways,  either  just  back  from  the  mountain  "  or  ' 
with  jingling  spurs  and  riding- whip  under  his  arm,  on  the 
point  of  starting  "  for  the  mountain."  Then  Don  Pepe, 
modestly  martial  in  his  chair,  the  llanero  who  seemed  somehow 
to  have  found  his  martial  jocularity,  his  knowledge  of  the 
world,  and  his  manner  perfect  for  his  station,  in  the  midst  of 
savage  armed  contests  with  his  kind ;  Avellanos,  polished  and 
familiar,  the  diplomatist  with  his  loquacity  covering  mooh 
caution  and  wisdom  in  delicate  advice,  with  his  manuscript  of 
a  historical  work  ou  Costaguana,  entitled  "  Fifty  Years  of 
Misrule,"  which,  at  present,  he  thought  it  was  not  prudent 
(even  if  it  were  possible)  to  give  to  the  world ; "  these  three, 
and  also  Do&a  Emilia  amongst  them,  gracious,  smaU,  and 
fairy-like,  before  the  glittering  tea-set^  with  one  conmion 
master-thought  ilk  their  heads,  with  one  common  feeling  of  a 
tense  sitoationi  with  one  ever-present  aim  to  preserve  the 
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imriolable  diaiacter  of  the  mine  at  every  cost  And  there  mis 
also  to  be  seen  Oaptain  Mitchell,  a  little  apart,  near  one  of  the 
long  windows,  with  an  air  of  old-fashioned  neat  old  bachelor- 
hood about  him,  slightly  pompous,  in  a  white  waistcoat,  a 
little  disregarded  and  unconscious  of  it ;  utterly  in  the  dark, 
and  imagining  himself  to  be  in  the  thick  of  things.  The  good 
man,  having  spent  a  clear  thirty  years  of  his  life  on  the  high 
seas  before  getting  what  he  called  a  "  shore  billet/'  was  aston- 
ished at  the  importance  of  transactionB  (others  than  relating 
to  shipping)  which  take  place  on  dry  land.  Almost  every 
event  ont  of  the  nsnal  daily  course  marked  an  epoch " 
for  him  or  else  was  "  history  ; "  unless  with  his  pomposity 
struggling  with  a  discomfited  droop  of  his  rubicund,  rather 
handsome  face,  set  off  by  snow-white  dose  hair  and  short 
whiskers,  he  would  mutter — 

Ah,  that  1  That,  sir,  was  a  mistake." 
The  reception  of  the  first  consignment  of  San  Tomk  silver 
for  shipment  to  San  Frandsco  in  one  of  the  O.S.N.  Oo.*s  maU- 
boats  had,  of  course,  *^  marked  an  epoch  '*  for  Oaptain  Mitchell. 
The  ingots  packed  in  boxes  of  stiff  ox-hide  with  plaited  handles, 
small  enough  to  be  carried  easily  by  two  men,  were  brought 
down  by  the  serenos  of  the  mine  walking  in  careful  couples 
down  the  half-mile  or  so  of  steep,  zig-zag  paths  to  the  foot  of 
the  mountain.  There  they  wonld  be  loaded  into  a  string  of 
two-wheeled  carts,  resembling  roomy  coffers  with  a  door  at  the 
back,  and  harnessed  tandem  with  two  mnles  each,  waiting  under 
the  guard  of  armed  and  mounted  serenos.  Don  P^p^  padlocked 
each  door  in  sncoession,  and  at  the  signal  of  his  whistle  the 
string  of  carts  would  move  off,  closely  surrounded  by  the  clank 
of  spur  and  carabine,  with  jolts  and  cracking  of  whips,  with  a 
sudden  deep  rumble  over  the  boundary  bridge  ("  into  the  land 
of  thieves  and  sanguinary  macaques,"  Don  Pepe  defined  that 
crossing) ;  hats  bobbing  in  the  first  light  of  the  dawn,  on  the 
heads  of  cloaked  figures ;  Winchesters  on  hip ;  bridle  hands 
protruding  lean  and  brown  from  xmder  the  falling  folds  of  the 
ponchos.  The  convoy  skirting  a  little  wood,  along  the  mine 
tnil,  between  the  mud  hnts  and  low  walls  of  Bincon,  inereaaed 
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its  pace  on  the  Camiuo  Real,  mules  urged  to  speed,  esoort 
gallopiiig,  Don  Carlos  riding  alone  ahead  of  a  dost  storm, 
affording  a  vague  vision  of  long  ears  of  mules,  of  fluttermg 

little  green  and  white  flags  stuck  upon  each  cart;  of  raised- 
arms  in  a  mob  of  sombreros  with  the  white  gleam  of  ranging 
eyes  ;  and  Don  Pepe,  hardly  visible  in  the  rear  of  that  rattling 
dust  trail,  with  a  stiff  seat  and  impassive  face,  rising  and  falling 
rhythmically  on  an  ewe-necked  silver-bitted  black  brute  with  a 
hammer  head. 

The  sleepy  people  in  the  little  dusteis  of  huts,  in  the  small 
ranchos  near  the  road,  recognised  by  the  headlong  sound  the 
charge  of  San  Tom^  silver  escort  toTOrds  the  crumbling  wall  of 

the  city  on  the  Campo  side.  They  came  to  the  doors  to  see  it 
dash  by  over  ruts  and  stoucs,  with  a  clatter  and  clank  and 
cracking  of  whips,  with  the  reckless  rush  and  precise  driving  of 
a  field  battery  hurrying  into  action,  and  the  solitary  English 
figure  of  the  Senor  Administrador  riding  far  ahead  in  the  lead. 

In  the  fenced  roadside  paddocks  loose  horse  galloped  wildlj 
for  a  while ;  the  heavy  cattle  stood  np  breast  deep  in  the  grass, 
lowing  mutteringly  at  the  flying  noise  ;  a  meek  Indian  villager 
would  glance  back  once  and  hasten  to  shove  his  loaded  little 
donkey,  bodily  against  a  wall,  out  of  the  way  of  the  San  Tome 
silver  escort  going  to  the  sea ;  a  small  knot  of  chilly  leperos 
under  the  Stone  Horse  of  the  Alameda  would  mutter : 
Caiamha  1 "  on  seeing  it  take  a  wide  curve  at  a  gallop  and 
dart  into  the  empty  street  of  the  Ooustitntion ;  for  it  was  con- 
sidered the  correct  thing,  the  only  proper  style  by  the  mule- 
drivers  of  the  San  Tom6  mine  to  go  through  the  waking  town 
from  end  to  end  without  a  check  in  the  speed  as  ii'  chafed  by  a 
devil. 

The  early  sunshine  glowed  on  the  delicate  primrose,  pale 
pink,  pale  blue  fronts  of  the  big  houses  with  ail  their  gates  shut, 
yet,  and  no  face  behind  the  iron  bars  of  the  windows.  In  the 
whole  sunlit  range  of  empty  balconies  along  the  street  only  one 
white  figure  would  be  visible  high  np  above  the  dear  pavement 
— the  wife  of  the  S^or  Administrador — Cleaning  over  to  see  the 
escort  go  by  to  the  harbour,  a  mass  of  heavy  fair  hair  twisted 
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up  negligently  on  her  little  head,  and  a  lot  of  lace  about  the 
neck  of  her  zaoalin  ^Tapper.  With  a  amile  to  her  husband's 
Bingley  quick,  upward  glance,  she  would  watch  the  whole  thing 
iUeam  past  below  her  feet  with  an  oiderij  uproar,  till  she 
answered  1^  a  friendly  sign  the  salute  of  the  galloping  Don 
Pep6,  the  sdff,  deferential  indination  with  a  sweep  of  the  hat 
below  the  knee. 

The  string  of  padlocked  carts  lengthened,  the  size  of  the 
escort  grew  bigger  as  the  years  went  on.  Every  three  moutlis 
an  increasing  stream  of  treasure  swept  through  the  streets 
of  Sulaoo  on  its  way  to  the  strong  room  in  the  O.S.N.  Ck).'s 
boilding  by  the  harbour,  there  to  await  shipment  for  the 
North.  Incraasing  in  TolumeyaDd  of  immense  value  also ;  for, 
as  Ohazks  Gould  told  his  wife  once  with  some  eniltation,  there 
had  never  been  seen  anything  in  the  world  to  approach  the  vein 
of  the  Gould  Concession.  For  them  both,  each  passing  of  the 
escort  under  the  Imlconies  of  the  Casa  Gould  was  like  another 
Tictoiy  gained  in  the  conquest  of  peace  for  Suiaco. 

No  doubt  the  initial  action  of  Charles  Gould  had  been 
hdped  at  the  beginning  by  a  period  of  comparatiye  peaoe  which 
occurred  just  about  Uiat  time ;  and  also  by  the  general  soften- 
ing of  manneni  as  compared  with  the  epoch  of  civil  wars  whence 
had  emerged  the  iron  tyranny  of  Guzman  Bento  of  fearfnl 
memory.  In  the  contests  that  broke  out  at  the  end  of  his  rule 
(which  had  kept  peace  in  the  country  for  a  whole  lifteen  years) 
there  was  more  fatuous  imbecility,  plenty  of  cruelty  and  sujffer- 
ing  still,  but  much  less  of  Had  (dd-time  fierce  and  blind  ferocious 
political  fanaticism.  It  was  all  more  vile,  more  base,  more 
ccmtemptible^  and  infinitely  more  manageable  in  the  very 
outspoken  cynicism  of  motives.  It  was  more  clearly  a 
biaaen-faced  scramble  for  a  constantly  diminishing  quantity  of 
booty  ;  since  all  enterprise  had  been  stupidly  killed  in  the  land. 
Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  the  province  of  Suiaco,  once  the  field 
of  cruel  party  vengeances,  had  become  in  a  way  one  of  the 
considerable  prizes  of  political  career.  The  great  of  the  earth 
(in  Sta.  Marta)  reserved  the  poets  in  the  old  Occidental  State  to 
tiioBe  neazQBt  luid  dearest  to  them :  nephews,  brothers,,  husbands 
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of  favourite  sisters,  bosom  friends,  trusty  supporters — or  pro- 
minent supporters  of  whom  perhaps  they  were  afraid.  It  was 
the  blessed  province  of  great  opportunities  and  of  largest 
salaries  ;  for  the  San  Tom^  mine  had  its  own  unofficial  pay  list, 
whose  items  and  amounts,  fixed  in  oonsnltation  by  OharleB 
Gfonld  and  Sefior  AvellanoB,  were  known  to  a  pgcomment 
bngmfiBB  man  in  the  United  States,  who  for  twenty  minutes  or 
80  in  every  month  gave  his  undivided  attention  to  Sniaoo 
affairs.  At  the  same  time  the  materiid  intereBto  of  all  sortB, 
backed  up  by  the  influence  of  the  San  Tome  mine,  were  quietly 
gathering  substance  in  that  part  of  the  Republic.  If,  for 
instance,  the  Sulaco  Collectorship  was  generally  understood,  in 
the  political  world  of  the  capital,  to  open  the  way  to  the 
Ministry  of  Finance,  and  so  on  for  every  official  post,  then,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  despondent  bosiness  cizoles  of  theRepnblio 
bad  oome  to  oomdder  the  Oooidental  Province  as  tiie  promised 
land  of  safety,  especially  if  a  man  managed  to  get  on  good  terms 
with  the  admiuistration  of  the  mine.  "Charles  Gould  ;  excel- 
lent fellow  I  Absolutely  necessary  to  make  sure  of  him  before 
taking  a  single  step.  Get  an  introduction  to  him  fromMoracra 
if  yoo  can— the  agent  of  the  King  of  Sulaco,  don't  you 
know." 

No  wonder,  then,  tiiiat  Sir  John,  coming  from  Europe  to 
smooth  the  path  for  his  railway,  had  been  meeting  the  name 
(and  even  the  nickname)  of  Charles  Gould  at  every  turn  in 

Costaguana.  The  agent  of  the  San  Tom6  Administration  in 
Sta.  Marta  (a  polished,  well-informed  gentleman.  Sir  John 
thought  him)  had  certainly  helped  so  greatly  in  bringing 
about  the  presidential  tour  that  he  began  to  think  that  there 
was  something  in  the  faint  whispers  hinting  at  the  immense 
occult  influence  of  the  Gould  Ooncession.  What  was  currently 
whispered  was  thi»— that  the  San  Tom6  Administration  had,  in 
part,  at  least,  financed  the  last  revolution,  which  had  brought 
into  a  five-year  dictatorship  Don  Yincente  Ribiera,  a  iiiau  of 
culture  and  of  unblemished  character,  invested  with  a  mandate 
of  reform  by  the  best  elements  of  the  State.  Serious,  well- 
informed  men  seemed  to  believe  the  faot^  to  hope  for  better 
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thingBy  for  the  establishment  of  legality,  of  good  faith  and 
order  in  public  life.  So  mash  the  better,  then,  thonghi  Sir 
JuAoL  He  woriked  ahva ji  on  a  graft  soale ;  than  wm  e  loen 
to  the  State,  and  a  project  for  t^jatflmatio  ookmisadoii  of  the 
Ooddentd  ProTmee,  involved  in  one  VMt  scheme  with  the 
construction  of  the  National  Central  Railway.  Good  faith, 
order,  honesty,  peace,  were  badly  wanted  for  this  great  de- 
velopment of  material  interests.  Anybody  on  the  side  of 
thcee  things,  and  especially  if  able  to  help,  had  an  importance 
in  Sir  John's  eyes.  He  had  not  been  disappointed  in  the 
«<Euig  of  Snlaoo.'*  The  local  diffionkieB  had  faUen  awaj,  as 
the  enginew-in-duef  had  f ctetold  they  would,  before  Oharles 
GtonU's  mediation.  Shr  John  had  been  eitramely  fSdted  in 
Snlaco,  next  to  the  President-Dictator,  a  fact  which  might 
have  accounted  for  the  evident  ill-humour  General  Montero 
displayed  at  lunch  given  on  hoard  the  Juno  just  before  she 
was  to  sail,  taking  away  from  Solaco  the  Preiident-Diotator 
and  the  distinguished  foreign  gueste  in  hia  train. 
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JO06  had  addreewd  him  in  a  pablie  speech  deli?ered  in  the 
name  of  the  Provindal  Assembly  oi  Solaoo)  sat  at  the  head 

of  the  long  table  ;  Captain  Mitchell,  positively  stony-eyed  and 
purple  in  the  face  with  the  solemnity  of  this  "historical 
event,"  occupied  the  foot  as  the  representative  of  the  O.S.N. 
Company  in  Sulaco,  the  hosts  of  that  informal  function,  with 
the  captain  of  the  ship  and  some  minor  officials  from  the 
shore  around  him.  Those  cheery,  swarthy  little  gentlemen 
CBSt  jovial  side-ghinoes  at  the  bottJes  of  duonpagne  beginning 
to  pop  behind  the  gnesta'  backs  in  the  bai^  of  the  ship*s 
stewaHs.  The  amber  wine  creamed  np  to  the  rims  of  the 
glasses. 

Charles  Gould  had  his  place  next  to  a  foreign  envoy,  who, 
in  a  listless  undertone,  had  been  talking  to  him  fitfully  of 
hontiDg  and  shooting.  The  well-nourished,  pale  face,  with 
an  eyeglass  and  droopuig  yellow  moustache,  made  the  SefkMr 
Administnidar  i^iear  li^  oontnst  twice  as  sonbaked,  more 
flaming  red,  a  hnoGbed  times  more  intensely  and  siiently  alim 
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Don  Jofld  ATellanoB  touched  elbows  with  the  other  foreign 

diplomat,  a  dark  man  with  a  quiet,  watchful,  self-confident 
demeanour,  and  a  touch  of  reserve.  All  etiquette  being  laid 
aside  on  the  occasion,  General  Montero  was  the  only  one  there 
in  full  uniform,  bo  stiff  with  embroideries  in  front  that  his 
broad  chest  seemed  protected  bj  a  cuirass  of  gold.  Sir  John 
at  the  beginning  had  got  away  from  high  places  for  the  sake 
of  sitting  near  Mrs.  Gonld. 

The  great  financier  was  trying  to  express  to  her  his  giate- 
fnl  sense  of  her  hospitality  and  of  his  obligation  to  her 
husband's  "  enormous  influence  iu  this  part  of  the  country,'* 
when  she  interrupted  him  by  a  low  "  Hush  I "  The  President, 
was  going  to  make  an  informal  pronouncement. 

The  Excellentissimo  was  on  his  legs.  He  said  only  a  few 
words,  evidently  deeply  felt,  and  meant  perhaps  mostly  for 
Avellanos— his  old  friend— -as  to  the  necessity  of  nnremitting 
effort  to  secoze  the  lasting  welfare  of  the  conntry  emerging 
after  this  last  struggle,  he  hoped,  into  a  period  of  peace  and 
material  prosperity. 

Mrs.  Gould,  listening  to  the  mellow,  slightly  mournful 
voice,  looking  at  this  rotund,  dark,  spectacled  face,  at  the 
short  body,  obese  to  the  point  of  infirmity,  thought  that  this 
man  of  delicate  and  melancholy  mind,  physically  almost  a 
cripple,  coming  ont  of  his  retirement  into  a  dangeroDS  strife 
at  the  call  of  his  f ellowB,  had  the  right  to  speak  with  the 
aathority  of  his  self-sacrifice.  And  yet  she  was  made  nneasy. 
He  was  more  pathetic  than  promising,  this  first  ciyilian  Ofaief 
of  the  StatLi  Costaguana  had  ever  known,  pronouncing,  glass 
in  hand,  his  simple  watchwords  of  honesty,  peace,  respect  for 
law,  political  good  faith  abroad  and  at  home — ^the  safeguards 
of  national  honour. 

He  sat  down.  Daring  the  respectful,  appreciative  bnzz  of 
voices  that  followed  the  speech,  General  Montero  raised  a  pair 
of  heavy,  drooping  eyelids  and  idled  his  eyes  with  a  sort  of 
oneaqr  dolness  from  face  to  face.  The  ndlitary  backwoods 
hero  of  the  party,  though  secretly  impressed  by  the  sudden 
novelties  and  splendours  of  his  position  (he  had  never  been  ou 
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board  a  ship  before,  and  had  hardly  ever  seen  the  sea  except 
from  a  distance),  nnderstood  by  a  sort  of  instinct  the  advantage 
his  surly,  unpolished  attitude  of  a  savage  fighter  gave  him 
iimongst  all  these  refined  Blanco  aristocrats.  But  why  was  it 
that  nobody  was  looking  at  him?  he  wondered  to  himself 
angrily.  He  was  able  to  spell  out  the  print  of  newspapers, 
and  knew  that  he  had  performed  the  "greatest  military  exploit 
of  modem  times.*' 

"My  hnsband  wanted  the  railway,"  Mis.  Otonld  said  to  Sir 
John  in  the  general  murmur  of  resumed  conversations.  "  All 
this  brings  nearer  the  sort  of  future  we  desire  for  the  country, 
which  has  waited  for  it  in  sorrow  long  enough,  God  knows. 
But  I  will  confess  that  the  other  day,  during  my  afternoon 
drive  when  I  suddenly  saw  an  Indian  boy  ride  out  of 
a  wood  with  the  red  flag  of  a  surveying  party  in  his  hand, 
I  felt  something  of  a  shock.  The  fntnre  means  change — an  < 
ntter  change.  And  yet  even  here  there  are  simple  and  pic- 
tnresqae  things  that  one  would  like  to  preserve.*' 

Sir  John  listened,  smiling.  But  it  was  his  turn  now  to 
hush  Mrs.  Gould. 

"  General  Montero  is  going  to  speak,"  he  whispered,  and 
almost  immediately  added,  in  comic  alarm,  Heavens  1  he's 
going  to  propose  my  own  health,  I  believe.*' 

General  Montero  had  risen  with  a  jingle  of  steel  scabbard 
and  a  ripjde  of  glitter  on  his  gold  embroidered  breast ;  a 
heavy  swoid  hilt  appeared  at  his  ride  above  the  edge  of  the 
table.  In  this  gorgeons  uniform,  with  his  bnll  neck,  his 
hooked  nose  flattened  on  the  tip  upon  a  blue- black,  dyed 
moustache,  he  looked  like  a  disguised  and  sinister  vaquero. 
The  drone  of  hia  voice  had  a  strangely  rasping,  soulless  ring. 
He  floundered,  lowering,  through  a  few  vague  sentences  ;  then 
suddenly  laising  his  big  head  and  his  voice  together,  burst  out 
harshly — 

^  The  honour  of  the  country  is  in  the  hands  of  the  army. 
I  assure  you  I  shall  be  faithful  to  it."  He  heritated  till  his 
roaming  eyes  met  Sir  John*8  face,  upon  which  he  fixed  a  lurid, 

sleepy  glance  ;  and  the  ligui'e  of  the  lately-negotiated  loan 
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came  into  his  mind.  He  lifted  his  glass.  **I  drink  to  the 
health  of  the  man  who  brings  ns  a  million  and  a  half  of 
ponnds.'* 

He  tossed  off  his  champagne,  and  sat  down  heavily  with  a 
half-surprised,  half-bullying  look  all  round  the  faces  in  the 
profound,  as  if  appalled,  silence  which  succeeded  the  felicitons 
toast.   Sir  John  did  not  move. 

"  I  don't  think  I  am  called  upon  to  rise,"  he  murmured  to 
Mrs.  Gould.  That  sort  of  thing  speaks  iot  itself.'*  But  Don 
Jo86  Avellanos  came  to  the  rescue  with  a  short  oration^  in 
which  he  alluded  pointedly  to  England's  goodwill  towards 
Costaguana — a  goodwill,  he  continued  significantly,  "  of  which 
I,  having  been  in  my  time  accredited  to  the  Court  of  St.  James, 
am  able  to  speak  with  some  knowledge." 

Only  then  Sir  John  thought  fit  to  respond,  which  he  did 
gracefully  in  bad  French,  punctuated  by  bursts  of  applause 
and  the  Hear !  Heacs  I "  of  Captain  Mitchell,  who  was  aUe 
to  understand  a  word  now  and  then.  Directly  he  had  done, 
the  financier  of  railways  turned  to  Mrs.  Gould — 

"  You  were  good  enough  to  say  that  you  intended  to  ask 
me  for  something,"  he  reminded  her  gallantly.  "What  is  it  ? 
Be  assured  that  any  request  from  you  would  be  considered  in 
the  light  of  a  favour  to  myself." 

She  thanked  him  by  a  gracious  smile.   Everybody  was 
rising  from  the  table. 

Let  us  go  on  deck,"  she  proposed, "  where  I'll  be  able  to 
point  out  to  yon  the  very  object  of  my  request.** 

An  enormous  national  flag  of  Oastagnana,  diagonal  red 
and  yellow,  with  two  green  palm  trees  iu  the  middle,  floated 
lazily  at  the  mainmast-head  of  the  Juno.  A  multitude  of 
fireworks  being  let  off  in  their  thousands  at  the  water's  edge 
in  honour  of  the  President  kept  up  a  mysterious  cr^Htating 
noise  half  round  the  harbour.  Now  and  <jien  a  lot  f  * 
swishii^  upwards  invisibly  detonated  ovarhead  witi*  . 
puff  of  smoke  in  the  bright  sky.  Crowds  of  people  could  he 
seen  between  the  town  gate  and  the  harbour,  under  ^ih""  \  h^fi^ 
of  mnltioolonred  flags  fluttering  on  tall  poles.  Fauiii  on^^^^ 
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militaiy  mnaic  irould  be  heard  snddenly^aiid  ihe  lemoto  Boand 
of  ihonting.  A  knot  of  ragged  negroes  at  the  end  of  the 
whaif  kept  on  loading  and  firing  a  small  iron  cannon  time 
after  time.   A  greyish  haze  of  dost  hong  thin  and  motionless 

against  the  sun. 

Don  Vincente  Ribiera  made  a  few  steps  under  the  deck- 
awning,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Sefior  Avellanos  ;  a  wide  circle 
was  formed  ronnd  him,  where  the  mirthless  smile  of  his  dark 
lips  and  the  sightless  glitter  of  his  spectaoles  conld  be  seen 
taming  amiaUy  from  side  to  side.  The  informal  fonctlon 
arranged  on  purpose  on  board  the  Jvim  to  give  the  President- 
Dictator  an  opportunity  to  meet  intimately  some  of  his  most 
notable  adherents  in  Sulaco,  was  drawing  to  an  end.  On  one 
side,  General  Montero,  his  bald  head  covered  now  by  a  plumed 
cocked  hat,  remained  motionless  on  a  skylight  seat,  a  pair  of 
big  gauntleted  hands  folded  on  tlic  hilt  of  the  sabre  standing 
npright  between  his  legs.  The  white  plnme,  the  coppery  tint 
of  his  broad  face,  the  bine-black  of  the  moniBtaches  under  the 
curved  beak,  the  mass  of  gold  on  sleeves  and  breast,  the  high 
shining  boots  with  enormous  spurs,  the  working  nostrils,  the 
imbecile  and  domineering  stare  of  the  glorious  victor  of  Rio 
Seco  had  in  them  something  ominous  and  incredible  ;  the  ex- 
aggeration of  the  cruel  caricature,  the  fatuity  of  solemn  mas- 
querading, the  atrocious  grotesqaeness  of  some  military  idol  of 
Asteo  conception  and  European  bedecking,  awaiting  the 
homage  of  worshippers.  Don  Josd  approached  diplomatically 
this  weird  and  inscmtable  portent,  and  Mrs.  Oonld  tamed  her 
fascmated  eyes  away  at  last. 

Charles,  coming  up  to  take  leave  of  Sir  John,  heard  him 
say,  as  he  bent  over  his  wife's  hand,  "  Cert^iinly.  Of  course, 
my  dear  Mrs.  Gould,  for  a  jproUgi  of  yours  1  Not  the  slightest 
difBcnlty.   Consider  it  done." 

th;lQg  ashore  in  the  same  boat  with  the  Goulds,  Don  Jo86 
Avellalids  was  very  silent.  Even  in  the  Gk>ald  carriage  he  did 
not  open  his  lips  for  a  long  time.  The  moles  trotted  slowly 
away  from  the  wharf  between  the  extended  hands  of  the  beg- 
gars, who  for  that  day  seemed  to  have  abandoned  in  a  body 
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the  portals  of  churches.  Char](3s  Gould  sat  on  the  back  seat 
and  looked  away  upon  the  plain.  A  multitude  of  booths  made 
of  green  bougha,  of  rushes,  of  odd  pieces  of  plank  eked  out 
with  bits  of  canvas  bad  \ma  erected  all  over  it  for  the  sale  of 
cana,  of  dalces,  of  fruit,  of  cigars.  Over  little  heaps  of  glowing 
charcoal  Indian  women,  squatting  on  mats,  (XK>ked  food  in 
black  earthen  pots,  and  boiled  the  water  for  the  mat^  gourds, 
which  they  offered  in  soft,  caressing  voices  to  the  country 
people.  A  racecourse  had  been  staked  out  for  the  vaqueros  ; 
and  away  to  the  left,  from  where  the  crowd  was  massed  thickly 
about  a  huge  temporary  erection,  like  a  circus  tent  of  wood 
with  a  conical  grass  roof,  came  the  resonant  twanging  of  harp 
strings,  the  sharp  ping  of  guitars,  with  the  grave  dramming 
throb  of  an  Indian  gombo  pulsating  steadily  through  the  shrill 
choruses  of  the  dancers. 

Charles  Gould  said  presently — 

*'  All  this  piece  of  land  belongs  now  to  the  Railway  Company. 
There  will  be  no  more  popular  feasts  held  here." 

Mrs.  Gould  was  rather  sony  to  think  so.  She  took  this 
opportunity  to  mention  how  she  had  just  obtained  from  Sir 
John  the  promise  that  the  house  occupied  by  Gioigio  Yiola 
should  not  be  interfered  with.  She  declared  she  could  never 
understand  why  the  survey  engineers  ever  talked  of  demolishing 
that  old  building.  It  was  not  in  the  way  of  the  projected 
harbour  branch  of  the  line  in  the  least. 

She  stopped  the  carriage  before  the  door  to  reassure  at  once 
the  old  Genoese,  who  came  out  bare-headed  and  stood  by  the 
carriao^e  step.  She  talked  to  him  in  Italian,  of  course,  and  he 
thanked  her  with  calm  dignity.  An  old  Garibaldino  was  grate- 
ful to  h»  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart  for  keeping  the  roof 
over  the  heads  of  his  wife  and  children.  He  was  too  old  to 
wander  any  more. 

"  And  is  it  for  ever,  sigfiora  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  For  as  long  as  you  like." 
Bene.   Then  the  place  must  be  named.   It  was  not  worth 
while  before." 

He  smiled  ruggedly,  with  a  ^running  together  of  wrinkles 
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at  the  comers  of  his  eyes.  I  shall  set  about  the  painting  of 
the  name  to-morrow.** 

"  And  what  is  it  going  to  be,  Giorgio?" 

"  Albergo  d'ltalia  Una,"  said  the  old  Garibaldino,  looking 
away  for  a  moment.  "  More  in  memory  of  those  who  have 
died,"  he  added,  "  than  for  the  country  stolen  from  us  soldiers 
of  liberty  by  the  craft  of  that  aocmsed  Piedmontese  race  of 
kings  and  ministeis." 

Mrs.  Gould  smiled  slightly,  and,  bending  over  a  little,  began 
to  inquire  about  his  wife  and  diildren.  He  had  sent  them  into 
town  on  that  day.  The  padrona  was  better  in  health  ;  many 
thanks  to  the  signora  for  inquiring. 

People  were  passing  in  twos  and  threes,  in  whole  parties  of 
men  and  women  attended  by  trottiiicr  children.  A  horseman 
mounted  on  a  silver  grey  mare  drew  rein  quietly  in  the  shade 
of  the  house  after  taking  off  his  hat  to  the  party  in  the  carriage, 
who  returned  smiles  and  familiar  nods.  Old  Viola,  evidently 
very  pleased  with  the  news  he  had  just  heard,  interrupted  him- 
self for  a  moment  to  tell  him  rapidly  that  the  house  was 
secured,  by  the  kindness  of  the  English  sigfiora,  for  as  long  as 
he  liked  to  keep  it.  The  other  listened  attentively,  but  made 
no  response. 

When  the  carriage  moved  on  he  took  off  his  hat  again,  a 
grey  sombrero  with  a  silver  cord  and  tassels.  The  bright 
colours  of  a  Mexican  serape  twisted  on  the  cantle,  the  enormous 
silver  buttons  on  the  embroidered  leather  jacket,  the  row  of 
tinj  silver  buttons  down  the  seam  of  the  trousers,  the  snowy 
linen,  a  silk  sash  with  embroidered  ends,  the  silver  plates  on 
headstall  and  saddle,  proclaimed  the  unapproachable  style  of 
the  famous  Capataz  dc  Cargadores — a  Mediterranean  sailor — 
got  up  with  more  finished  splendour  than  any  well-to-do  young 
ranchero  of  the  Campo  had  ever  displayed  on  a  high  holiday. 

"  It  is  a  great  thing  for  me,"  murmured  old  Giorgio,  still 
thinking  of  the  house,  for  now  he  bad  grown  weary  of  change. 
The  dgfiora  just  said  a  word  to  the  Englishman." 

"  The  old  Englishman  who  has  enough  money  to  pay  for  a 
railmy  ?  He  is  going  off  in  an  hour,"  remarked  Nostromo 
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careleaBlj.  Buon  viag^io,  then.  I*ve  guarded  his  bones  aU 
the  way  from  the  Entrada  pass  down  to  the  plain  and  into 
Snlaco,  as  though  he  had  been  my  own  father." 

Old  GioTiaio  only  moved  his  head  sideways  absently. 

Nostrorao  pointed  after  the  Goulds'  carriage,  nearing  the  grass- 
grown  gate  in  the  old  town  wall  that  was  like  a  wall  of  matted 
jungle. 

And  I  have  sat  alone  at  night  with  my  revolver  in  the 
Company's  warehouse  time  and  again  by  the  side  of  that  other 
Englishman's  heap  of  silver,  guarding  it  as  though  it  had  been 
my  own." 

Viola  semned  lost  in  thought.  ^It  m  a  great  thing  for 
me,"  he  repeated  again,  as  if  to  himself. 

"It  is,"  agreed  the  magnificent  Capataz  de  Cargadores 
calmly.  "  Listen,  Vecchio — go  in  and  bring  me  out  a  cigar, 
but  don't  look  for  it  in  my  room.   There's  nothing  there." 

Viola  stepped  into  the  caf6  and  came  out  directly,  still 
absorbed  in  his  idea,  and  tendered  him  a  cigar,  mumbling 
thoughtfully  m  his  moustaohe,  ''Ohildren  growing  np— and 
girls,  too  t  Girls  I "  He  sighed  and  fell  silent. 

"What,  only  one?"  remarked  Nostromo,  looking  down 
with  a  sorb  of  comic  inquisitiveness  at  the  unconscious  old 
man.  "  No  matter,"  he  added,  with  lofty  negligence ;  "  one 
is  enough  till  another  is  wanted." 

He  lit  it  and  let  the  match  drop  from  his  passive  fingers. 
Giorgio  Viola  looked  up,  and  said  alnmpUy — 

''My  son  would  have  been  just  such  a  fine  young  man  as 
you,  Giaii'  Battista,  if  he  bad  Uved." 

''What?  Your  eon?  But  yon  are  right,  padrone.  If 
he  had  been  like  me  he  would  have  been  a  man." 

He  turned  his  horse  slowly,  and  paced  on  between  the 
booths,  checking  the  mare  almost  to  a  standstill  now  and  then 
for  children,  for  the  groups  of  people  from  the  distant  Campo, 
who  stared  after  him  with  admiration.  The  Company's  lighter- 
men he  met  sainted  him  fKHU  afar ;  and  the  greatly  wvied 
Oapatas  de  Cargadores  advanced,  amongst  murmurs  of  recog- 
nition and  obsequious  greetings,  towards  the  huge  caxma-like 
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ereciion.  The  throng  thickened  ;  the  guitars  tinkled  louder  ; 
other  horsemen  sat  motionless,  smoking  calmly  above  the  heads 
of  the  crowd ;  it  eddied  and  pushed  before  the  doon  of  the 
high-roofed  buildii^,  whence  iflBued  a  shiiffle  and  thumping  of 
f eefe  in  time  to  tihe  danoe  mnnc  Tibiating  and  ahiieking  wilh 
a  xaddng  rhythm,  orerhnng  by  the  tremendons,  smtuned, 
hoflow  roar  of  the  gombo.  The  barbarous  and  imposing  noise 
of  the  big  drum,  that  can  madden  a  crowd,  and  that  even 
Europeans  cannot  hear  without  a  strange  emotion,  seemed  to 
draw  Nostromo  on  to  its  source,  while  a  man,  wrapped  up  in 
a  faded,  torn  poncho,  walked  by  his  stirrup,  and,  buffeted  right 
and  left,  begged  hb  worship  *'  inoutoitlj  for  emplojBmt  on 
the  whaif.  He  whined,  offering  the  Bettor  Oapatai  half  hia 
daily  pay  for  the  privilege  of  heing  admitted  to  the  swaggering 
Intemity  <tf  Oargadores ;  the  other  half  woold  be  enough  for 
him,  he  protested.  But  Captain  Mitchell's  right-hand  man— 
**  invaluable  for  om*  work — a  perfectly  incorruptible  fellow  " — 
after  looking  down  critically  at  the  rag<xed  mozo,  shook  his 
head  without  a  word  in  the  uproar  going  on  around. 

The  man  fell  back ;  and  a  little  further  on  Nostromo  had 
to  poll  up.  From  the  doors  of  the  danoe  hall  men  and  women 
oiMiged  tottering,  streaming  with  swest,  tr^nbling  in  every 
hmb,  to  lean,  panting,  with  staring  eyes  and  parted  hps,  against 
the  wall  of  the  structure,  where  the  harps  and  guitars  played 
on  with  mad  speed  in  an  incessant  roll  of  thunder.  Hundreds 
of  hands  clapped  in  there ;  voices  shrieked,  and  then  all  at 
once  woold  sink  low,  chanting  in  unison  the  refrain  of  a  love 
song,  with  a  dying  fall.  A  red  flower,  flung  with  a  good  aim 
from  somewhere  in  the  crowd,  struck  the  resplendent  Oapatai 
ontheolieeL 

He  caoght  it  ss  it  f dl,  neatly,  hot  for  some  time  did  not 

turn  his  head.  When  at  last  he  condescended  to  look  round, 
the  throng  near  him  had  parted  to  make  way  for  a  pretty 
Morenita,  her  hair  held  up  by  a  small  golden  comb,  who  was 
walking  towards  him  in  the  open  space. 

Her  arms  and  neck  emmged  plump  and  bare  from  a  snowy 
ohemisetie;  the  bine  woollen  skirt,  with  all  the  folness 
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gathered  in  front,  scanty  on  the  hips  and  tight  across  the 
back,  disclosed  the  provoking  action  of  her  walk.  She  came 
straight  on  and  laid  her  hand  on  the  mare*s  neck  with  a  timid, 

coquettish  look  upwards  out  of  the  corner  of  her  eyes. 

"Querido,'*  she  murmured  caressingly,  "why  do  you 
pretend  not  to  see  me  when  I  pass  ?  " 

"Because  I  don't  love  thee  any  more,"  said  Nostromo 
deliberately,  after  a  moment  of  reflective  silence. 

The  hand  on  the  mare's  neck  trembled  suddenly.  She 
dropped  her  head  before  all  the  eyes  in  the  wide  circle  formed 
round  the  generous,  the  terrible,  the  inoonstant  Capataz  de 
OargadoitBs,  and  his  Morenita. 

Nostromo,  looking  down,  saw  tears  beginning  to  fall  down 
her  face. 

"Has  it  come,  then,  ever  beloved  of  my  heart?"  she 
whispered.     Is  it  true  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Nostromo,  looking  away  carelessly.  "  It  was 
a  lie.  I  love  thee  as  much  as  ever.'* 

Is  that  true  ? "  she  cooed  joyously,  her  cheeks  still  wet 
with  her  tears. 

"  It  is  true." 

"  True  on  the  life  ?  " 

"  As  true  as  that ;  but  thou  must  not  ask  me  to  swear  it 
on  the  Madonna  that  stands  in  thy  room."  And  the  Oapataz 
laughed  a  little  in  response  to  the  grins  of  the  crowd. 

She  poated— very  pretty — a  little  uneasy. 
No,  I  will  not  ask  for  that.  I  can  see  love  in  your  eyes.** 
She  laid  her  hand  on  his  knee.  ^' Why  are  you  trembling  like 
this?  Prom  love?"  she  continued,  while  the  cavernous 
thundering  of  the  gombo  went  on  without  a  pause.  "  But 
if  you  love  her  as  much  as  that,  you  must  give  your  Paquita 
a  gold-mounted  rosary  of  beads  for  the  neck  of  her  Madonna." 

"  No,"  said  Nostromo,  looking  into  her  uplifted,  begging 
eyes,  which  suddenly  turned  stony  with  surprise. 

"No  ?  Then  what  else  will  your  worship  give  me  on  the 
day  of  the  fiesta  ?  "  she  asked  angrily  ;"  so  as  not  to  shame 
me  before  all  these  people." 
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"  There  is  no  shame  for  thee  in  getting  nothing  from  thy 
lover  for  once." 

**  True  I  The  shame  is  your  worship's— my  poor  lover's," 
she  flared  up  sarcastically. 

Langhs  were  heard  at  her  anger^  at  her  retort.  What  an 
aadacioQS  spitfire  she  was  I  The  people  awaie  of  this  scene 
were  caUing  out  urgently  to  others  in  the  crowd.  The  circle 
lonnd  the  silver-grey  mare  narrowed  slowly. 

The  girl  went  off  a  pace  or  two,  confronting  the  mocking 
curiosity  of  the  eyes,  then  flung  back  to  the  stirrup,  tiptoeing, 
her  enr^ed  face  turned  up  to  Nostromo  with  a  pair  of  blazing 
eyes.    He  bent  low  to  her  in  the  saddle. 

"  Juan,"  she  hissed,  "  I  could  stab  thee  to  the  heart  I " 

The  dreaded  Oapataz  de  Oargadores,  magniflcent  and 
caieleesly  pablic  in  his  amours,  flung  his  arm  round  her  neck 
and  kissed  her  spluttering  lips.  A  murmur  went  round. 

^  A  knife  I  **  he  demuided  at  liy^ge,  holding  her  firmly  by 
the  shoulder. 

Twenty  blades  flashed  out  together  in  the  circle.  A  young 
man  in  holiday  attire,  bounding  in,  thrust  one  in  Nostromo's 
hand  and  bounded  back  into  the  ranks,  very  proud  of  himself. 
Nostromo  had  not  even  looked  at  him. 

"  Stand  on  my  foot,*'  he  commanded  the  girl,  who,  suddenly 
subdued,  rose  lightly,  and  when  he  had  her  up,  encircling  her 
waists  her  face  near  to  his,  he  pressed  the  knife  into  her  little 
hand. 

*'  No,  Morenita  1  You  shall  not  put  me  to  shame,"  he 
said.  "  You  shall  have  your  present ;  and  so  that  every  one 
shall  know  who  is  your  lover  to-day,  you  may  cut  all  the  silver 
buttons  off  my  coat." 

There  were  shouts  of  laughter  and  applause  at  this  witty 
freak,  while  the  girl  passed  the  keen  blade,  and  the  impassive 
rider  jingled  in  his  palm  the  increasing  (hoard  of  silver 
buttons.  He  eased  her  to  the  ground  with  both  her  hands 
full.  After  whispering  for  a  while  with  a  very  strenuous 
face,  she  walked  away,  staring  haughtily,  and  vanished  into 
the  crowd. 
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The  circle  had  broken  up,  and  the  lordly  Oapataz  de 
Cargadores,  the  indispensable  man,  the  tried  and  trusty 
NoBtromo,  the  Mediterranean  Bailor  come  ashore  casually 
to  try  his  luck  iu  Oostaguana,  rode  slowly  towcyrds  the 
harbonr.  The  Jmo  was  just  then  swinging  rcHind ;  and  even 
as  Nofltromo  leined  np  again  to  look  on,  a  flag  lan  up  on  the 
improvised  flagstaff  erected  in  an  ancient  and  dismantled  litde 
fort  at  the  harbour  entrance.  Half  a  battery  of  field  guns 
had  been  hurried  over  there  from  the  Sulaco  barracks  for  the 
purpose  of  firing  the  reglementary  salutes  for  the  President- 
Dictator  and  the  War  Minister.  As  the  mail-boat  headed 
through  the  pass,  the  badly-timed  reports  announced  the  end 
of  Don  Yincente  Ribiara's  first  official  visit  to  Sulaco,  and  for 
O^ptain  Mitchell  the  end  of  another  '^historio  occasion.'* 
Neit  time  when  the  Hope  of  honest  men  **  was  to  come  that 
way,  a  year  and  a  half  later,  it  was  nnoificially,  over  the  monn- 
tain  tracks,  fleeiug  after  a  defeat  on  a  lame  mule,  to  be  only 
just  saved  by  Nostromo  from  an  ignominious  death  at  the 
hands  of  a  mob.  It  was  a  very  different  event,  of  which 
Captain  Mitchell  used  to  say — 

"  It  was  history— history,  sir  !  And  that  fellow  of  mine, 
Nostromo,  yon  know,  was  right  in  it.  Absolntdy  making 
histoiy,  sir.*' 

Bnt  this  event,  (n!editable  to  Nostromo,  was  to  lead  imme- 
diately to  another,  which  could  not  be  classed  either  as 
"  history  "  or  as  "  a  mistake  "  in  Captain  Mitchell's  phraseology. 
He  had  another  word  for  it. 

"  Sir,"  he  used  to  say  afterwards,  "  that  was  no  mistake. 
It  was  a  fatality.  A  misfortune,  pure  and  simple,  sir.  And 
that  poor  fellow  of  mine  was  right  in  it — bright  in  the  middle 
of  it  I  A  fatality,  if  ever  there  was  one— and  to  my  mind  he 
has  never  been  the  same  man  since." 


PART  SECOND. 

TME  ISABELS. 

CHAPTER  L 

Throtoh  good  and  evil  report  in  the  TarTing  fortune  of  that 
i^rogg^e  which  Don  Job6  had  charactraiaed  in  the  phrase,  <Hhe 
fate  of  national  hcmestj  trembles  in  Uie  balanoe,"  the  €k>Qld 

Concession,  "  Imperium  in  Imperio,"  had  gone  on  working  ; 
the  square  monntain  had  gone  on  pouring  its  treasure  down 
the  wooden  shoots  to  the  unresting  batteries  of  stamps ;  the 
lights  of  San  Tom^  had  twinkled  night  after  night  upon  the 
great,  limitlesB  shadow  of  the  campo ;  every  three  months 
the  i^ver  escort  had  gone  down  to  the  sea  as  if  neither  the  war 
nor  its  oonseqoenoes  oonld  ever  affect  the  ancient  Occidental 
State  secfaided  beyond  its  high  barrier  of  the  Cordillera.  All 
the  fighting  took  place  on  the  other  side  of  that  mighty  wall 
of  serrated  peaks  lorded  over  by  the  white  dome  of  Higuerota 
and  as  yet  unbreached  by  the  railway,  of  which  only  the  first 
part,  the  easy  Campo  part  from  Sulaco  to  the  Tvie  Valley  at 
the  foot  of  the  pass,  had  been  laid.  Neither  did  the  telegraph 
line  cross  the  mountains  yet ;  its  poles,  like  slender  beacons 
on  the  phun,  penetrated  into  the  forest  fringe  of  the  foot-hills 
out  by  the  deep  avenne  <tf  the  track ;  and  its  wire  ended 
abmptly  in  the  oonstooction  camp  at  a  white  deal  table 
supporting  a  Morse  apparatns,  in  a  long  hut  of  planks  with  a 
corrugated  iron  roof  overshadowed  by  gigantic  cedar  trees — 
the  quarters  of  the  engineer  in  charge  of  the  advance  section. 
The  harbour  was  busy,  too,  with  the  traffic  in  railway 
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material,  and  with  the  moyementB  of  troops  along  the  coast. 
The  O.8.N.  Company  fonnd  mnch  occnpation  for  its  fleet. 

Costaguaua  had  no  navy,  and,  apart  from  a  few  coastguard 
cutters,  there  were  no  national  ships  except  a  couple  of  old 
merchant  steamers  used  as  transports. 

Captain  Mitchell,  feeling  more  and  more  in  the  thick  of 
hjsUiTjf  fonnd  time  for  an  hour  or  so  during  an  afternoon  in 
ihe  drawing-room  of  the  Oasa  Gould,  wheze»  with  a  strange 
ignorance  of  the  real  forces  at  work  around  him,  he  professed 
himself  delighted  to  get  away  from  the  strain  of  affairs.  He 
did  not  know  what  he  would  have  done  without  his  invalu- 
able Nostromo,  he  declared.  Those  confounded  Costaguana 
politics  gave  him  more  work — ^he  confided  to  Mrs.  Gould — 
than  he  had  bargained  for. 

Don  Jos^  Avellanos  had  displayed  in  the  service  of  the 
endangered  Eibiera  Government  an  organising  activity  and  an 
eloquence  of  which  the  echoes  reached  even  Europe.  For, 
after  the  new  loan  to  the  Btfoieia  Government,  Europe  had 
become  interested  in  Oostaguaaa.  The  Sala  of  the  Provincial 
Assembly  (in  the  Municipal  Buildings  of  Sulaco),  with  its 
portraits  of  the  Liberators  on  the  walls  and  an  old  tiag  of 
Cortez  preserved  in  a  glass  case  above  the  President's  cliair, 
had  heard  all  these  speeches — the  early  one  containing  the 
impassioned  declaration  "  Militarism  is  the  enemy,"  the  famous 
one  of  the  trembling  balance  "  delivered  on  the  occasion  of 
the  vote  for  the  laising  of  a  second  Sulaco  regiment  in  the 
defence  of  the  reforming  Government ;  and  when  the  pro* 
vmoes  again  displayed  their  old  flags  (proscribed  in  Guzman 
Bento's  time)  there  was  another  of  those  great  orations,  when 
Don  Jose  greeted  these  old  emblems  of  the  war  of  Inde- 
pendence, brought  out  again  in  the  name  of  new  Ideals.  The 
old  idea  of  Federalism  had  disappeared.  For  his  part  he  did 
not  wish  to  revive  old  political  doctrines.  They  were  perish- 
able. They  died.  But  the  doctrine  of  political  rectitude  was 
immortal  The  second  Sulaco  regiment,  to  whom  he  was 
presenting  this  flag,  was  golug  to  r^ow  its  valour  in  a  contest 
for  order,  peace,  progress ;  for  the  establishment  of  national 
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sdf -respect,  wlihont  which — ^he  declared  with  energy — we  are 
•a  reproach  and  a  byword  amongst  the  powers  of  the  world." 

Don  Jos^  Avellanos  loved  his  country.  He  had  served  it 
lavishly  with  his  fortune  during  his  diplomatic  career,  and  the 
later  story  of  his  captivity  and  barbarous  ill*asage  under 
Guzman  Bento  was  well  known  to  his  listeners.  It  was  a  • 
wonder  that  he  had  not  been  a  victim  of  the  ferociotiB  a^d 
smnmary  ezecntions  which  marked  the  coarse  of  that  tyranny ; 
tot  Gnzman  had  mled  the  conntry  with  the  sombre  imbecility 
of  political  fanaticism.  The  power  of  Snpreme  Government 
had  become  in  his  dull  mind  an  object  of  strange  worship,  as  if 
it  were  some  sort  of  cruel  deity.  It  was  incarnated  in  himself, 
and  his  adversaries,  the  Federalists,  were  the  snpreme  sinners, 
objects  of  hate,  abhorrence,  and  fear,  as  heretics  would  be  to  a 
convinced  Inquisitor.  For  years  he  had  carried  about  at  the 
tail  of  the  Army  of  Pacification,  all  over  the  country,  a  captive 
hand  of  such  atrocious  criminak,  who  considered  themselves 
most  unfortunate  at  not  having  been  summarily  executed.  It 
was  a  diminishing  company  of  nearly  naked  skeletons,  loaded 
with  irons,  covered  with  dirt,  with  vermin,  with  raw  wounds, 
all  men  of  position,  of  education,  of  wealth,  who; had  learned  to 
fie^ht  amongst  themselves  for  scraps  of  rotten  beef  thrown  to 
them  by  soldiers,  or  to  beg  a  negro  cook  for  a  drink  of  muddy 
water  in  pitiful  accents.  Don  Jos^  Avellanos,  clanking  hk 
duuns  amongst  the  otiien,  seemed  only  to  exist  in  order  to 
prove  how  much  hunger,  pain,  degradation,  and  cruel  torture  a 
human  body  can  stand  without  parting  with  the  last  spark  of 
life.  Sometimes  interrogatories,  backed  by  some  primitive 
method  of  torture,  were  administered  to  them  by  n  commission 
of  officers  hastily  assembled  in  a  hut  of  sticks  and  branches, 
and  made  pitiless  by  the  fear  for  their  own  live«?.  A  lucky 
one  or  two  of  that  spectral  company  of  prisoners  would  perhaps 
be  led  tottering  behind  a  bush  to  be  shot  by  a  file  of  soldiers. 
Always  an  army  chaplainrHEK>me  unshaven,  dirty  man,  girt  with 
a  sword  and  with  a  tiny  cross  embroidered  in  white  cotton  on 
the  left  breast  of  a  lieutenant's  uniform— would  follow, 
cigarette  in  the  comer  of  the  month,  wooden  stool  in  hand. 
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to  hear  ihe  (xmf eflsion  and  give  absolation ;  for  the  Citizen 
Savionr  of  the  Ooontry  (Guzman  Bento  was  called  thns 
ofBciallj,  in  petitions)  was  not  ayerse  from  the  exercise  of 

rational  clemency.  The  irregular  report  of  the  firing  squad 
would  be  heard,  followed  sometimes  hj  a  single  finishing  shot; 
a  little  bluish  cloud  of  smoke  would  float  up  above  the  green 
bushes,  and  the  Army  of  Pacification  would  move  on  over  the 
savannas,  through  the  forests,  crossing  rivers,  invading  rural 
pueblos,  devastating  the  haciendas  of  the  horrid  aristocrats, 
occnpyii^  the  inland  towns  in  the  fulfilment  of  its  patriotic 
mission,  and  leaving  behind  a  united  land  wherein  the  evil 
taint  of  Federalism  could  no  longer  be  detected  in  the  smoke 
of  burning  houses  and  the  smell  of  spilt  blood. 

Don  Jos6  Avellanos  had  survived  that  time. 

Perhaps,  when  contemptuously  signifying  to  him  his  release, 
the  Citizen  Saviour  of  the  Country  might  have  thought  this 
benighted  aristocrat  too  broken  in  health  and  spirit  and  fortune 
to  be  any  longer  dangerous.  Or,  perhaps,  it  may  have  been  a 
simple  caprice.  Guzman  Bento,  usually  full  of  fandfnl  fears 
and  brooding  suspicions,  had  sudden  accesses  of  unreasonable 
self-confidence  when  he  perceived  himself  elevated  on  a 
pinnacle  of  power  and  safety  beyond  the  reach  of  mere  mortal 
plotters.  At  such  times  he  would  impulsively  command  the 
celebration  of  a  solemn  Mass  of  thanksgiving,  which  would  be 
sung  in  great  pomp  in  the  cathedral  of  Sta.  Marta  by  the 
trembling  subservient  Archbishop  of  his  creation.  He  heard  it 
sitting  in  a  gilt  armchair  placed  before  the  high  altar, 
surrounded  by  the  civil  and  nUlitary  heads  of  his  Gk>vemment 
The  unofficial  world  of  Sta.  Marta  would  crowd  into  the 
cathedral,  for  it  was  not  quite  safe  for  anybody  of  mark  to 
stay  away  from  these  manifestations  of  presidential  piety. 
Having  thus  acknowledged  the  only  power  he  was  at  all  dis- 
posed to  recognise  as  above  himself,  he  would  scatter  acts  of 
political  grace  in  a  sardonic  wantonness  of  clemency.  There  was 
no  other  way  left  now  to  enjoy  his  power  but  by  seeing  his 
crushed  adversaries  crawl  impotently  into  the  light  of  day  out 
of  the  dark  noisome  cells  of  the  Ooll^o.  Their  harmlessness 
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fed  his  insatiable  vanity,  and  they  could  always  be  got  hold  of 
again.  It  was  the  rule  for  all  the  women  of  their  famQies  to 
pref?ont  thanks  afterwards  in  a  special  audience.  The  incarna- 
tion of  that  strange  god  :  El  Gobierno* Supremo,  received  them 
standing,  cocked  hat  on  head,  and  exhorted  them  in  a  menac- 
ing mntter  to  show  their  giafcitnde  by  bringing  np  their  children 
in  fidelity  to  the  democratic  form  of  government,  which  I  have 
established  for  the  happiness  of  onr  country.'*  His  front  teeth 
having  been  knocked  out  in  some  accident  of  his  former  herds- 
man's life,  his  utterance  was  spluttering  and  indistinct.  He 
had  been  working  for  Costaguana  alone  in  the  midst  of 
treachery  and  opposition.  Let  it  cease  now  lest  he  should 
become  weary  of  forgiving  I 

Don  Jos^  Avellanos  bad  known  this  forgiveness. 

He  was  broken  in  health  and  f  ortone  deidorably  enongh  to 
IH!e0ent  a  truij  gratifying  spectacle  to  the  supreme  diief  of 
democratic  institutions.  He  retired  to  Snlaco.  His  wife  had 
an  estate  in  that  province,  and  she  nursed  him  back  to  life  out 
of  the  house  of  death  and  captivity.  When  she  died,  their 
daughter,  an  only  child,  was  old  enongh  to  devote  herself  to 
**  poor  papa.*' 

Miss  Avellanos,  bom  in  Europe  and  educated  partly  in 
England,  was  a  tall,  grave  girl,  with  a  self-possessed  manner, 
a  wide,  white  forehead,  a  wealth  of  rich  brown  haur,  and  blue 
eyes. 

The  other  young  ladies  of  Sulaco  stood  in  awe  of  her  char- 
acter and  accomplishments.  She  was  reputed  to  be  terribly 

learned  and  serious.  As  to  pride,  it  was  well  known  that  all 
the  Corbelins  were  proud,  and  her  mother  was  a  Corbelan.  Don 
JoHe  Avellanos  depended  very  much  upon  the  devotion  of  his 
beloved  Antonia.  He  accepted  it  in  the  benighted  way  of  men, 
who,  though  made  in  God's  image,  are  like  stone  idols  without 
sense  before  the  smoke  of  certain  burnt  offerings.  He  was 
ruined  in  every  way,  but  a  man  possessed  of  passion  is  not  a 
bankrupt  in  life.  Bon  Josd  Avellanos  desired  passionately  for 
his  country  :  peace,  prosperity,  and  (as  the  end  of  the  preface 
to  "  Fifty  Years  of  Misrule  "  has  it)  "  an  honourable  place  in 
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tiie  oomitj  of  civilised  nations.**  In  this  last  phrase  the 
Minister  Plenipotentiary,  cruelly  humiliated  by  the  bad  faith  of 

his  Govoriinieiit  towards  the  foreign  bondholders,  stands 
disclosed  in  tlie  patriot. 

'  The  fatuous  turmoil  of  greedy  factions  succeeding  the 
tyranny  of  Guzman  Bento  seemed  to  bring  his  desire  to  the 
very  door  of  opportonity.  He  was  too  dd  to  descend  person- 
ally into  the  centre  of  the  arena  at  Sta.  Marta.  Bnt  the  men 
who  acted  there  songht  his  advice  at  every  step.  He  himself 
thonght  that  he  oonld  be  most  useful  at  a  distance,  in  Snlaco. 
Ills  uaiiic,  his  connections,  his  former  position,  his  experience 
commanded  the  respect  of  his  class.  The  discovery  that  this 
man,  livinj;^  in  dignified  poverty  in  the  Curbelan  town  residence 
(opposite  the  Casa  Gould),  could  dispose  of  material  means 
towards  the  support  of  the  cause  increased  his  influence.  It 
was  his  open  letter  of  appeal  that  decided  the  candidature  of 
Don  Yincente  Ribiera  for  the  Presidency.  Another  of  these 
informal  State  papers  drawn  up  by  Don  Joed  (this  time  in 
the  shape  of  an  address  from  the  Province)  indnced  that 
scrupulous  constitutionalist  to  except  the  extraordinary  powers 
confen*ed  upon  hiui  for  five  years  by  an  overwhelming 
vote  of  the  congress  in  Sta.  Marta.  It  was  a  specific  mandate 
to  establish  the  prosperity  of  the  people  on  the  basis  of  firm 
peace  at  home,  and  to  redeem  the  national  credit  by  the 
satisfaction  of  all  just  claims  abroad. 

On  the  afternoon  the  news  of  that  vote  had  reached  Snlaco 
by  the  usual  ronndabont  postal  way  through  Gayta,  and  up  the 
coast  by  steamer.  Don  Joe^  who  had  been  waiting  for  the 
mail  in  the  Goulds'  drawing-room,  got  out  of  the  rocking-chair, 
letting  his  hat  fall  off  his  knees.  He  rubbed  his  silvery,  short 
hair  with  both  hands,  speechless  with  the  excess  of  joy. 

Emilia,  my  sonl,'*  he  had  burst  out,  let  me  embrace  you  I 
Let  me  " 

Captain  Mitchell*  had  he  been  there,  would  no  doubt  have 
made  an  apt  remark  about  the  dawn  of  a  new  era ;  bat  if 
Don  Jos6  thought  something  of  the  kind,  his  eloquence  failed 
him  on  this  occasion.  The  inspirer  of  that  revival  of  the 


THE  ISABEL& 


Blanco  party  tottered  where  he  stood.  Mrs.  Gould  moved 
forward  qaickly  and,  as  she  offered  her  cheek  with  a  smile  to 
her  old  f riendy  managed  very  deverly  to  give  him  the  support 
of  her  arm  he  really  needed. 

Don  Jos6  had  recovered  himself  at  onoe,  hat  for  a  tune  he 
oould  do  no  more  than  murmur,  "  Oh,  you  two  patriots  I  Oh, 
you  two  patriots ! " — looking  from  one  to  the  other.  Vague 
plans  of  another  historical  work,  wherein  all  the  devotions  to 
the  regeneration  of  tlie  country  he  loved  would  be  enshrined 
for  the  reverent  worship  of  posterity,  flitted  through  his  mind. 
The  historian  who  had  enough  elevation  of  soul  to  write  of 
Guzman  Bento :  Yet  this  monster,  imbrued  in  the  blood  of 
his  oountoymen,  must  not  be  held  unreservedly  to  the  execra- 
tion of  future  years.  It  appears  to  be  true  that  he,  too,  loved 
bw  country.  He  had  given  it  twelve  years  of  peace  ;  and, 
absolute  master  of  lives  and  fortune  as  he  was,  he  died  poor. 
His  worst  fault,  perhaps,  was  not  his  ferocity,  but  his  ignor- 
ance." The  man  who  could  write  thus  of  a  cruel  persecutor 
(the  passage  occurs  in  his  "  History  of  Misrule ")  felt  at  the 
foreshadowing  of  success  an  almost  boundless  affection  for  his 
two  helpers,  for  these  two  young  people  from  over  the  sea. 

Just  as  years  ago,  calmly,  from  the  conviction  of  practical 
necessity,  stronger  than  any  abstract  political  doctrine,  Henry 
Gon\d  had  drawn  the  sword,  so  now,  the  times  being  changed, 
Charles  Gould  had  flung  the  silver  of  the  San  Tom^  into  the 
fray.  The  Inglez  of  Sulaco,  the  "  Costaguana  Englishman  " 
of  the  third  generation,  was  as  far  from  being  a  political 
intriguer  as  his  uncle  from  a  revolutionary  swashbuckler. 
Springing  from  the  instinctive  uprightness  of  their  natures 
their  action  was  reasoned.  They  saw  an  opportunity  and  used 
Uie  weapon  to  hand. 

Charles  Gould's  position — a  commanding  position  in  the 
background  of  that  attempt  to  retrieve  the  peace  and  the  credit 
of  the  Eepublic — was  very  clear.  At  the  beginning  he  had 
had  to  accommodate  himself  to  existing  circumstances  of  cor- 
ruption so  naively  brazen  as  to  disarm  the  hate  of  a  man 
courageoos  enough  not  to  be  afraid  of  its  irresponsible  potency 
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to  ruin  everything  it  touched.  It  seemed  to  him  too  con- 
temptible for  hot  anj^^er  even.  He  made  use  of  it  with  a  cold, 
fearless  scorn,  manifested  rather  than  concealed  by  the  forms 
of  stony  courtesy  which  did  away  with  much  of  the  ignominy 
of  the  Bitnation.  At  bottom,  perhaps,  he  suffered  from  it,  for 
he  was  not  a  man  of  cowardly  illnsionsy  bat  he  refused  to  dis- 
COBS  the  ethical  view  with  his  wife.  He  trusted  that,  though  a 
litile  disenchanted,  she  would  be  intelligent  enough  to  understand 
that  his  character  safeguarded  the  enterprise  of  their  lives  as 
much  or  more  than  his  policy.  The  extraordinary  development 
of  the  mine  had  put  a  great  power  into  his  hands.  To  feel 
Ihut  prosperity  always  at  the  mercy  of  unintelligent  greed  had 
grown  irksome  to  him.  To  Mi's.  Gould  it  was  humiliating. 
At  any  rate,  it  was  dangerous.  In  the  confidential  communica- 
tions passing  between  Charles  Gould,  the  King  of  Sulaco,  and 
the  head  of  the  silver  and  steel  interests  far  away  in  Oalifomia, 
the  conviction  was  growing  that  any  attempt  made  by  men  of 
education  and  integrity  ought  to  be  discreetly  bupportcd.  '*  You 
may  tell  your  friend  Arellanos  that  I  think  so."  Mr.  Holroyd 
had  written  at  the  proper  moment  from  his  inviolable  sanctuary 
within  the  elevennstorey  high  factory  of  great  affairs.  And 
shortly  afterwards,  with  a  credit  opened  by  the  Third  Southern 
Bank  (located  next  door  but  one  to  the  Holroyd  Building), 
the  Bibierist  party  in  Oostaguana  took  a  practical  shape  under 
the  eye  of  the  administrator  of  the  San  Tom&  mine.  And  Don 
Jose's  the  hereditary  friend  of  the  Gould  family,  could  say : 
"  Perhaps,  my  dear  Caiios,  I  shall  not  have  believed  in  vain." 
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Aftkb  unother  armed  struggle,  decided  by  Montero's  victory 
of  Rio  Seco,  had  been  added  to  the  tale  of  civil  wars,  the 
"  honest  men,*'  as  Don  Jose  called  them,  could  breathe  freely 
for  the  first  time  in  half  a  century.  The  Five- Year-Mandate 
law  became  the  basis  of  that  regeneration,  the  passionate  desire 
and  hope  for  which  bad  been  like  the  elixir  of  everlasting 
yoath  for  Don  Joa^  AvellanoB, 

And  when  it  was  snddenly-Hind  not  quite  nnexpectedlj-* 
endangered  by  that  ''brute  Montero,"  it  was  a  passionate 
indignation  that  gave  him  a  new  lease  of  life,  as  it  were. 
Already,  at  the  time  of  the  President-Dictator's  visit  to  Sulaco, 
Moraga  had  sounded  a  note  of  warning  from  Sta.  Marta  about 
the  War  Minister.  Montero  and  his  brother  made  the  subject 
of  an  earnest  talk  between  the  Dictator-President  and  the 
Nestor-inspirer  of  the  party.  But  Don  Yincente,  a  doctor  of 
philosophy  from  the  Cordova  University,  seemed  to  have  an 
exaggerated  respect  for  nulitaiy  ability,  whose  mysteriousness 
— since  it  appeared  to  be  altogether  independent  of  intellect 
—imposed  upon  his  imagination.  The  victor  of  Uio  Seco  was 
a  popular  hero.  His  services  were  so  recent  that  the  President- 
Dictator  quailed  before  the  obvious  charge  of  political  ingrati- 
tude. Great  regenerating  transactions  were  being  initiated— 
the  fresh  loan,  a  new  railway  line,  a  vast  colonisation  scheme. 
Anything  that  could  unsettle  the  public  opinion  in  the  capital 
was  to  be  avoided.  Don  Jos6  bowed  to  these  arguments  and 
tried  to  dismiss  from  his  mind  the  gold-hiced  portent  in  boots, 
and  with  a  sabre,  made  meaningless  now  at  last,  he  hoped,  in 
the  new  order  of  things. 

Less  than  six  months  after  the  President-Dictator's  visit, 
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Salaco  learned  with  stnpefacfcion  of  the  militazy  levolt  in  the 
name  of  national  honour.  The  Minister  of  War,  in  a  barrack* 
square  allocntion  to  the  offioeni  of  the  artillery  regiment  he 

had  bocu  inspecting,  bad  declared  the  national  honour  sold  to 
foreigners.  The  Dictator,  bj  this  weak  compliance  with  the 
demands  of  the  European  powers — for  the  settlement  of  long 
outstanding  money  claims — ^had  showed  himself  unlit  to  rule. 
A  letter  from  Moraga  explained  afterwards  that  the  initiative, 
and  even  the  very  text,  of  the  incendiary  allocation  came,  in 
reality,  from  the  other  Montero,  the  ex-gnerillero,  the  Oom- 
mandante  de  Plasa.  The  energetic  treatment  of  Dr.  Mony- 
gham,  sent  for  in  haste  "  to  the  mountain,"  who  came  galloping 
three  leagues  in  the  dark,  saved  Don  Jose  from  a  dangerous 
attack  of  jaundice. 

After  getting  over  the  shock,  Don  Jose  refused  to  let 
himself  be  prostrated.  Indeed,  better  news  succeeded  at  first. 
The  revolt  in  the  capital  had  been  suppressed  after  a  night  of 
fighting  in  the  streets.  Unfortunately,  both  the  Monteroa 
had  been  able  to  make  their  escape  south,  to  their  native 
province  of  Entre-Montes.  The  hero  of  the  forest  march,  the 
victor  of  Rio  Seco,  had  been  received  with  frenzied  acclama- 
tions in  Nicoya,  the  provincial  capital.  The  troops  in  garrison 
there  had  gone  to  him  in  a  body.  The  brothers  were  orgiinising 
an  army,  gathering  malcontents,  sending  emissaries  primed 
with  patriotic  lies  to  the  people,  and  with  promises  of  plunder 
to  the  wild  UaneroB.  Even  a  Montenst  press  had  come  into 
existence,  speaking  oracularly  of  the  secret  promises  of  suj^rt 
given  by  '*our  great  sister  Republic  oi  the  North**  against 
the  sinister  land-grabbing  designs  of  European  powers,  cursing 
in  every  issue  the  "miserable  Ribiera,"  who  had  plotted  to 
deliver  his  country,  bound  hand  and  foot,  for  a  prey  to  foreign 
speculators. 

Sulaco,  pastoral  and  sleepy,  with  its  opulent  Campo  and 
the  rich  silver  mine,  heard  the  din  of  arms  fitfully  in  its 
fortunate  isolation.  It  was  nevertheless  in  the  very  forefront 
of  the  defence  with  men  and  money;  but  very  rumours 
reached  it  drcuitously— from  abroad  even,  so  much  was  it  cut 
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off  from  the  rest  of  the  Republic,  not  only  by  natural  obstacles, 
but  also  by  the  vicissitudes  of  the  war.  The  Monteristos  were 
besieging  Cayta,  an  important  postal  link.  The  overland 
couriers  ceased  to  come  across  the  mountains,  and  no  muleteer 
would  consent  to  risk  the  jotimey  at  last ;  even  Bonifacio  on 
one  occasion  failed  to  return  from  Sta.  Marta,  either  not 
daring  to  start,  or  perhaps  captured  by  the  parties  of  the 
enemy  raiding  the  conntry  between  the  Oordillera  and  the 
capital.  Monterist  publications,  however,  foimd  their  way 
into  the  province,  mysteriously  enough ;  and  also  Mouterisfc 
emissaries  preaching  death  to  aristocrats  in  the  villages  and 
towns  of  the  Campo.  Very  early,  at  the  beginning  of  the 
trouble,  Hernandez,  the  bandit,  had  proposed  (through  the 
agency  of  an  old  priest  of  a  village  in  the  wilds)  to  deliver 
two  of  them  to  the  Ribierist  authorities  in  Tonoro.  They 
had  come  to  offer  him  a  free  paidon  and  the  rank  of  colonel 
from  General  Montero  in  consideration  of  joining  the  rebel 
armv  with  his  mounted  band.  No  notice  was  taken  at  the 
time  of  the  proposal.  It  was  joined,  as  an  evidence  of  good 
faith,  to  a  petition  praying  the  Sulaco  Assembly  for  permission 
to  enlist,  with  all  his  followers,  in  the  forces  being  then  raised 
in  Sulaco  for  the  defence  of  the  Five  Year  Mandate  of  re- 
genmticm.  The  petition,  like  everything  else,  had  found  its 
way  into  Don  Joel's  hands.  He  had  showed  to  Mrs.  Gould 
these  pages  of  dirty-greyish  rough  paper  (perhaps  looted  in 
some  village  store),  covered  with  the  crabbed,  illiterate  hand- 
writing of  the  old  padre,  caiTied  off  from  his  hut  by  the  side 
of  a  mud-walled  church  to  be  the  secretary  of  the  dreaded 
Salteador.  They  had  both  bent  in  the  lamplight  of  the  Gould 
drawing-room  over  the  document  containing  the  herce  and 
yet  humble  appeal  of  the  man  agaiost  the  blind  and  stupid 
barbarity  turning  an  honest  ranchero  into  a  bandit.  A  post- 
script of  the  priest  stated  that,  but  for  bemg  deprived  of  his 
liberty  for  ten  days,  he  had  been  treated  with  humanity  and 
the  res})ect  due  to  his  sacred  calling.  He  had  been,  it  appears, 
confessing  and  absolving  the  chief  and  most  of  the  band,  and 
he  guaranteed  the  sincerity  of  their  good  disposition.   He  had 
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distributed  heavy  penances,  no  doubt  in  the  way  of  litanies 
and  fasts ;  but  he  argued  ahrewdly  that  it  would  be  difficult 
for  them  to  make  their  peace  with  Qod  darablj  till  they  had 
made  peaoe  with  men. 

Never  before,  perhaps,  had  Hernandez's  head  been  in  less 
jeopardy  than  when  he  petitioned  humbly  for  permission  to 
buy  a  ][MU^on  for  himself  and  his  gang  of  deserters  by  armed 
service.  He  could  range  afar  from  the  waste  lands  protecting 
his  fastness,  unchecked,  because  there  were  no  troops  left  in  the 
whole  province.  The  usual  garrison  of  Sulaco  had  gone  south 
to  the  war,  with  ita  brass  band  playing  the  Bolivar  march  on 
the  bridge  of  one  of  the  O.S.N.  Company's  steamers.  The 
great  family  ooaohes  drawn  np  along  the  shore  of  the  harbour 
were  made  to  rook  on  the  high  leathern  spriugs  by  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  sefLoras  and  the  sefioritas  standing  up  to 
wave  their  lace  handkerchiefs,  as  lighter  after  lighter  packed 
full  of  troops  left  the  end  of  the  jetty. 

Nostromo  directed  the  embarkation,  under  the  superintend- 
ence of  Captain  Mitchell,  red-faced  in  the  sun,  conspicuous  in  a 
white  waistcoat,  representing  the  aUied  and  anxious  goodwill  of 
all  the  material  interests  of  civilisation.  (General  Barrios,  Who 
commanded  the  troops,  assured  Bon  Jos6  on  parting  that  in 
three  weeks  he  would  have  Montero  in  a  wooden  cage  drawn  by 
three  pair  of  oxen  ready  for  a  tour  through  all  the  towns  of  the 
Republic. 

**  And  then,  sefiora,"  he  continued,  baring  his  curly  iron-grey 
head  to  Mrs.  Gould  iu  her  landau — "  and  then,  senora,  we  shall 
convert  our  swords  into  ploughshares  and  grow  rich.  Even  I, 
myself,  as  soon  as  this  little  business  is  settled,  shall  open  a 
f undadon  on  some  land  I  have  on  the  llanos  and  try  to  make 
a  little  money  in  peace  and  quietness.  Sefiora,  you  know,  all 
Costaguana  knows— what  do  I  say  ? — this  whole  South 
American  continent  knows,  that  Pablo  Barrios  has  had  his  fill 
of  military  glory.*' 

Charles  Gould  was  not  present  at  the  anxious  and 
patriotic  send-off.  It  was  not  his  part  to  see  the  soldiers 
embark.  It  was  neither  his  part,  nor  his  inclination,  nor 
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hiB  policy.  His  part,  his  inclination,  and  his  policy  were 
united  in  one  endeayoor  to  keep  nneheoked  the  flow  of  troasnre 
he  had  started  single-handed  from  the  le-opened  scar  in  the 
flank  of  the  moantain.  As  the  mine  had  developed  he  had 

trained  for  Limscif  some  native  help.  There  were  foremen, 
artificers  and  clerks,  with  Don  Pepc  for  the  gobernador  of  the 
mining  population.  For  the  rest  his  shoulders  alone  sustained 
the  whole  weight  of  the  "  Imperium  in  Imperio,"  the  great 
Gould  Concession  whose  mere  shadow  had  been  enoogh  to 
crash  the  life  ont  of  his  father. 

Mrs.  €k>nld  had  no  sUver  mine  to  look  after.  In  the 
general  life  of  the  Gonld  Oonoession  she  was  represented  by 
her  two  Uentenants,  the  doctor  and  the  priest,  bat  she  fed  her 
woman's  love  of  excitement  on  events  whose  significance  was 
purified  to  her  by  the  fire  of  her  imaginative  purpose.  On  that 
day  she  had  brought  the  Avellanos,  father  and  daughter,  down 
to  the  harbour  with  her. 

Amongst  his  other  activities  of  that  stirring  time,  Don  Jose 
had  become  the  chairman  of  a  Patriotic  Committee  which  had 
armed  a  great  proportion  of  troops  in  the  Snlaoo  command  with 
an  improved  model  of  a  military  rifle.  It  had  been  jnst  dis- 
carded for  something  still  more  deadly  by  one  of  the  great 
European  powers.  How  much  of  the  market-price  for  second- 
hand weapons  was  covered  by  the  voluntary  coutributions  of  the 
principal  famihes,  and  how  much  came  from  those  funds  Don 
Jose  was  understood  to  command  abroad,  remaiued  a  secret 
which  he  alone  could  have  disclosed ;  but  the  Bicos,  as  the 
popalaoe  called  them,  had  contributed  under  the  pressure  of 
their  Nestor's  eloquence.  Some  of  the  more  enthusiastic  ladies 
had  been  moved  to  bring  offerings  of  jewels  into  the  hands  of 
the  man  who  was  the  life  and  soul  of  the  party. 

There  were  moments  when  both  his  life  and  his  soul  seemed 
overtaxed  by  so  many  yeara  of  undiscouragcd  belief  in  regenera- 
tion. He  appeared  almost  inanimate,  sitting  rigidly  by  the 
side  of  Mis.  |Gould  in  the  landau,  with  his  fine,  old,  clean- 
shaven face  of  a  uniform  tint  as  if  modelled  in  yellow  wax, 
shaded  by  a  soft  felt  hat,  and  the  dark  eyes  looking  out  fixedly. 
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Antonia,  the  beautiful  Antonia,  as  Mifls  Avellanos  was  called  in 
Solaoo,  leaned  back,  facir^  them ;  and  her  full  figure,  the 
grave  oval  of  her  f aoe  with  full  red  lips,  made  her  look  more 
matme  iban  Mrs.  Gould,  with  her  mobile  ezpreesion  and  small 
erect  person  mider  a  slightly  swaying  sanshade. 

Whenever  possible  Antonia  attended  her  father ;  her 
recognised  devotion  weakened  the  ^hocking  effect  of  her 
scorn  for  the  rigid  conventions  regulating  the  life  of  Spanish- 
American  girlhood.  And,  in  truth,  she  was  no  longer  girlish. 
Tt  was  said  that  she  often  wrote  State  papers  from  her 
father's  dictation,  and  was  allowed  to  read  all  the  books  in  his 
library.  At  the  reoeptiomi— where  the  situation  was  saved  by 
the  presence  of  a  very  decrepit  old  lady  (a  relation  of  the 
Gorbelkns),  quite  deaf  and  motionless  in  an  armchair — 
Antonia  could  hold  her  own  in  a  discussion  with  two  or  three 
men  at  a  time.  Obviously  she  was  not  the  girl  to  be  content 
with  peeping  through  a  barred  window  at  a  cloaked  figure  of  a 
lover  ensconced  in  a  doorway  opposite — which  is  the  correct 
form  of  Oostagoana  coortship.  It  was  generally  believed 
that  with  her  foreign  apbringmg  and  foreign  ideas  the  learned 
and  prond  Antonia  would  never  marry — ^unless,  indeed,  she 
married  a  foreigner  from  Europe  or  North  America,  now  that 
Sulaco  seemed  on  the  pomt  of  being  invaded  by  all  the 
world. 
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CHAPTER  m, 

Whbn  Ckneral  Barrios  stopped  to  address  Mrs.  Gonld, 

Anionia  raised  negligently  her  hand  holding  an  open  fan,  as  if 
to  shade  from  the  sun  her  head,  wrapped  in  a  light  lace  shawl. 
The  clear  gleam  of  her  blue  eyes  gliding  beliind  the  black 
fringe  of  eyelashes  paused  for  a  moment  upon  her  father,  then 
tiayeiled  further  to  the  figure  of  a  yonng  man  of  thirty  at 
most^  of  medium  height,  rather  thick,  wearing  a  light  over- 
coat. Bearing  down  with  the  open  paJm  of  his  hand  opon  the 
knob  of  a  flexible  oane,  he  had  been  looking  on  from  a 
distauce ;  but  directly  he  saw  himself  noticed,  he  approached 
quietly  and  put  his  elbow  over  the  door  of  the  landau. 

The  shirt  collar,  cut  low  in  the  neck,  the  big  bow  of  his 
cravat,  the  style  of  his  clothing,  from  the  round  hat  to  the 
varnished  shoes,  suggested  an  idea  of  French  elegance ;  but 
otherwise  he  was  the  very  type  of  a  fair  Spanish  creole.  The 
flnify  moustache  and  the  short  curly,  golden  beard  did  not 
conceal  his  lips,  rosy,  fresh,  almost  pouting  in  expression. 
His  full  round  face  was  of  that  warm,  healthy  creole  white 
which  is  never  tauued  by  its  native  sunshine.  Martin  Decoud 
was  seldom  exposed  to  the  Cosbaguana  sun  under  which  he  was 
born.  His  people  had  been  long  settled  in  Paris,  where  he 
had  studied  law,  had  dabbled  in  literature,  had  hoped  now  and 
then  in  moments  of  exaltation  to  become  a  poet  like  that  other 
foreigBer  of  Spanish  blood,  Jose  Maria  Hernia.  In  other 
momrats  he  had,  to  pass  the  time,  condescended  to  write 
articles  on  European  a£fairs  for  the  Smmario^  the  principal 
newspaper  in  Sta.  Marta,  which  printed  them  under  the  heading 
"  From  our  special  correspondent,"  though  the  authorship 
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was  an  open  secret.  Everybody  in  Oostagnana,  where  the 
tale  of  compatriots  in  Enrope  is  jealonsly  kept,  knew  that 
it  was  "  the  son  Decond,"  a  talented  young:  man,  supposed  to 
be  raovini^  in  the  higher  spheres  of  Society.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  he  WHS  an  idle  bonlevardicr,  in  touch  with  some  smart 
journalists,  made  free  of  a  few  newspaper  offices,  and  welcomed 
in  the  pleasure  hannts  of  pressmen.  This  life,  whose  dreary 
snperficiality  is  covered  by  the  glitter  of  universal  blague,  lilro 
the  stupid  downing  of  a  harlequin  by  the  spangles  of  a  motleiy 
costume,  induced  in  him  a  Frenchifieid — ^but  most  un-French — 
cosmopolitanism,  in  reality  a  mere  barren  indifferentism  posing 
as  intellectual  superiority.  Of  his  own  country  he  used  to  say 
to  his  French  associates  : — Imagine  an  atmosphere  of  opera- 
bouffe  in  which  all  the  comic  business  of  stage  stateunen, 
brigands,  etc.,  etc.,  all  their  farcical  stealing,  intriiruing,  and 
stabbing  is  done  in  dead  earnest  It  is  screamingly  funny,  the 
blood  flows  all  the  time,  and  the  actors  believe  themselves  to  be 
influencing  the  fate  of  the  universe.  Of  course,  government 
in  general,  any  government  anywhere,  is  a  thing  of  exquisite 
comicality  to  a  discerning  mind ;  but  really  we  Spanish- 
Americans  do  overstep  the  bounds.  No  man  of  ordinary 
intelligence  c<m  take  part  in  the  intrigues  of  tine  farce  macabre. 
However,  these  Ribierists,  of  whom  we  hear  so  much  just  now, 
are  really  trying  in  their  own  comical  way  to  make  the  country 
habitable,  and  even  to  pay  some  of  its  debts.  My  friends,  you 
had  better  write  up  Sefior  Bibiera  all  yon  can  in  kindness 
to  your  own  bondholders.  Beally,  if  what  I  am  told  in  my 
letters  is  true,  there  is  some  chance  for  them  at  last.** 

And  he  would  explain  with  railing  verve  what  Don 
Yincente  Ribiera  stood  for — a  niouraful  little  man  oppressed 
by  his  own  good  intentions  ;  the  significance  of  battles  won, 
who  Montero  was  {un  grotef^quc  vanitmx  et  feroce)^  and  the 
manner  of  the  new  loan  connected  with  railway  development, 
and  the  colonisation  of  vast  tracts  of  land  in  one  great 
financial  scheme. 

And  his  French  friends  would  remark  that  evidently  this 
little  fdlowDeoondcdiifiaufafif^a^M^^/oml*  An  important 
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Parisian  review  aeked  him  for  an  article  on  the  situation.  It 

was  composed  in  a  serious  tone  and  in  a  spirit  of  levity. 
Afterwards  he  asked  one  of  his  intimates — 

"  Have  you  read  my  thing  about  the  regeneration  of  Costa- 
gnana — ime  honm  Hague,  hein  ?  " 

He  imagined  himself  Parisian  to  the  tips  of  his  fingers. 
But  far  from  being  that  he  was  in  dani^er  of  remaining  a  sort 
of  nondescript  dilettante  all  his  life.  He  had  poshed  the  habit 
of  oniTersal  raillery  to  a  point  where  it  blinded  him  to  the 
genuine  impnlses  of  his  own  nature.  To  be  snddenly  selected 
for  the  executive  member  of  the  patriotic  small-arms  committee 
of  Sulaco  seemed  to  him  the  height  of  the  unexpected,  one  of 
those  fantastic  moves  of  which  only  his  dear  coaotrymen 
were  capable. 

"It's  like  a  tile  falling  on  my  head.  I — 1-— execotive 
member  I  It*8  the  first  I  hear  of  it  I  What  do  I  know  of 
militaiy  rifles  ?  CTwt  /unamhdes^ue  / "  he  had  exdauned  to 
his  favourite  sister ;  for  the'Decond  fiunily — except  the  old 
father  and  mother — used  the  French  language  amongst  them- 
selves. "  And  you  should  see  the  explanatory  and  confidential 
letter  I    Eight  pages  of  it — no  less  !  '* 

This  letter,  in  Antonia's  handwriting,  was  signed  by  Don 
Jos^,  who  appealed  to  the  "  young  and  gifted  Costaguanero  ^' 
on  pablio  grounds,  and  privately  opened  his  heart  to  his 
talented  godnson,  a  man  of  wealth  and  leisure,  with  wide 
relations,  and  by  his  parentage  and  bringing-up  worthy  of  all 
confidenoe. 

^  Which  means,"  Martin  commented  cynically  to  his  sister, 
"that  I  am  not  likely  to  misappropriate  the  funds,  or  go 
blabbing  to  our  Charge  d'Affaires  here.*' 

The  whole  thing  was  being  carried  out  behind  the  back  of 
the  War  Minister,  Montero,  a  mistrusted  member  of  the 
Bibiera  Government,  but  difficult  to  get  rid  of  at  once.  He 
was  not  to  know  anything  of  it  till  the  troops  under  Barnes's 
command  had  the  new  rifle  in  their  hands.  The  President- 
Dictator,  whose  position  was  very  difficult,  was  idone  in  the 
secret. 
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How  fanny  I  commented  Martin's  sifiter  and  confidant ; 
to  which  the  brother,  with  an  air  of  best  Parisian  blague,  had 
retorted — 

"  It's  immense  !  The  idea  of  that  Chief  of  the  St4ite 
engao^ed,  with  the  help  of  private  citizens,  in  digging  a  mine 
under  his  own  indispensable  War  Minister.  No  I  We  are 
unapproachable  I And  he  laughed  immoderately. 

Afterwards  his  sister  was  surprised  at  the  earnestness  and 
ability  he  displayed  in  carrying  ont  his  mission,  which  circum- 
stances made  delicate,  and  his  want  of  special  knowledge 
rendered  difficult  She  had  never  seen  Martin  take  so  much 
trouble  about  anything  in  his  whole  life. 

**  It  amuses  me,"  he  had  explained  briefly.  "  I  am  beset 
l)y  a  lob  of  swindlers  trying  to  sell  all  sorts  of  gas-pipe 
weapons.  They  are  charming  ;  they  invite  me  to  expensive 
luncheons  ;  I  keep  up  their  hopes  ;  it's  extremely  entertaining. 
Meanwhile  the  real  affair  is  being  carried  through  in  qnite 
another  quarter." 

When  the  business  was  concluded  he  declared  suddenly  his 
intention  of  seeing  tiie  precious  consignment  deliyered  M^ely 
in  Sulaco.  The  whole  burlesque  business,he  thought,  was  worth 
following  up  to  the  end.  He  mumbled  his  excuses,  tugging  at 
his  golden  beard,  before  the  acute  young  lady  who  (after  the 
first  wide  stare  of  astonishment)  looked  at  him  with  narrowed 
eyes,  and  pronounced  slowly — 

I  believe  yon  want  to  see  Antonia.*' 

"  What  Ai^nia  ?  asked  the  Oostagnana  bonlevardier,  in 
a  vexed  and  disdainful  tone.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
spun  round  on  his  heeL  His  sister  called  out  after  him 
joyously — 

"  The  Anton ia  you  used  to  know  when  she  wore  her  hair 
in  two  plaits  down  her  back." 

He  had  known  her  some  eight  years  before,  shortly  before  the 
Avellaiios  had  left  Europe  for  good,  as  a  tall  girl  of  sixteen, 
youthfully  austere,  and  of  a  charact^  already  so  formed  that 
she  ventured  to  treat  slightingly  his  pose  of  disabused  wisdom. 
On  one  occasion,  as  though  she  had  lost  all  patience,  she  flew 
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out  at  him  about  the  aimlessness  of  his  life  and  the  levity  of 
his  opinions.  He  was  twenty  then,  an  only  son,  spoiled  by  his 
adoriuir  family.  This  attack  disconcerted  him  so  greatly  that 
he  had  faltered  in  his  affectation  of  amnsed  superiority  before 
that  insigiuficant  chit  of  a  school-girl.  Bat  the  impression 
left  was  80  rtroDg  ihat  eyer  since  all  the  girl  friends  of  his 
sisten  recalled  to  him  Antonia  Avellanos  hj  some  faint  resem- 
blance,  or  by  the  great  force  of  contrast.  It  was,  he  told 
himself,  like  a  ridicnlons  fatality.  And,  of  conrse,  m  the  news 
the  DecGuds  received  regularly  from  Costaguana,  the  name  of 
their  friends,  the  Avellanos,  cropped  up  frequently — the  arrest 
and  the  abominable  treatment  of  the  ex-Minister,  the  dangers 
and  hardships  endured  by  the  family,  its  withdrawal  in  poverty 
to  Solaco,  the  death  of  the  mother. 

The  Monterist  pronnnciamento  had  taken  plaoe  before 
Martin  Decond  reached  Oostagnana.  He  came  out  in  a 
roondabont  way,  through  Magellan*s  SfcraitB  by  the  main  line 
and  the  West  Coast  Service  of  the  O.S.N.  Company.  His 
precious  consignment  arrived  just  in  time  to  convert  the 
first  feelings  of  consternation  into  a  mood  of  hope  and  resolu- 
tion. Publicly  he  was  made  much  of  by  the  famiUax  jirinripales. 
Privately  Don  Jos^  still  shaken  and  weak,  embraced  him 
with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

"  Yon  have  come  ont  yourself  1  No  less  conld  be  expected 
from  a  Decond.  Alas !  onr  worst  fean  have  been  realised/'he 
moaned  affectionately.  And  again  he  hngged  his  godnun. 
This  was  indeed  the  time  for  men  of  intellect  and  conscience 
to  rally  round  the  endangered  cause. 

It  was  then  that  Martin  Decoud,  the  adopted  child  of 
Western  Europe,  felt  the  absolute  change  of  atmosphere.  He 
submitted  to  being  embraced  and  talked  to  without  a  word. 
He  was  moved  in  spite  of  himself  by  that  note  of  passion  and 
sorrow  unknown  on  the  more  refined  stage  of  Eoropean  politics. 
Bnt  when  the  tall  Antonia,  adyandng  with  her  lighirstep  in  the 
dimness  of  the  big  bare  Sala  of  the  Avellanos  house,  offered  him 
her  hand  (in  her  emancipated  way),  and  murmured, "  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  here,  Don  Martin,"  he  felt  how  impossible  it  would 
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be  to  tell  these  two  people  that  he  had  intended  to  go  away 
by  the  next  month*8  packet.  Don  Jose,  meantime,  continued 
his  praise^.  Every  accession  added  to  public  confidence  ;  and, 
beside?,  what  an  example  to  the  young  mea  at  home  from 
the  brilliant  defender  of  the  country's  regeneration,  the 
worthy  expounder  of  the  party's  political  faith  before  the  world  1 
Everybody  had  read  the  magnificent  article  in  the  famous 
Parisian  Review.  The  world  was  now  informed :  and  the 
anther's  appearance  at  this  moment  was  like  a  pnblic  act  of 
faith.  Young  Decoud  felt  overcome  by  a  feeling  of  impatient 
C(mfusion.  His  plan  had  been  to  return  by  way  of  the  United 
States  tlirough  California,  visit  the  Yellow-Stone  Park,  see 
Chicago,  Niagara,  have  a  look  at  Canada,  perhaps  make  a 
short  stay  in  New  York,  a  longer  one  in  Newport,  use  his 
letters  of  introduction.  The  pressure  of  Antonia's  hand  was 
80  frank,  the  tone  of  her  voice  was  so  unexpectedly  unchanged 
in  its  approving  warmth,  that  all  he  found  to  say  after  his 
low  bow  was — 

"I  am  inexpressibly  grateful  for  your  welcome  ;  but  why 
need  a  man  be  thanked  for  returning  to  his  native  country  ?  I 
am  sure  Dofla  Antonia  does  not  think  so." 

Certainly  not,  sefior,*'  she  said,  with  that  perfectly  calm 
openness  of  manner  which  characterised  all  het  utterances. 

But  when  he  returns,  as  you  return,  one  may  he  glad — ^for  the 
sake  of  both.*' 

Martin  Decoud  saM  nothing  of  his  plans.  He  not  only 
never  breathed  a  word  of  them  to  any  one,  but  only  a  fortnight 
later  asked  the  mistress  of  the  Casa  Gould  (where  he  had  of 
course  obtained  admission  at  once),  leaning  forward  in  his  chair 
with  an  air  of  well-bred  familiarity,  tnH^ether  she  could  not 
detect  in  him  that  day  a  mailed  change — an  air,  he  ez{dained» 
of  more  excellent  gravity.  At  this  Mrs.  GkraM  turned  her  face 
full  towards  him  with  the  silent  inqmiy  of  slightly  widened 
eyes  and  the  merest  ghoat  of  a  smile,  an  habitual  movement 
with  her,  which  was  very  fascinating  to  men  by  something 
subtly  devoted,  finely  self-forgetful  in  its  lively  readiness  of 
attention.   Because,  Decoud  continued  imperturbably,  he  felt 


Digitized  by  Google 


THB  ISABELS. 


no  longer  an  idle  cnmberer  of  the  earth.  She  was,  he  aasnred 

htT,  actually  beholding  at  that  moment  the  Journalist  of  Sulaco. 
At  once  Mrs.  Gould  glanced  towards  Antonia,  posed  upright  in 
the  corner  of  a  high,  straight-backed  Spanish  sofa,  a  large 
black  fan  waving  slowly  against  the  carves  of  her  tine  figure, 
the  tips  of  crossed  feet  peeping  from  under  the  hem  of  the 
black  skirt.  Decoud^B  eyes  also  remained  fixed  there,  while  in 
an  nndertone  he  added  that  Miss  Ayellanos  was  qaiie  aware  of 
his  new  and  unexpected  vocation,  which  in  Costaguana  was 
generally  the  speciality  of  half-educated  negroes  and  wholly 
penniless  lawyers.  Then,  confronting  with  a  sort  of  urbane 
effrontery  Mrs.  Gould's  gaze,  now  turned  sympathetically  upon 
himself,  lie  breathed  out  the  words,  **  Pro  Patria  I " 

What  had  happened  was  that  he  had  all  at  once  yielded  to 
Don  Jose's  pressing  entreaties  to  take  the  direction  of  a  news- 
paper that  would  voice  the  aspirations  of  the  province.'*  It 
had  been  Don  Josh's  old  and  cherished  idea.  The  necessary 
plant  (on  a  modest  scale)  and  a  large  consignment  of  paper 
had  been  received  from  America  some  time  before ;  the  right 
man  alone  was  wanted.  Even  Scnor  Moraga  in  Sta.  Marta  hud 
not  been  able  to  find  one,  and  the  matter  was  now  becoming 
pressing  ;  some  organ  was  absolutely  needed  to  counteract  the 
effect  of  the  lies  disseminated  by  the  Monterist  press:  the 
atrocious  cahminies,  the  appeals  to  the  people  calling  upon  them 
to  rise  with  their  knives  in  their  hands  and  put  an  end  once 
for  an  to  the  Blancos,  to  these  Gothic  remnants,  to  these 
sinister  mummies,  these  impotent  paraliticos,  who  plotted  with 
foreigners  for  the  surrender  of  the  lands  and  the  slaveiy  of  the 
people. 

The  clamour  of  this  Neffro  Liberalism  frightened  Senor 
Avellanos.  A  newspaper  was  the  only  remedy.  And  now  the 
right  man  had  been  found  in  Decoud,  great  black  letters 
appeared  painted  between  the  windows  above  the  arcaded 
ground  floor  of  a  house  on  the  Plasa.  It  was  next  to  Anzani's 
great  emporium  of  boots,  silks,  ironware,  muslins,  wooden 
toys,  tiny  silver  arms,  legs,  heads,  hearts  (for  ex-voto  offerings), 
rosaries,  chumpague,  women*s  hats,  patent  medicines,  even  a 
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few  dusty  books  in  paper  covers  and  mostly  in  the  French 
language.  The  big  black  letters  formed  the  words,  "  Offices  of 
the  Forvmir,^^  From  these  offices  a  single  folded  sheet  of 
Martin's  journalism  issued  three  times  a  week ;  and  the  sleek 
yellow  Anzani  prowling  in  a  suit  of  ample  black  and  carpet 
slippers,  before  the  many  doors  of  his  establishment,  greeted 
by  a  deep,  sidelons:  inclination  of  his  body  the  Journalist  of 
Snlaco  going  to  and  fro  on  the  business  of  his  august  calling. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Perhaps  it  was  in  ihe  exerciBe  of  his  cailiiig  lihat  he  had  come 
to  see  the  troops  depart.  The  Pmmk  of  the  day  after  next 
wotdd  no  donbt  relate  the  event,  bat  its  editor,  leaning  his  side 
against  the  landau,  seemed  to  look  at  nothing.  The  front  rank 
of  the  company  of  infantry  drawn  up  three  deep  across  tlie 
shore  end  of  the  jetty  when  pressed  too  close  would  bring  their 
bajoneta  to  the  charge  ferodoosly,  with  an  awful  rattle ;  and 
then  the  crowd  of  spectators  swayed  back  bodily,  even  nnder 
the  noses  of  the  big  white  mnles.  Notwithstandhig  the  great 
mnttitnde  there  was  only  a  low,  mnttering  noise ;  the  dnst  hnng 
in  a  brown  haze,  in  which  the  horsemen,  wedged  in  the  throng 
here  and  there,  towered  from  the  hips  upwards,  gazing  all  one 
way  over  the  heads.  Almost  every  one  of  them  had  mounted 
a  friend,  who  steadied  himself  with  both  hands  graspini]^  his 
shoolders  from  behind ;  and  the  rims  of  their  hats  touching, 
made  like  one  disc  sustaining  the  cones  of  two  pointed  crowns 
with  a  double  face  underneath.  A  hoarse  moso  would  bawl 
out  something  to  an  acquaintance  in  the  ranks,  or  a  woman 
would  shriek  suddenly  the  word  AdMZ  I  followed  by  the  Christian 
name  of  a  man. 

General  Barrios,  in  a  shabby  blue  tunic  and  white  peg-top 
trousers  falling  upon  strange  red  boots,  kept  his  liead  uncovered 
and  stooped  slightly,  propping  himself  up  with  a  thick  stick. 
No  I  He  had  earned  enough  military  glory  to  satiate  any  man, 
he  insisted  to  Mrs.  Gould,  trying  at  the  same  time  to  put  an 
air  of  gaUantry  into  his  attitude.  A  few  jetty  hairs  hung 
sparsely  from  his  npper  lip,  he  had  a  salient  nose,  a  thin,  long 
jaw,  and  a  black  silk  patch  over  one  eye.  His  other  eye,  small 
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and  deejHKtt^  twinkled  ensticallj  in  all  diiectiomi»  aimlessly 
afibble.  The  few  European  spectators,  all  men,  who  had 
natnrally  drifted  into  the  neighbonrhood  of  the  Gonld  equipage, 
betrayed  by  the  solemnity  of  their  faces  tLeir  impression  that 
the  general  must  have  had  too  much  punch  (Swedish  punch, 
imported  in  bottles  by  Anzani)  at  the  Amarilla  Club  before  he 
had  started  with  his  Staff  on  a  furious  ride  to  the  harbour. 
Bat  Mrs.  Gould  bent  forward,  self-possessed,  and  declared  her 
oonyiction  that  still  more  gloiy  awaited  the  general  in  the  near 
fatnre. 

Sefiora !  *'  he  rwonstiated,  with  great  feeling,  in  the 
name  of  God,  reflect  I  How  can  there  be  any  gloiy  for  a  man 
like  me  in  overcoming  that  bald-headed  embustero  with  the 
dyed  moustaches  ?  " 

Pablo  Ignucio  Barrios,  son  of  a  village  alcadc,  general  of 
division,  commanding  in  chief  the  Occidental  Military  district, 
did  not  frequent  the  higher  sodety  of  the  town.  He  pre- 
ferred the  onceremonions  gatherings  of  men  where  he  ootdd 
tell  jaguar-hont  stories,  boast  of  his  powers  with  the  lasso,  with 
which  he  could  perform  extremely  difficult  feats  of  the  sort 
"  no  married  man  should  attempt,"  as  the  saying  goes  amongst 
the  llaneros  ;  relate  tales  of  extraordinary  night  rides,  en- 
counters with  wild  bulls,  struggles  with  crocodiles,  adventures 
in  the  great  forests,  crossings  of  swollen  rivers.  And  it  was 
not  mere  boastfnlness  that  prompted  the  generaFs  reminis- 
cences, but  a  genuine  love  of  that  wild  life  which  he  had  led 
in  his  young  days  before  he  turned  his  back  for  ever  on  the 
thatched  roof  of  the  parental  tolderia  in  the  woods.  WaDder** 
ing  away  as  far  as  Mexico  he  had  fought  t^iost  the  Frraoh 
by  the  side  (as  he  said)  of  Juarez,  and  was  the  only  military 
man  of  Costaguana  who  had  ever  encountered  European  troops 
in  the  field.  That  fact  shed  a  rrreat  lastre  upon  his  name  till 
it  became  eclipsed  by  the  risixig  star  of  Montero.  All  his  life 
he  had  been  an  inveterate  gambler.  He  alluded  himself  quite 
openly  to  the  current  story  how  once,  daring  some  campaign 
(when  in  command  of  a  brigade),*he  had  gambled  away  his 
hones,  pistds,  and  aooontoements,  to  the  very  epautettes,  playing 
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nmU  with  hiB  odoneLi  the  night  before  the  battle.  Finally, 
he  had  sent  nnder  escort  his  sword  (a  presentation  sword,  with 
a  gold  hilt)  to  the  town  in  the  rear  of  his  position  to  be 
immediately  pledged  for  five  hundred  pesetas  with  a  sleepy 
and  frightened  shopkeeper.  By  daybreak  he  had  lost  the  last 
of  that  money  too,  when  his  only  remark,  as  he  rose  calmly, 
was, Now-let  ng  go  and  fight  to  the  death.''  From  that  tune 
he  had  become  aware  that  a  general  ooold  lead  his  troops  into 
battle  very  well  with  a  Bim|^  stick  in  his  hand.  It  has  been 
mj  oostom  ever  since,"  he  wonld  say. 

He  was  always  overwhelmed  with  debts  ;  even  during  the 
periods  of  splendour  in  his  varied  fortunes  of  a  Costatruana 
general,  when  he  held  high  military  commands,  his  gold-laced 
uniforms  were  almost  always  in  pawn  with  some  tradesman. 
And  at  last,  to  avoid  the  incessant  difficulties  of  costume  caused 
by  the  anxious  lenders,  he  had  assumed  a  disdain  of  military 
trappings,  an  ecoentric  fashicm  of  shabby  old  tonics,  which  had 
become  like  a  second  nature.  But  the  faction  Bairios  joined 
needed  to  fear  no  political  betrayal.  He  was  too  mnch  of  a 
real  soldier  for  the  ignoble  traffic  of  buying  and  selling 
victories.  A  member  of  the  foreign  diplomatic  body  in  8ta. 
Marta  had  once  passed  a  judgment  upon  him  :  "  Barrios  is  a 
man  of  perfect  honesty  and  even  of  some  talent  for  war,  mais 
il  manque  dc  tmm,^'*  After  tlie  triumph  of  the  Ribierists  he 
had  obtained  the  repntedly  lucrative  Occidental  command, 
mainly  through  the  exertions  of  his  creditors  (the  Sta.  Marta 
shopkeepers,  all  great  politicians),  who  moved  heaven  and 
earth  in  his  interest  publicly,  and  privately  besieged  Sefior 
Moraga,  the  influential  aj^ent  of  the  San  Tumc  mine,  with  the 
exaggerated  lamentations  that  if  the  general  were  passed  over, 
"We  shall  all  be  ruined."  An  incidental  but  favourable 
mention  of  his  name  in  Mr.  Gould  senior's  long  correspondence 
with  his  son  had  something  to  do  with  his  appointment,  too  ; 
bat  most  of  all  undoubtedly  his  established  political  honesty. 
No  one  questioned  the  personal  bravery  of  the  Tiger-killer,  as 
the  populace  called  him.  He  was,  however,  said  to  be  unlucky 
in  the  Held — but  this  was  to  be  the  beginning  of  an  era  of 
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peace.  The  soldiers  liked  him  for  his  humane  temper,  which 
was  like  a  strange  and  precious  flower  unexpectedly  blooming 
on  the  hotbed  of  corrupt  revolutions ;  and  when  he  rode 
slowly  through  the  streets  during  some  military  display,  the 
contemptuoiu  good  hnmour  of  his  solitary  eye  roaming  over 
the  crowds  extorted  the  acclamations  of  the  populace.  The 
women  of  that  class  especially  seemed  positiyely  fascinated  by 
the  long  dropping  nose,  the  peaked  chin,  the  heavy  lower  hp, 
the  black  silk  eye-patch  and  band  slanting  rakisUy  over  the 
forehead.  His  high  rank  always  procured  an  audience  of 
Caballeros  for  his  sporting  stories,  which  he  detailed  very  well 
with  a  simple  grave  enjoyment.  As  to  the  society  of  ladies,  it 
was  irksome  by  the  restraints  it  imposed  without  any  equiva- 
lent, as  far  as  he  could  see.  He  had  not,  perhaps,  spoken  three 
times  on  the  whole  to  Mrs.  Gould  since  he  had  ti^en  up  his 
high  command ;  but  he  had  observed  her  frequently  riding 
with  the  Sefior  Administrador,  and  had  pronounced  that  there 
was  more  sense  in  her  little  bridle-hand  than  in  all  the  female 
heads  in  Sulaco.  His  impulse  had  been  to  be  very  civil  on  part- 
ing to  a  woman  who  did  not  wobble  in  the  saddle,  and  happened 
to  be  the  wife  of  a  personality  very  important  to  a  man  always 
short  of  money.  He  even  pushed  his  attentions  so  far  as 
to  desire  the  aide-de-camp  at  his  side  (a  thick-set,  short 
captain  with  a  Tartar  physiognomy)  to  bring  along  a  corporal 
with  a  file  of  men  in  front  of  the  carriage,  lest  the  crowd 
in  its  backward  surges  should  incommode  the  mules  of 
the  Bciiora."  Then,  turning  to  the  small  knot  of  silent 
Europeans  looking  on  within  earshot,  he  raised  his  voice 
protectingly — 

**  Senores,  have  no  apprehension.  Go  on  quietly  making 
your  Ferro  Carril — your  railways,  your  telegraphs.  Youi^— 
There*s  enough  weedth  in  Costaguana  to  pay  for  everything — 
or  else  you  would  not  be  here.  Ha  I  Ha  I  Don*t  mind  this 
little  picardia  of  my  friend  Montero.  In  a  little  while  you 
shall  behold  his  dyed  moustaches  through  the  bars  of  a  strong 
wooden  cage.  Si  seuored  1  iVur  nothing,  develop  the  country, 
work,  work  I " 
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The  little  prronp  of  engineers  received  this  exhortation 
without  a  word,  and  after  waving  his  hand  at  them  loftily,  he 
addressed  himself  again  to  Mrs.  GouM — 

"  That  is  what  Doa  Jose  says  we  most  do.  Be  enterpria- 
ing !  Work  I  Grow  rich !  To  put  Montero  in  a  cage  is  my 
work ;  and  when  that  uudgnificant  piece  of  bnsinefls  is  done, 
then,  as  Don  Job^  wiflhea  ns,  we  shall  grow  rioh,  one  and  all,  like 
80  many  Englishmen,  because  it  is  money  that  saves  a  countiy, 
and  " 

But  a  young  officer  in  a  very  new  uniform,  hurrying  up 
from  the  direction  of  the  jetty,  interrupted  his  interpretation 
of  Sefior  Avellanos's  ideals.  The  general  made  a  movement 
of  impatience ;  the  other  went  on  talking  to  him  insistently, 
with  an  air  of  respect.  The  horses  of  the  Staff  had  been 
embarked,  the  steamer's  gig  was  awaiting  the  general  at  the 
boat  steps ;  and  Barrios,  after  a  fierce  stare  of  his  one  eye, 
b^n  to  take  leave.  Don  J096  roused  himself  for  an  appro- 
priate phrase  prououuced  mechanically.  The  terrible  strain 
of  hope  and  fear  was  telling  on  him,  and  he  seemed  to  husband 
the  last  sparks  of  his  tire  for  tliose  oratorial  efforts  of  which 
even  the  distant  Europe  was  to  hear.  Antonia,  her  red  lips 
firmly  dosed,  averted  her  head  behind  the  raised  fan ;  and 
yonng  Deoond,  though  he  felt  the  girPs  eyes  npon  him,  gazed 
away  persistently,  hooked  on  his  elbow,  with  a  scornful  and 
complete  detachment.  Mrs.  Gould  heroically  concealed  her 
dismay  at  the  appearance  of  men  and  events  so  remote  from 
her  racial  conventions,  dismay  too  deep  to  be  uttered  in  words 
even  to  her  husband.  She  understood  his  voiceless  reserve 
better  now.  Their  confidential  intercourse  fell,  not  in 
moments  of  privacy,  but  precisely  in  public,  when  the  quick 
meeting  of  their  glances  would  comment  upon  some  fresh 
turn  of  events.  She  had  gone  to  his  school  of  uncompromis- 
ing silence,  the  only  one  possible,  since  so  much  that  seemed 
shocking,  weird,  and  grotesque  in  the  working  out  of  their 
purposes  had  to  be  accepted  as  normal  in  this  country. 
Decidedly,  the  stately  Antonia  looked  more  mature  and  in- 
hnitely  calm ;  but  she  would  never  have  known  how  to 
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reconcile  the  sadden  sinkings  of  her  heart  with  an  amiable 

mobility  of  expression. 

Mrs.  Gould  smiled  a  good-bye  at  Barrios,  nodded  round  to 
the  Europeans  (who  i-aised  their  hats  simultaneously)  with  an 
enp:aging  inviUition,  *'  I  hope  to  see  you  all  presently,  at 
home  ; "  then  said  nervously  to  Decoud,  "  Get  in,  Don 
Martin,*^  and  iieard  him  mutter  to  himself  in  French,  as 
he  opened  the  carriage  door,  Le  swrt  m  estpUJ'*  She  heard 
him  with  a  sort  of  exasperation.  Nobody  ought  to  have 
known  better  than  himself  that  Uie  first  cast  of  dice  had  been 
already  thrown  long  ago  in  a  most  desperate  game.  Distant 
acclamations,  words  of  command  yelled  out,  and  a  roll  of  drums 
on  the  jetty  greeted  the  departing  general.  Something  like 
a  slight  faintness  came  over  her,  and  she  looked  blankly 
at  Antonia's  still  face,  wondering  what  would  happen  to 
Oharley  if  that  absurd  man  failed.  A  la  casa,  Ignami''  she 
cried  at  the  moticmless  broad  back  of  the  coachman,  who 
gathered  the  reins  without  haste,  mumbling  to  himself  under 
his  breath,  "  Bi^  la  eofta.   Siy  si  nina** 

The  carriage  rolled  noiselessly  on  the  soft  track,  the 
shadows  fell  long  on  the  dusty  little  plain  interspersed  with 
dark  bushes,  mounds  of  turned-up  earth,  low  wooden  buildings 
with  iron  roofs  of  the  Railway  Company ;  the  sparse  row  of 
telegraph  poles  strode  oblicjuely  clear  of  the  town,  bearing  a 
single,  almost  invisible  wire  far  into  the  great  campo — like  a 
slender  vibrating  feeler  of  that  progress  waiting  outside  for 
a  moment  of  peaoe  to  enter  and  twine  itself  about  the  weaiy 
heart  of  the  land. 

The  cafe  window  of  the  Albergo  d'ltalia  Una  was  full  of 
sunburnt,  whiskered  faces  of  railway  men.  But  at  the  other 
end  of  the  iiousCj  the  end  of  the  Sigfiori  Inglesi,  old  Giorgio, 
at  the  door  with  one  of  his  girls  on  each  side,  bared  his  bushy 
head,  as  white  as  the  snows  of  Uigucrota.  Mrs.  Gould 
stoj^ed  the  carrmge.  She  seldom  failed  to  speak  to  her 
pr^iige ;  moreover,  the  excitement,  the  Jieat,  and  the  dust 
had  made  her  thirsty.  She  asked  for  a  glass  of  water. 
Giorgio  sent  the  children  indoors  for  it,  and  approached  with 
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pleascne  expresaed  in  his  whole  ragged  oonnlenance.  It  was 
not  often  that  he  had  occasion  to  see  his  benefactress,  who  was 
also  an  Englishwoman — another  title  to  his  regard.  He 

offered  some  excuses  for  his  wife.  It  was  a  bad  day  with  her  ; 
her  oppressions — be  tapped  his  own  broad  chest.  She  could 
not  move  from  her  chair  that  daj. 

Decoud,  ensconced  in  the  comer  of  his  seat,  observed 
gloomily  Mrs.  Gould's  old  revolntionist,  then,  offhand — 
Well,  and  what  do  yon  thmk  of  it  all,  Garibaldino  ?  '* 

Old  Giorgio,  looking  at  him  with  some  cnriosity,  said 
civilly,  that  the  troops  had  marched  very  well.  One-eyed 
Barrios  and  his  officers  bad  done  wonders  with  ihtj  recruits  in 
a  short  time.  Those  Indios,  only  caught  the  other  day,  bad 
gone  swinging  past  in  double  quick  time,  like  bersaglieri  ; 
they  looked  well  fed,  too,  and  bad  whole  uniforms.  *'  Uni- 
forms 1"  he  repeated  with  a  half -smile  of  pity.  A  look  of 
glim  retroqiect  stole  over  his  piercing  steady  eyes.  It  had 
been  otherwise  in  his  time  when  men  f onght  against  tyranny, 
in  the  forests  of  Brazil,  or  on  the  plains  of  Urognay,  starving 
on  half-raw  beef  without  salt,  half  naked,  with  often  only  a 
knife  tied  to  a  stick  for  a  weapon.  "And  yet  we  used  to 
prevail  against  the  oppressor,"  he  concluded  proudly. 

His  animation  fell ;  the  slight  gesture  of  bis  band  exprcsfeed 
discouragement ;  but  he  added  that  he  had  asked  one  of  the 
sesgeante  to  show  him  the  new  rifle.  There  was  no  such 
weapon  in  his  fighting  days ;  and  if  Barrios  conld  not  

''Yes,  yes/*  broke  in  Don  Josd,  aUnost  tremblmg  with 
eagerness.  We  are  safe.  The  good  Sefior  Viola  is  a  man 
of  experience.  Extremely  deadly — is  it  not  so  ?  You  have 
accomplished  your  mission  admirabl}-,  my  dear  Martin." 

Decoud,  lolling  back  Tnoodily,  contemplated  old  Viola. 

"  All  I  Yes.  A  man  of  experience.  But  who  are  yon 
for,  really,  in  your  heart  ?  " 

Mrs.  Gould  leaned  over  to  the  children.    Linda  had 
bfooght  out  a  glass  of  water  on  a  tray,  with  extreme  oare ; 
QiseUe  presented  het  with  a  bunch  of  flowen  gathered  hastily. 
For  the  people,"  declared  old  Yiola  sternly. 


Digitized  by  Google 


140 


N06TB0M0. 


We  are  all  tor  the  people — ^in  the  end." 
^Tes,"  mnttered  old  Yiola  savagely.    ''And  meantime 

they  fight  for  you.    Blind.    Esclavos  I " 

At  that  moment  young  Scarfe  of  the  railway  staff  emerged 
from  the  door  of  tlio  part  reserved  for  the  Signori  Ins^lesi. 
He  /had  come  down  to  headquarters  from  somewhere  up  the 
line  on  a  light  engine,  and  had  had  just  time  to  get  a  bath 
and  change  his  dothes.  He  was  a  nice  boy,  and  Mrs.  Gonld 
welcomed  him. 

''  It*8  a  delightful  Bnrprise  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Gonld.  IVe 

just  comu  down.  Usual  luck.  Missed  everything,  of  course. 
This  show  is  just  over,  and  I  hear  there  has  been  a  great 
dance  at  Don  Juste  Lopez's  last  night.    Is  it  true  ?  " 

"The  young  patricians,'*  Decoud  began  suddenly  in  his 
precise  English,  "have  indeed  been  dancing  before  they 
started  off  to  the  war  with  the  Great  Pompey." 

Tonng  Scarfe  started,  aatonnded.  ''Yon  haven't  met 
before,''  Mrs.  Gonld  intervened.  "  Mr.  Deoond — ^Mr.  Scarfe." 

"Ah!  Bnt  we  are  not  going  to  Pharsalia,"  protested 
Don  Jose,  with  nervous  haste,  also  in  English.  "  You  should 
not  jest  like  this,  Martin." 

Antonia's  breast  rose  and  fell  with  a  deeper  breath.  The 
young  engineer  was  utterly  in  the  dark.  "  Great  what  ?  "  he 
muttered  vaguely. 

"Lnoldly,  Montero  is  not  a  Oosar/'  Decoud  continued. 
"Not  the  two  Monteros  put  together  would  make  a  decent 
parody  of  a  Osesar."  He  crossed  his  arms  on  his  breast,  look- 
ing at  Sefior  Avellanos,  who  had  returned  to  his  immol>ility. 
"  It  is  only  you,  Don  Jose,  who  are  a  genuine  old  Roman — 
vir  Romanus — eloquent  and  inflexible." 

Since  he  had  heard  the  name  of  Montero  pronounced, 
young  Scarfe  had  been  eager  to  express  his  simple  feelings. 
In  a  loud  and  youthful  tone  he  hoped  that  this  Montero  was 
going  to  be  licked  once  for  all  and  done  with.  There  was  no 
saying  what  wonld  happen  to  the  railway  if  the  revolntion  got 
the  upper  hand.  Perhaps  it  would  have  to  be  abandoned.  It 
would  not  be  the  first  railway  gone  to  pot  in  Costaguana. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  ISABELS. 


141 


You  know,  it's  one  of  their  so-called  national  things,"  he 
ran  (m,  wrinkling  np  his  nose  as  if  the  word  had  a  suspicions 
flayonr  to  his  profound  experience  of  South  American  affairs. 
And,  of  course,  he  chatted  with  animation,  it  had  been  such 
an  immense  piece  of  luck  for  him  at  his  age  to  get  appointed 
on  the  staff  "  of  a  big  thing  like  that— don't  you  know,"  It 
wonld  give  him  the  pull  over  a  lot  of  chaps  all  through  life, 
he  asserted.  "Therefore — down  with  Montero  1  Mrs.  Gould." 
His  artless  grin  disappeared  slowly  before  the  unanimous 
gravity  of  the  faces  turned  upon  him  from  the  carriage ;  only 
that  ''old  chap,"  Don  Jos^  presenting  a  motionless,  waxy 
profile,  stared  straight  on  as  if  deaf.  Scarfe  did  not  know 
the  AveUanoB  veiy  well.  They  did  not  give  balls,  and  Antonia 
never  appeared  at  a  ground-floor  wmdow,  as  some  other  young 
ladies  used  to  do  attended  by  elder  women,  to  chat  with  the 
caballeros  on  horseback  in  the  Calle.  The  stares  of  these 
Creoles  did  not  matter  much  ;  but  what  on  earth  had  come  to 
Mrs.  Gould  ?  She  said,  "  Go  on,  Ignacio,"  and  gave  him  a 
slow  mdination  of  the  head.  He  heard  a  short  laugh  from 
that  round-faced,  Frenchified  fellow.  He  coloured  np  to  the 
eyes,  and  stared  at  Giorgio  Viola,  who  had  fallen  back  with 
the  children,  bat  in  hand. 

shall  want  a  horse  presently,"  he  said  with  some 
asperity  to  the  old  man. 

"Si,  sefior.  There  are  plenty  of  horses,"  murmured  the 
Garibaldiiio,  smoothing  absently,  with  his  big  brown  hands, 
the  two  heads,  one  dark  with  bronze  glints,  the  other  fair  with 
a  coppery  ripple,  of  the  two  girls  by  his  side.  The  returning 
stream  sightseers  raised  a  great  dust  on  the  road.  Horse- 
men noticed  the  group.  '^Go  to  your  mother,*'  he  said. 
''  They  are  growing  up  as  I  am  growing  older,  and  there  is 
nobody—" 

He  looked  at  the  young  engineer  and  stopped,  as  if 
awakened  from  a  dream ;  then,  folding  his  arms  on  his 
breast,  took  up  his  usual  position,  leaning  back  in  the  doorway 
with  an  upward  glance  fastened  on  the  white  shoulder  of 
Higuerota  far  away. 
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In  the  carriage  Martin  Decond,  shifting  his  position  as 
though  he  could  not  make  himself  comfortable,  muttered  as 
he  Bwayed  towai^  Antonia,  I  suppoBe  yon  hate  me.'*  Then 
in  a  load  voice  he  began  to  congratcdate  Don  Jo86  npon  all 
the  engineers  being  conyinced  Bibierists.  The  interest  of  all 
those  foreigners  was  gratifying.  Yon  have  heard  this  one. 
He  is  an  enlightened  well-wislier.  It  is  pleasant  to  think  that 
the  prosperity  of  Costaf^uana  is  of  some  use  to  the  world." 

"  Ho  is  very  young,"  Mrs.  Gould  remarked  quietly. 

**  And  so  very  wise  for  his  age,"  retorted  Decoud.  "  But 
here  we  have  the  naked  truth  from  the  month  of  that  child. 
Yon  are  right,  Don  Jos^  The  natural  treasnres  of  Costa- 
guana  are  of  importance  to  the  progressive  Europe  represented 
by  this  youth,  just  as  three  hundred  years  ago  the  wealth 
of  our  Spaiiisli  fathers  was  a  serious  object  to  the  rest  of 
Europe — as  represented  by  the  bold  buccaneers.  There  is  a 
curae  of  futility  upon  our  character  :  Don  Quixote  and 
Sancho  Panza,  chivalry  and  materialism,  high-sounding  senti- 
ments and  a  supine  morality,  violent  efforts  for  an  idea  and 
a  sullen  acquiescence  in  every  form  of  corruption.  We  oon- 
vnlsed  a  contin^t  for  our  independence  only  to  bec(mie  the 
passive  prey  of  a  democratic  parody,  the  helpless  victims  of 
scoimdrels  and  out-throats,  our  institutions  a  mockery,  our 
laws  a  farce — a  Guzman  Bento  our  master  I  And  we  have 
sunk  80  low  that  when  a  man  like  you  has  awakened  our 
conscience,  a  stupid  barbarian  of  a  Montero — Great  Heavens  I 
a  Montero  1 — becomes  a  deadly  danger,  and  an  ignorant, 
boastful  Indio,  like  Barrios,  is  our  defender.*' 

Bnt  Don  Jos^  disregarding  the  general  indictaient  as 
though  he  had  not  heard  a  word  of  it»  took  up  the  defence 
of  Barrios.  The  man  was  competent  enough  for  his  special 
task  ill  the  plan  of  campaign.  It  consisted  in  an  offensive 
movement,  with  Oayta  as  base,  upon  the  flank  of  the  Revolu- 
tionist forces  advancing  from  the  south  against  Sta.  Marta, 
which  was  covered  by  another  army  with  the  President- 
Dictator  in  its  midst.  Don  Jose  became  quite  animated  with 
a  great  flow  of  speech,  bending  forward  anzionslj  under  the 
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steady  eyes  of  his  daugliter.  Decoud,  as  if  silenced  by  so 
much  ardour,  did  not  make  a  sound.  The  bells  of  the  city 
were  strikins:  the  hour  of  Oracion  when  the  carriage  rolled 
under  the  old  gateway  facing  the  harbour  like  a  shapeless 
monument  of  leaves  and  stones.  The  ramble  of  wheels  under 
the  BonorouB  aich  was  traveised  bj  a  strange,  piercing  shriek, 
and  Deooud,  from  his  back  seat,  had  a  view  of  the  people 
behind  the  carriage  trudging  along  the  road  outside,  all  tnming 
their  heads,  in  sombreros  and  rebozos,  to  look  at  a  locomotive 
which  rolled  quickly  out  of  sight  behind  Giorgio  Viola's  house, 
under  a  white  trail  of  steam  that  seemed  to  vanish  in  the  / 
breathless,  hysterically  prolonged  scream  of  warlike  triumph.C^ 
And  it  was  all  like  a  fleeting  vision,  the  shrieking  ghost  of 
a  railway  engine  fleeing  across  the  frame  of  the  archway, 
behind  tiie  startled  movement  of  the  people  streaming  bfok 
from  a  mOitary  spectacle  with  silent  footsteps  on  the  dost  of 
the  road.  It  was  a  material  train  returning  from  the  campo 
to  the  palisaded  yards.  The  empty  cars  rolled  lightly  on  the 
•ingle  track  ;  there  was  no  rumble  of  wheels,  no  tremor  of  the 
fround.  The  engine-driver,  running  past  the  Casa  Viola  with 
the  salute  of  an  uplifted  arm,  checked  his  speed  smartly  before 
entering  the  yard ;  and  when  the  ear-splitting  screech  of  the 
steam-whistle  for  the  brakes  had  stopped,  a  series  of  hard 
battering  shocks,  mingled  witii  the  danking  of  chain-couplings, 
made  a  tumult  of  blows  and  shaken  fetters  under  the  vault  of 
the  gate. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

This  Goold  carriage  was  the  first  to  retnm  from  the  harbour 

to  the  empty  town.  On  the  ancient  pavement,  laid  out  in 
patterns,  sunk  into  ruts  and  holes,  the  portly  Ignacio,  mindful 
of  the  springs  of  the  Parisian-built  landau,  had  pulled  up  to 
a  walk,  and  Decoud  in  his  corner  contemplated  moodily  the 
inner  aspect  of  the  gate.  The  squat  turreted  sides  held  up 
between  them  a  mass  of  masonry  with  bunches  of  grass  grow- 
ing at  the  top,  and  a  grey,  heavily  scrolled,  armorial  shield  of 
stone  above  the  apex  of  the  arch  with  the  arms  of  Spain  nearly 
smoothed  ont  as  if  in  readiness  for  some  new  device  typical  of 
the  impending  progress. 

The  explosive  noise  of  the  railway  trucks  seemed  to  augment 
Decoud's  irritation.  He  muttered  somethiui,^  to  himself,  then 
began  to  talk  aloud  in  curt,  angry  phrases  thrown  at  the 
silence  of  the  two  women.  They  did  not  look  at  him  at  all ; 
while  Don  Jose,  with  his  semi-translucent,  waxy  complexion, 
overshadowed  by  the  soft  grey  hat,  swayed  a  little  to  the  jolts 
of  the  carriage  by  the  side  of  Mrs.  Gonld. 

"  This  sonnd  puts  a  new  edge  on  a  very  old  truth.** 

Decoud  spoke  in  French,  perhaps  because  of  Ignacio  on  the 
box  above  him  ;  the  old  coachman,  with  his  broad  back  filling 
a  short  silver-braided  jacket,  had  a  big  pair  of  ears,  whose  thick 
rims  stood  well  away  from  his  cropped  head. 

"Tes,  the  noise  outside  the  city  wall  is  new,  but  the 
principle  is  okL." 

He  ruminated  his  discontent  for  a  while,  then  began  afresh 
with  a  sidelong  glance  at  AntoniiiH— 

''No,  but  just  imagine  our  forefathers  in  morions  and 
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oonelets  drawn  up  onteide  this  gate,  and  a  band  of  adyentnrers 
just  landed  from  their  ships  in  the  harbour  there.  Thieves, 
of  course.  Speculators,  too.  Their  expeditions,  each  one, 
were  the  speculations  of  grave  and  reverend  persons  in  England. 
That  is  history,  as  that  absurd  sailor  Mitchell  is  always  saying.*' 
Mitchell  8  arrangements  for  the  embarkation  of  the  troops 
were  excellent  I  '*  exclaimed  Don  Jos^. 

*'That !— that  t  oh,  that's  really  the  work  of  that  Genoese 
seaman  1  Bnt  to  return  to  my  noises ;  there  used  to  be  in  the 
old  days  the  sound  of  trumpets  outside  that  gate.  War 
trumpets  I  I'm  sure  they  were  trumpets.  I  have  read  some- 
where that  Drake,  who  was  the  greatest  of  these  men,  used  to 
dine  alone  in  his  cabin  on  board  ship  to  the  sound  of  trumpets. 
In  those  days  this  town  was  full  of  wealth.  Those  men  came 
to  take  it.  Now  the  whole  land  is  Uke  a  treasnre-honse,  and 
all  these  people  are  breaking  into  it,  whilst  we  are  cutting  each 
other's  throats.  The  only  thing  that  keeps  them  out  is  mutual 
jealousy.  But  they'll  come  to  an  agreement  some  day — and  by 
the  time  we've  settled  our  quarrels  and  become  decent  and 
honourable,  there'll  be  nothing  left  for  us.  It  has  always  been 
the  same.  We  are  a  wonderful  people,  but  it  has  always  been 
our  fate  to  be  " — he  did  not  say  "  robbed,"  but  added,  after 
a  pause — "  exploited  I " 

Mrs*  Gould  said,  Oh,  this  is  unjust  I "  And  Antonia 
interjected, "  Don't  answer  him,  Emilia.  He  is  attacking  me." 

^Tou  surely  do  not  think  I  was  attacking  Don  Oarlos  t " 
Decoud  answered. 

And  then  the  carriage  stopped  before  the  door  of  the  Casa 
Gould.  The  young  man  offered  his  hand  to  the  ladies.  They 
went  in  firet  together  ;  Don  Josd  walked  by  the  side  of  Decoud, 
and  the  gouty  old  porter  tottered  after  them  with  some  light 
wraps  on  his  arm. 

Don  Job6  slipped  his  hand  under  the  arm  of  the  journalist 
of  Sulaoo. 

^'The  Pcrvmvr  must  have  a  long  and  confident  article 
upon  Barrios  and  the  irrosistibleness  of  his  army  of  Cayta  I 
The  moral  effect  should  be  kept  up  in  the  country.   We  must 
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cable  enooaragiiig  eztraota  to  Buope  and  the  United  States  to 
maintain  a  favonrable  imprenion  abroad." 

Decoud  muttered,  "  Oh  yes,  we  mual  comfort  our  friends, 
the  speculators." 

The  long  open  pallcry  was  in  shadow,  with  its  screen  of 
plants  in  vases  along  the  balustrade,  holding  out  motionless 
bloB8oms,  and  all  the  glass  doors  of  the  reception-rooms  thrown 
open.  A  jingle  of  spnis  died  ont  at  the  farther  end. 

Basilio,  standing  aside  against  the  wall,  said  in  a  soft  tone 
to  the  passing  kdies,  *'The  Seflor  Administiador  is  jnst  back 
Irom  the  mountain." 

In  the  great  sala,  with  its  groups  of  ancient  Spanish  and 
modern  European  furniture  making  as  if  different  centres 
under  the  high  white  spread  of  the  ceiUng,  the  silver  and 
porcelain  of  the  tea-service  gleamed  among  a  cluster  of  dwarf 
chairs,  like  a  bit  of  a  lady*s  bondoir,  putting  in  a  note  of 
feminine  and  intimate  delicacy. 

Bon  Jo86  in  his  rocking-diair  placed  his  hat  on  his  lap, 
and  Deoond  walked  np  and  down  the  whole  length  of  the  room, 
passing  between  tables  loaded  with  kuickknacks  and  almost 
disappearing  behind  the  high  backs  of  leathern  sofas.  He  was 
thinking  of  the  angry  face  of  Antonia  ;  he  was  confident  that 
he  would  make  his  peace  with  her.  He  had  not  stayed  in 
8alaco  to  quarrel  with  Antonia. 

Martin  Decond  was  angry  with  himself.  All  he  saw  and 
heard  going  on  aronnd  him  exasperated  the  preconoeived  views 
of  his  European  civilisation.  To  contemplate  revolutions  from 
the  diatancc  of  the  Parisian  Boulevards  was  quite  another 
matter.  Here  on  the  spot  it  was  not  possible  to  dismiss  their 
tragic  comedy  with  the  expression,  "  Quelle  farce  !  " 

The  reality  of  the  political  action,  such  as  it  was,  seemed 
closer,  and  acquired  poignancy  by  Antonia's  belief  in  the 
cause.  Its  crudeness  hurt  his  feelings.  He  was  surprised  at 
his  own  sensitivenesB. 

I  suppose  I  am  more  of  a  Oostaguanero  than  I  would  have 
believed  possible,'*  he  thouglit  to  himself. 

His  disdain  grew  like  a  reaction  of  his  scepticism  against 
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the  action  into  which  he  was  forced  by  his  infatuation  for 
Autonia.  He  soothed  himself  by  saying  he  was  not  a  patriot, 
bat  a  lover. 

The  ladies  oame  in  bareheaded,  and  Mis.  Goold  sank  low 
before^the  little  tea-table.  Antonia  took  up  her  nsnal  place 
at  the  reception  hoar— the  comer  of  a  leathern  conch,  ,with 

a  rigid  grace  in  her  pose  and  a  fan  in  her  hand.  Decoud, 
swerving  from  the  straight  line  of  his  march,  came  to  lean 
over  the  high  back  of  her  seat. 

For  a  long  time  he  talked  into  her  ear  from  behind,  softly, 
with  a  half  smile  and  an  air  of  apologetic  familiarity.  Her 
fan  lay  half  grasped  on  her  knees.  She  never  looked  at  him. 
His  rapid  utterance  grew  more  and  more  insistent  and  caress- 
ing. At  last  he  yentored  a  slight  langh. 

**  No,  really.  You  mnst  forgive  me.  One  must  be  serious 
sometimes."  He  paused.  She  turned  her  head  a  little  ;  her 
blue  eyes  glided  slowly  towards  him,  slightly  upwards,  mollified 
and  questioning. 

"You  can't  think  I  ,am  serious  when  I  call  Montero  a 
bestia  every  second  day  in  the  Forvemr  ?  That  Ib  not 
a  serions  oocnpation.  No  occupation  is  serioos,  not  even  when 
a  bnUet  throogh  the  heart  is  the  penalty  of  failure  I " 

Her  hand  dosed  firmly  on  h«  fan. 

"Some  reason,  you  understand,  I  mean  some  sense,  may 
creep  into  thinking ;  some  glimpse  of  truth.  I  mean  some 
efifective  truth,  for  which  there  is  no  room  in  politics  or 
jouznalism.  I  happen  to  have  said  what  I  thought.  And  you 
are  angry  !  If  you  do  me  the  kindness  to  think  a  little  you 
will  see  that  I  qK>ke  like  a  patriot.*' 

^  opened  her  red  lips  for  the  first  time,  not  unkindly. 
'"Yes,  but  you  never  see  the  aim.  Men  must  be  used  as 
they  are.  I  suppose  nobody  is  really  disinterested,  unless, 
perhaps,  you,  Don  Martin.'* 

**  God  forbid !  It's  the  last  thing  I  should  like  you  to 
beheve  of  me."    He  spoke  lightly,  and  paused. 

She  began  to  fan  herself  with  a  slow  movement  without 
nusing  her  hand.  After  a  time  he  whispered  passionately — 
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"  Antonia  I " 

She  smiled,  and  extended  her  hand  after  the  English 
manner  towards  Charles  Gould,  who  was  bowing  before  her ; 
while  Decond,  with  his  elbows  spread  on  the  back  of  the  sofa, 
dropped  his  eyes  and  marmured, Ban  foury 

The  Seflor  AdmiaiBtrador  of  the  San  Tom6  mine  bent  oyer 
hiB  wife  for  a  moment.  They  exchanged  a  few  words,  of 
which  only  the  phrase,  "  The  greatest  enthusiasm,"  pronounced 
by  Mrs.  Gould,  could  be  heard. 

**  Yes,"  Decoud  began  in  a  murmur.    "  Even  he  I " 
"  This  is  sheer  calumny,"  said  Antonia,  not  very  severely. 
You  just  ask  him  to  throw  his  mine  into  the  melting-pot 
for  the  great  cause,"  Decoud  whispered. 

Don  Josd  had  raised  his  voice.  He  rubbed  his  hands 
cheerily.  The  excellent  aspect  of  the  troops  and  the  great 
quantity  of  new  deadly  rifles  on  the  shoulders  of  those  brave 
men  seemed  to  fill  him  with  an  ecstatic  confidence. 

Chaiius  Gould,  very  tall  and  thin  before  his  chair,  listened, 
but  nothing  could  be  discovered  in  his  face  except  a  kind  and 
deferential  attention. 

Meantime,  Antonia  had  risen,  and,  crossing  the  room, 
stood  looking  ont  of  one  of  the  three  long  windows  giving  on 
the  street.  Decond  followed  her.  The  window  was  thrown 
open,  and  he  leaned  against  the  thickness  of  the  wall.  The 
long  folds  of  the  damask  curtain,  falling  straight  from  the 
broad  brass  cornice,  hid  him  partly  from  the  room.  He  folded 
his  arms  on  his  breast,  und  looked  steadily  at  Antonia*s  profile. 

The  people  returning  from  the  harbour  filled  the  pave- 
ments; the  shuflie  of  sandals  and  a  low  murmur  of  voices 
ascended  to  the  window.  Now  and  then  a  coach  rolled  slowly 
along  the  disjointed  roadway  of  the  Oalle  de  la  Constitncion. 
There  were  not  many  private  carriages  in  Sulaco ;  at  the  most 
crowded  hour  on  the  Alameda  they  could  be  counted  with  one 
glance  of  the  eye.  The  great  family  arks  swayed  on  high 
leathern  springs,  full  of  pretty  powdered  faces  in  which  the 
eyes  looked  intensely  alive  and  black.  And  first  Don  Juste 
Lopez,  the  President  of  the  Provincial  Assembly,  passed  with 
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his  three  lovely  daughters,  solemn  in  a  black  frock-coat  and 
stiff  white  tie,  as  when  directing  a  debate  from  a  high  tribune. 
Though  they  all  raised  their  eyes,  Antonia  did  not  make  the 
usual  greeting  gesture  of  a  fluttered  hand,  and  they  affected 
not  to  see  the  two  young  people,  Costagnaneros  with  European 
manners,  whose  eccentricities  were  discnssed  behind  the  barred 
windows  of  the  first  families  in  Sulaco.  And  then  the  widowed 
Seiiora  Gavilaso  de  Yaldes  rolled  by,  handsome  and  dignified, 
in  a  great  machine  in  which  she  used  to  travel  to  and  from 
her  country  house,  surrounded  by  an  armed  retinue  in  leather 
suits  and  big  sombreros,  with  carbines  at  the  bows  of  their 
saddles,  ^e  was  a  woman  of  most  distinguished  family, 
jyroud,  rich,  and  kind-hearted.  Her  second  son,  Jaime,  had 
just  gone  off  on  the  Staff  of  Barrios.  The  eldest,  a  worthless 
fellow  of  a  moody  disposition,  filled  Sulaco  with  the  noise  of 
his  dissipations,  and  gambled  heavily  at  the  club.  The  two 
youngest  boys,  with  yellow  Kibierist  cockades  in  their  caps, 
sat  on  the  front  seat.  She,  too,  affected  not  to  sec  the  Senor 
Deoond  talking  publicly  with  Antonia  in  defiance  of  every 
oonvention.  And  he  not  even  her  novio  as  far  as  the  world 
knew  I  Though,  even  in  that  case,  it  would  have  been  scandal 
enough.  But  the  dignified  old  lady,  respected  and  admired 
by  the  first  famOies,  would  have  been  still  more  shocked  if 
she  could  have  heard  the  words  they  were  exchanging. 

"Did  you  say  I  lost  sight  of  the  aim?  I  have  only  one 
aim  in  the  world." 

She  made  an  almost  imperceptible  negative  movement  of 
her  head,  still  staring  across  the  street  at  the  Avellanos*s 
house,  grey,  marked  with  decay,  and  with  iron  bars  like  a 
prison. 

^  And  it  would  be  so  easy  of  attainment,"  he  coni^ued, 
"this  aim  which,  whether  knowingly  or  not,  T  have  always 

had  in  my  heart — ever  since  the  day  when  you  snubbed  me 
80  horribly  once  in  Paris,  you  remember." 

A  slight  smile  seemed  to  move  the  corner  of  the  lip  that 
was  on  his  side. 

You  know  you  were  a  very  terrible  person,  a  sort  of 
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Charlotte  Cordny  in  a  schoolgirrfs  dress ;  a  ferocious  patriot. 
I  suppose  you  would  have  stuck  a  knife  into  Guzman 
Bento  ? " 

She  interrupted  him.   "  You  do  me  too  much  honour." 
At  any  rate,"  he  laid,  ohanging  suddenly  to  a  tone  of 
bitter  levity,  "  you  wonld  have  Bent  me  to  stab  him  without 
compunction.*' 

"  Ah,  par  example  !  "  she  mnrmured. 

"Well,"  he  argued  mockingly,  "you  do  keep  me  here 
writing:  deadly  nonsense.  Deadly  to  me  I  It  has  already 
killed  my  self-respect.  And  you  may  imagine,"  he  continued, 
his  tone  passing  into  light  banter,  that  Montero,  should  he 
be  snooessfnl,  would  get  even  with  me  in  the  only  way  snch 
a  brute  can  get  even  with  a  man  of  intelligence  who  con- 
descends to  call  him  a  grm  Imtia  three  times  a  week.  It's 
a  sort  of  intellectual  death  ;  but  there  is  the  other  one  in  the 
background  for  a  journalist  of  my  ability." 

"  If  he  is  successful  I  "  said  Antonia,  thoughtfully. 

"You  seem  satisfied  to  see  my  life  hang  on  a  thread," 
Decoud  replied,  with  a  broad  smile.  "  And  the  other  Montero, 
the  '  my  trusted  brother '  of  the  proclamations,  the  gnerrillero 
— haven't  I  written  that  he  was  taking  the  gnests'  overooats 
and  changing  plates  in  Paris  at  onr  Legation  in  the  intervals 
of  spying  on  onr  refugees  there,  in  the  time  of  Bojas  ?  He 
will  wash  out  that  sacred  truth  in  blood.  In  my  blood  !  Why 
do  you  look  annoyed  ?  This  is  simply  a  bit  of  the  biography 
of  one  of  our  great  men.  What  do  jou  think  he  will  do  to 
me  ?  There  is  a  certain  convent  wall  round  the  comer  of  the 
Plaza,  opposite  the  door  of  the  Bull  Ring.  You  know  ?  Oppo- 
site the  door  with  the  inscription,  *Intrada  de  la  Sombra.' 
Appropriate,  perhaps  1  That's  where  the  uncle  of  onr  host 
gave  np  his  Anglo-Sontii-Am«ican  soul.  And,  note,  he  might 
have  ran  away.  A  man  who  has  fought  wi<^  weapons  may 
run  away.  You  might  have  let  me  go  with  Barrios  if  you 
had  cared  for  me.  I  would  have  carried  one  of  those  rifles,  in 
which  Don  Jos6  believes,  with  the  greatest  satisfaction,  in  the 
ranks  of  poor  peons  and  Indios,  that  know  nothing  either  of 
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reason  or  politics.  The  most  forlorn  hope  in  the  most  forlorn 
army  on  earth  would  have  been  safer  than  that  for  which  yon 
made  me  stay  here.  When  yon  make  war  yon  may  retreat, 
bat  not  when  yon  spend  yonr  thne  in  inciting  poor  ignorant 
fools  to  kill  and  to  die.*' 

His  tone  remained  light,  and  as  if  unaware  of  his  presence 
she  stood  motionless,  her  hands  clasped  lightly,  the  fan  hang- 
ing down  from  her  interlaced  fingers.  He  waited  for  a  while, 
and  then — 

I  shall  go  to  the  wall,"  he  said,  with  a  sort  of  jocular 

desperation. 

Even  that  declaration  did  not  make  her  look  at  him.  Her 
head  remained  still,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  house  of  the 
AvellanoB,  whose  chipped  pilasters,  broken  cornices,  the  whole 

degradation  of  dignity  was  hidden  now  by  the  gathering  dusk 
of  the  street.  In  her  whole  figure  her  lips  alone  moved, 
forming  the  words — 

**  Martin,  you  will  make  me  cry." 

He  remained  silent  for  a  minute,  startled,  as  if  overwhelmed 
by  a  sort  of  awed  happiness,  with  the  lines  of  the  mocking 
smile  still  stiffened  abont  his  month,  and  incredulous  surprise 
in  his  eyes.  The  value  of  a  sentence  is  in  the  personality  which 

utters  it,  for  nothing  new  can  be  said  by  man  or  woman  ;  and 
those  were  the  last  words,  it  seemed  to  him,  that  could  ever 
have  been  spoken  by  Antonia.  He  had  never  made  it  up  with 
her  so  completely  in  all  their  intercourse  of  small  encounters  ; 
but  even  before  she  had  time  to  turn  towards  him,  which  she 
did  slowly  with  a  rigid  grace,  he  had  begun  to  plead — 

My  sister  is  only  waiting  to  embrace  you.  My  father  is 
transported.  I  won't  say  anything  of  my  mother !  Our 
mothers  were  like  sisters.  Tliere  is  the  mail-boat  for  the  south 
next  week — let  us  go.  That  Moraga  is  a  fool !  A  man  like 
Montero  is  bribed.  It's  the  practice  of  the  country.  It's 
tradition — ^it's  politics.   Bead  *  Fifty  Years  of  Misrule.' " 

**  Leave  poor  papa  alone,  Don  Martiji.   He  believes  '* 

^  I  have  the  greatest  tenderness  for  your  father,"  he  began 
huriedly.  ^^Bat  I  love  you,  Antonia!  And  Moraga  has 
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miserably  mismanaged  this  business.  Perhaps  your  father  did, 
too  ;  I  don't  know.  Montcro  was  bribeable.  Wliy,  I  suppose 
he  only  wanted  hm  share  of  this  famous  loan  for  national 
development.  Why  didn't  the  atapid  Sta.  Marta  people  give 
him  a  misdon  to  Europe,  or  something  ?  He  would  have  taken 
five  yeara*  salary  in  advanoe,  and  go  on  loafing  in  Paris,  this 
stupid,  f  erocions  Indio  I  '* 

The  man,'*  she  said  thoughtfully,  and  very  calm  before 
this  outburst,  "  was  intoxicated  with  vanity.  We  had  all  the 
information,  not  from  Moraga  only;  from  others  too.  There 
was  his  brother  intriguing,  too." 

"  Oh  yes  I  "  he  said.  '*  Of  course  you  know.  You  know 
everything.  Yon  read  all  the  correspondence,  you  write  all  the 
papers — all  those  State  papers  that  are  inspired  here,  in  this 
room,  in  blind  deference  to  a  theory  of  politi^  parity.  Hadn't 
yon  Charles  Gould  before  your  eyes  ?  Rey  de  Sidaoo !  He 
and  his  mine  are  the  practical  demonstration  of  what  could 
have  been  done.  Do  you  think  he  succeedt'd  by  his  fidelity  to 
a  theory  of  virtue  ?  And  all  those  railway  people,  with  their 
honest  work  !  Of  course,  their  work  is  honest !  But  what  if 
you  cannot  work  honestly  till  the  thieves  are  satisfied  ?  Could 
he  not,  a  gentleman,  have  told  this  Sir  John  what's-his-name, 
that  Montero  had  to  be  bought  off— he  and  all  his  Negro 
Liberals  hanging  on  to  his  gold-laced  sleeye  ?  He  ought  to 
have  been  bought  off  with  his  own  stupid  weight  of  gold— his 
weij^^ht  of  gold,  I  tell  you,  boots,  sabre,  spurs,  cocked  hat  and 
all." 

She  shook  her  head  slightly.  '*It  was  impossible,"  she 
murmured. 

He  wanted  the  whole  lot  ?  What?" 

She  was  facing  him  now  in  the  deep  recess  of  the  window, 
▼ery  close  and  motionless.  Her  lips  moved  rapidly.  Deoond, 
leaning  his  head  back  against  the  wall,  listened  with  crossed 
arms  and  lowered  eyelids.  He  drank  in  the  tones  of  her  even 
voice,  and  watched  the  agitated  life  of  her  throat,  as  if  waves  of 
emotion  had  run  from  her  heart  to  pass  out  into  the  air  in  her 
reasonable  words.   He  also  had  his  aspirations,  he  aspired  to 
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carry  her  away  out  of  these  deadly  futilities  of  pronuncia- 
mientos  and  reforms.  All  this  was  wrono^ — utterly  wrong  ;  but 
slie  fascinated  him,  and  sometimes  the  sheer  sagacity  of  a  phrase 
would  break  the  cham!,  replace  the  faspination  by  a  sudden 
unwilliiig  thrill  of  interest.  Some  women  hovered,  as  it  were, 
on  the  threshold  of  genins,  he  reflected.  They  did  not  want  to 
know,  or  think,  or  nnderatand.  Passion  stood  for  all  that,  and 
he  was  ready  to  believe  that  some  startlingly  profound  remark, 
some  appreciation  of  character,  or  a  judgment  upon  an  event, 
bordered  on  the  miraculous.  In  the  mature  Antonia  he  could 
see  with  an  extraordinary  vividness  the  austere  schoolgirl 
of  the  earlier  days.  She  seduced  his  attention ;  sometimes  he 
could  not  restnun  a  mnimnr  of  assent;  now  and  then  he 
adyanoed  an  objection  quite  seriously.  Gradually  tihey  began 
to  argue ;  the  curtain  half  hid  them  from  the  people  in  the  sala. 

Outside  it  had  grown  dark.  From  the  deep  trench  of 
shadow  between  the  houses,  lit  up  vaguely  by  the  glimmer  of 
street  lamps,  ascended  the  evening  silence  of  Sulaco ;  the 
silence  of  a  town  with  few  carriages,  of  unshod  horses,  and  a 
softly  sandalled  population.  The  windows  of  the  Oasa 
€h>uld  flung  their  shining  parallelograms  upon  the  house  of 
the  Ayellanos.  Now  and  then  a  shuffle  of  feet  passed  below 
wiih  t^e  pulsating  red  glow  of  a  cigarette  at  the  foot  of  the 
walls  ;  and  the  night  air,  as  if  cooled  by  the  snows  of  Iliguerota, 
refreshed  their  faces. 

"We  Occidentals,"  said  Martin  Decoud,  using  the  usual 
term  the  provincials  of  Sulaco  applied  to  themselves,  have 
been  always  distuict  and  separated.  As  long  as  we  hold 
Oayta  nothing  can  reach  us.  In  all  our  troubles  no  army  has 
marched  oyer  ihose  moixntams.  A  revolution  in  the  central 
provinces  isolates  us  at  once.  Look  how  complete  it  is  now ! 
The  news  of  Barrios'  movement  will  be  cabled  to  the  United 
States,  and  only  in  that  way  will  it  reach  Sta.  Marta  by  the 
cable  from  the  other  seaboard.  We  have  the  greatest  riches, 
the  greatest  fertility,  the  purest  blood  in  our  great  families, 
the  most  laborious  population.  The  Occidental  Province 
should  stand  idone.   The  early  Federahsm  was  not  bad  for  us. 
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Then  came  this  union  which  Don  Henrique  Gould  resisted. 
It  opened  the  road  to  tyranny  ;  and,  ever  since,  the  rest  of 
Costaji;uana  han<(8  like  a  mill'^tone  ronnd  onr  necks.  The 
Occidental  territory  is  lai'ge  enough  to  make  any  man's 
oonntrj.  Look  at  the  monntainB  I  Nature  itfielfseema  t  o 
cry  to  us  "  Separate  1  * " 

She  made  an  energetic  gesture  of  negation.  A  lilenoe  fell. 
Oh  jeSy  I  know  it*8  contrary  to  the  doctrine  laid  down  in 
the  ^  History  of  Fifty  Years*  Hisrole.'  I  am  oidy  trying  to 
be  sensible.  But  my  sense  seems  always  to  give  you  cause  for 
offence.  Have  I  startled  you  very  much  with  this  perfectly 
reasonable  aspiration  ? 

She  shook  her  head.  No,  she  was  not  startled,  but  the 
idea  shocked  her  early  convictions.  Her  patriotism  was 
larger.  She  had  never  considered  that  possibility. 

It  may  yet  be  the  means  of  saving  some  of  your  convic- 
tions," he  said  prophetieally. 

She  did  not  answer.  She  seemed  tired.  They  leaned 
side  by  side  on  the  rail  of  the  little  balcony,  very  friendly, 
havinir  exhansted  politics,  giving  themselves  up  to  the  silent 
feeling  of  their  nearness,  in  one  of  those  profound  pauses  that 
fall  upon  the  rhythm  of  passion.  Towajxb  the  plaza  end  of 
the  street  the  glowing  coals  in  the  brazeroe  of  tiie  market 
women  cooking  their  evening  meal  gleamed  red  along  the  edge 
of  the  pavement.  A  man  appeared  without  a  sound  in  the 
light  of  a  street  lamp,  showing  the  coloured  inverted  triangle 
of  his  bordered  poncho,  square  on  his  shoulders,  hanging  to  a 
point  below  his  knees.  From  the  harbour  end  of  the  Calle  a 
horseman  walked  his  soft-stepping  mount,  gleaming  silver- 
grey  abreast  each  lamp  under  the  dark  shape  of  the  rider. 

Behold  the  illustrious  Capataz  de  Cargadores,"  said 
Decoud  gmitly,  coming  in  all  his  splendour  after  his  work  is 
done.  The  next  great  man  of  Snlaco  after  Don  Carlos  Gould. 
But  he  is  good-natured,  and  let  me  make  friends  with  him.*' 

**  Ah,  indeed  I "  said  Autonia.  How  did  you  make 
friends  ? 

'*A  journalist  ought  to  have  his  finger  on  the  popular 
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pttlse,  and  this  man  is  one  of  the  leaden  of  the  popnlaoe.  A 
jonmalist  onght  to  know  raooarkable  men— and  this  man  is 
remarkable  in  his  way.*' 

Ah,  yes  I "  said  Antonia  thoughtfully.  It  is  known 
tdiat  this  Italian  has  a  great  infltienoe.'* 

The  horseman  had  passed  below  them,  with  a  gleam  of  dim 
light  on  the  shining  broad  quarters  of  the  grey  mare,  on  a 
bright  heavy  stirrup,  on  a  long  silver  spur  ;  but  the  short  flick 
of  yellowish  flame  in  the  dusk  was  powerless  against  the 
mnffled-np  mysterionsness  of  the  dark  fignie  with  an  inyisible 
face  concealed  by  a  great  sombrero. 

Decond  and  Antonia  remained  leaning  oyer  the  balcony, 
side  by  side,  tonehing  elbows,  with  their  heads  overhanging 
the  darkness  of  the  stieet,  and  the  brilliantly  lighted  sala  at 
their  backs.   This  was  a  fetc-a'tete  of  extreme  impropriety ; 
something  of  which  in  the  whole  extent  of  the  Republic  only 
the  extraordinary  Antonia  could  be  capable — the  poor,  mother- 
less eirl,  never  accompanied,  with  a  careless  father,  who  had 
thought  only  of  making  her  learned.  Even  Decoud  himself 
seemed  to  feel  that  this  was  as  much  as  he  could  expect  of 
haying  her  to  himself  till — ^till  the  reyolution  was  oyer  and  he 
could  carry  her  oflP  to  Europe,  away  from  the  endlessness  of 
civil  strife,  whose  folly  seemed  even  harder  to  bear  than  its 
ignominy.   After  one  Montero  there  would  be  another,  the 
lawlessness  of  a  populace  of  all  colours  and  races,  barbarism, 
irremediable  tyranny.   As  the  great  Liberator  Bolivar  had 
said  in  tiie  bitterness  of  his  spirit,    America  is  ungovern- 
able. Those  who  worked  for  her  independence  have  ploughed 
the  sea.'*  He  did  not  care,  he  declared  boldly ;  he  seized 
every  opportunity  to  tell  her  that  though  she  had  managed 
to  make  a  Blanco  journalist  of  him,  he  was  no  patriot.  First 
of  all,  the  word  had  no  sense  for  cultured  minds,  to  whom  the 
narrowness  of  every  belief  is  odious  ;  and  secondly,  in  con- 
nection with  the  everlasting  troubles  of  this  unhappy  country 
it  was  hopelessly  besmirched ;  it  had  been  the  cry  of  dark 
barbarism,  the  cloak  of  lawlessness,  of  crimes,  of  rapacity,  of 
nmple  l^eving. 


Digitized  by  Googk 


NOSTROMO. 


He  was  snrprised  at  the  warmth  of  his  own  utterance.  He 
had  no  need  to  drop  his  voice  ;  it  had  been  low  all  the  time, 
a  mere  murmur  in  the  silence  of  dark  houses  with  their  shatters 
closed  early  against  the  night  air,  as  is  the  custom  of  Sulaoo. 
Only  the  sala  of  the  Casa  Gould  flung  out  defiantly  the  blaze 
of  its  four  windows,  the  bright  appeal  of  light  in  the  whole 
dumb  obscnrity  of  the  street.  And  the  mnrmnr  on  the  little 
balcony  went  on  after  a  short  pause. 

"But  we  arc  labouring  to  change  all  that,"  Antonia  pro- 
tested. "  It  is  exactly  what  we  desire.  It  is  our  object.  It 
is  the  great  cause.  And  the  word  you  despise  had  stood  also 
for  sacrifice,  for  courage,  for  constancy,  for  suffering.  Papa, 
who  " 

Ploughing  the  sea,**  interrupted  Deooud,  looking  down. 
There  was  bdow  the  sound  of  hasty  and  ponderous  foot- 
steps. 

"Your  uncle,  the  grand-vicar  of  the  cathedral,  ha^  just 
turned  under  tiie  gate,"  observed  Decoud.  "  He  said  Mass  for 
the  troops  in  the  Plaza  this  morning.  They  had  built  for  him 
an  altar  of  drums,  you  know.  And  they  brought  outside  all  the 
painted  blocks  to  take  the  aur.  All  the  wooden  saints  stood 
militarily  in  a  row  at  the  top  of  the  great  flight  of  steps.  They 
looked  like  a  gorgeous  escort  attending  the  Yicar-OeneraL  I 
Baw  the  great  function  from  the  windows  of  the  Portmir,  He 
is  amazing,  your  uncle,  the  last  of  the  Corbeliius.  He  glittered 
exceedingly  in  his  vestments  with  a  great  crimaon  velvet  cross 
down  his  back.  And  all  the  time  our  saviour  Barrios  sat  in 
the  Amarilla  Club  drinking  punch  at  an  open  window.  Esprit 
fort — our  Barrios.  I  expected  every  moment  your  uncle  to 
launch  an  excommunication  there  and  then  at  the  black  eye- 
patch  in  the  window  across  the  Plaza.  But  not  at  aU.  Ulti- 
mately the  troops  marched  off.  Later  on  Barrios  came  down 
with  some  of  the  officers,  and  stood  with  his  uniform  all 
unbuttoned,  discoursing  at  the  edge  of  the  pavement.  Sud- 
denly your  uncle  appeared,  no  longer  glittering,  but  all  black, 
at  the  cathedral  door  with  that  threatening  aspect  he  has — 
you  know,  like  a  sort  of  avenging  spirit.   He  gives  one  look. 
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strides  over  straight  at  the  group  of  uniforms,  and  leads 
away  the  general  by  the  elbow.  He  walked  him  for  a  quarter 
of  an  horn*  in  the  shade  of  a  wall.  Never  let  go  his  elbow  for 
a  moment,  talking  all  the  time  with  exaltation,  and  gesticu- 
lating with  a  long  black  arm.  It  was  a  cnrions  scene.  The 
officers  seemed  stmck  with  astonishment.  Bemarkable  man, 
yonr  missionary  ande.  He  hates  an  infidel  much  less  than  a 
heretic,  and  prefers  a  heathen  many  times  to  an  infidel.  He 
condescends  graciously  to  call  me  a  heathen,  sometimes,  you 
know." 

Antonia  listened  with  her  hands  over  the  biilustrade,  open- 
ing and  shutting  the  fan  gently  ;  and  Decoad  talked  a  little 
nervously,  as  if  afraid  that  she  would  leave  him  at  the  first 
pause.  Their  comparative  isohition,  the  precious  sense  of 
intimacy,  the  slight  contact  of  their  arms,  affected  him  softly ; 
for  now  and  then  a  tender  inflection  crept  into  the  flow  of  his 
ii'onic  murmurs. 

"Any  slight  sign  of  favour  from  a  relative  of  yours  is 
welcome,  Autonia.    And  perhaps  he  understands  me,  after  all ! 
But  I  know  him,  too,  oui'  Padre  Corbelan.   The  idea  of  political 
honour,  justice,  and  honesty  for  him  consists  in  the  restitution 
of  the  confiscated  church  property.   Nothing  else  could  have 
drawn  that  fierce  converter  of  savage  Indians  out  of  the 
wilds  to  work  for  the  Ribierist  cause !   Nothing  else  but  that 
wild  hope !    He  would  make  a  pronunciamiento  himself  for 
such  an  object  against  any  GovxTnment  if  he  could  only  get 
followers  !    What  does  Don  Carlos  Gould  think  of  that  ?  But, 
of  course,  with  his  English  impenetrability,  nobody  can  tell 
what  he  thinks.    Probably  he  thinks  of  nothing  apart  from  his 
mine  ;  of  his  *  Imperium  in  Imperio.'   As  to  Mrs.  Gould,  she 
thinks  of  her  schools,  of  her  hospitals,  of  the  mothers  with  the 
young  babies,  of  every  sick  old  man  in  the  three  villages.  If 
you  were  to  turn  your  head  now  you  would  see  her  extracting 
a  report  from  that  sinister  doctor  in  a  check  shirt — what's  bis 
name  ?    Monygham— or  else  catechising  Don  Pepc,  or  perhaps 
listening  to  Padre  Rom^n.   They  are  all  down  here  to-day — 
ail  her  ministers  of  state.  Well,  she  is  a  sensible  woman,  and 
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perhaps  Don  Oarloe  is  a  sensible  man.  It's  a  part  of  solid 
English  sense  not  to  think  too  much  ;  to  see  only  what  may 

be  of  practical  use  at  the  moment.  These  people  are  not  like 
ourselves.  We  have  no  political  reason ;  we  have  political 
passions — sometimes.  What  is  a  conviction  ?  A  particular 
view  of  our  personal  advantage  either  practical  or  emotional 
No  one  is  a  patriot  for  nothing.  The  word  serves  ns  well. 
Bat  I  am  clear-sighted,  and  I  shall  not  use  that  word  to  yon, 
Antonial  I  have  no  patriotic  illusions.  I  have  only  the 
supreme  illusion  of  a  lover.'* 

He  paused,  then  muttered  almost  iuaudibly,  "That  can 
lead  one  very  far,  tliough.'* 

Behind  their  backs  the  political  tide  that  once  in  every 
twenty-four  hours  set  with  a  strong  flood  through  the 
Gk)uld  drawing-room  could  be  heard,  rising  higher  in  a  hum 
of  voices.  Men  had  been  dropping  in  singly,  or  in  twos  and 
threes:  the  higher  officials  of  the  province,  engmeen 
of  the  railway,  sunburnt  and  in  tweeds,  with  the  frosted 
head  of  their  chief  smiling  with  slow  humorous  indul- 
gence amongst  the  young  eager  faces.    Scarfe,  the  lover  of 
fandangos,  had  already  slipped  out  in  search  of  some  dance, 
no  matter  where,  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town.   Don  Juste 
Lopez,  after  taking  his  daughters  home,  had  entered  solemnly, 
in  a  black  creased  coat  buttoned  up  under  his  spreading  brown 
beard«  The  few  members  of.  the  Provincial  Assembly  present 
dttstered  at  once  around  thehr  President  to  discuss  the  news  of 
the  war  and  ihe  last  proclamation  of  the  rebel  Montero,  the 
miserable  Munteru,  calling  in  the  name  of  *'a  justly  incensed 
democracy  "  upon  all  the  Provincial  Assemblies  of  the  Repubhc 
to  suspend  their  sittings  till  his  sword  had  made  peace  and 
the  will  of  the  people  could  be  consulted.   It  was  practically  au 
invitation  to  dissolve :  an  unheard-of  audacity  of  that  evil 

Tnttiim<i.Ti- 

The  indignation  ran  high  in  the  knot  of  deputies  behind 
JO06  Avellanos.  Don  Jos^,  lifting  up  his  voice,  cried  out  to 

them  over  the  high  back  of  his  chair,  "  Sulaco  has  answered 
by  sending  to-day  an  army  upon  hi^  dank.   If  all  the  other 
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provinc^^  bliow  uuly  lialf  as  mudi  patriotism  as  we,  Occi- 
dentals " 

A  great  outburst  of  acclamationa  covered  the  vibrating 
teeUe  of  fche  lif e  and  booI  of  the  party.  Yes  I  Yes  t  This 
was  true  I  A  great  truth  I  SohMX)  was  in  the  forefront,  as 
erer  I  It  was  a  boastfol  tumult,  the  hopef nhieBSi  in^iied  bj 
the  event  of  the  day  breaking  out  amongst  those  cabal  lerus 
of  Liie  tampo  thinking  of  their  herds,  of  their  lands,  of  the 
safety  of  their  families.  Everything  was  at  stake.  ...  No ! 
It  was  impossible  tliat  Monttro  should  succeed  !  This  criminal, 
this  shameless  Indio  I  The  clamour  continued  for  some  time, 
eraybody  else  in  the  room  looking  towards  the  group  where 
Don  Juste  had  put  on  his  air  of  hnpartial  solemnity  as  if 
presiding  at  a  sitting  of  the  Provincial  Assembly.  Decoud 
had  tnrned  round  at  the  noise,  and,  leaninof  his  back  on  the 
balustrade,  shouted  into  the  room  with  all  the  strength  of  his 
longs,  "  QrarC  hestiu !  " 

This  unexpected  cry  had  the  effect  of  stilling  the  noise. 
All  the  eyes  were  directed  to  the  window  with  an  approving 
eipectation :  but  Decoud  had  afaready  turned  his  back  npon 
the  loom,  and  was  again  leaning  out  over  (he  quiet  street. 

''This  is  the  quintessenoe  of  my  journalism ;  tiiat  is  the 
supreme  argnm^t,**  he  said  to  Antonia.  "  I  have  invented 
this  definition,  this  lust  word  on  a  great  question.  But  I  am  no 
patriot.  I  am  no  more  of  a  patriot  than  the  Capataz  of  the 
Sulaco  Cargadores,  this  Genoese  who  has  done  such  great  things 
for  this  harbour — this  active  usher-in  of  the  material  imple- 
ments for  our  pr(^presB.  You  have  heard  Captain  Mitchell 
confess  over  and  ovor  again  that  till  he  got  this  man  he  oould 
never  tell  how  long  it  would  take  to  unload  a  ship.  That  is 
bad  for  progress.  You  haveseen  him  pass  by  after  his  labours 
on  his  famous  horse  to  dazzle  the  girls  in  some  ballroom  with 
au  earthen  floor.  He  is  a  fortunate  fellow  !  His  work  is  an 
exercise  of  personal  powers ;  his  leisure  is  spent  in  receiving 
the  marks  of  extraordinary  adulation.  And  he  likes  it,  too. 
Can  anybody  be  more  fortunate  ?  To  be  feared  and  admired 
ifl  " 
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And  are  these  jonr  highest  aspirations,  Don  Martin  ? 

inteiTupted  Antonia. 

*'  I  was  speaking  of  a  man  of  that  sort,"  said  Decoud 
curtly.  "The  heroes  of  the  world  have  been  feared  and 
admired.   AVhat  more  could  he  want  ? 

Deoood  had  often  felt  his  familiar  habit  of  ironic  thought 
fall  shattered  against  Antonia's  gravity.  She  irritated  him  as 
if  she,  too,  had  suffered  from  that  inexplicable  feminine  obtnse- 
ness  which  stands  so  often  between  a  man  and  a  woman  of  the 
more  ordinary  8ort.  But  he  overcame  his  vexation  at  once. 
He  was  very  far  from  thinking  Antonia  ordinary,  whatever 
verdict  hifs  scepticism  might  have  pronounced  upon  himself. 
With  a  touch  of  penetrating  tenderness  in  his  voice  he  assured 
her  that  his  only  aspiration  was  to  a  felicity  so  high  that  it 
seemed  almost  nnrealisable  on  this  earth. 

She  colom:^  inyisibly,  with  a  warmth  against  which  the 
breeee  from  the  sierra  seemed  to  have  lost  its  cooling  power  in 
the  sudden  melting  of  the  snows.  His  whisper  could  nut  have 
carried  so  far,  though  there  was  enough  ardour  in  his  tone  to 
melt  a  heart  of  ice.  Antonia  turned  away  abruptly,  as  if  to 
carry  his  whispered  assorauoe  into  the  room  behind,  foil  of 
light,  noisy  with  voices. 

The  tide  of  political  specnlation  was  beating  high  within 
the  f onr  walls  of  the  great  sala,  as  if  driven  beyond  the  marks 
by  a  great  gust  of  hope.  Don  Jnste*s  fannshaped  beard  was 
still  the  centre  of  loud  and  animated  discussions.  There  was 
a  self-confident  ring  in  all  the  voices.  Even  the  few  Europeans 
around  Charles  Gould — a  Dane,  a  couple  of  Frt'uchmeu,  a  dis- 
creet fat  German,  smiling,  with  downcast  eyes,  the  representa- 
tives of  those  material  interests  that  had  got  a  footing  in  Sulaco 
under  the  protecting  might  of  the  San  Tomd  mine-— had  inf  osed 
a  lot  of  good  humour  into  their  deference.  Charles  Gould,  to 
whom  they  were  paying  their  court,  was  the  visible  sign  of  the 
stability  that  could  be  achieved  uii  the  shifting  ground  of 
revolutions.  They  felt  hopeful  about  their  various  under- 
takings. One  of  the  two  Frenchmen,  small,  black,  with 
ghttering  eyes  lost  in  an  immense  growth  of  bushy  beard, 
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waTed  his  tiny  brown  hands  and  delicate  wristo.  He  had  been 
tmyelUng  in  the  interior  of  the  province  for  a  syndicate  of 
Enropean  capitalists.  His  forcible  Monsieur  VAdminis' 
inUntr*^  retoming  every  minnte  shrilled  above  the  steady  hnm 

of  conversations.  He  was  relating  his  discoveries.  He  was 
ecstatic.    Charles  Gould  glanced  down  at  him  courteously. 

At  a  given  moment  of  these  necessary  receptions  it  was 
Mrs.  Gonld*8  habit  to  withdraw  quietly  into  a  little  drawing- 
room,  especially  her  own,  next  to  the  great  sala.  She  had 
risen,  and,  waithig  for  Antonia,  listened  with  a  slightly  worried 
gracioosness  to  ihe  Engineer-in-chief  of  the  railway,  who 
stooped  over  her,  relating  slowly,  without  the  slightest  gesture, 
something  apparently  amusing,  for  his  eyes  had  a  humorous 
twinkle.  Antonia,  before  she  advanced  into  the  room  to  join 
Mrs.  Gould,  turned  her  head  over  her  shoulder  towards 
Decoud,  only  for  a  moment. 

'*Why  should  any  one  of  us  think  his  aspirations 
oniealisable  ?  "  she  said  rapidly. 

I  am  going  to  cling  to  mine  to  the  end,  Antonia,*'  he 
answered,  through  clenched  teeth,  then  bowed  very  low,  a 
little  distantly. 

The  Engineer-in-chief  had  not  finished  telling  his  amusing 
story.  The  humours  of  railway  building  in  South  Auierica 
appealed  to  his  keen  appreciation  of  the  absurd,  and  he  told 
his  instances  of  ignorant  prejudice  and  as  ignorant  cunning 
very  well.  Now,  Mrs.  Gould  gave  him  all  her  attention  as 
he  walked  by  her  side  escorting  the  ladies  out  of  the  room. 
FinaDy  all  three  passed  unnoticed  through  the  glass  doors  in 
the  gallery.  Only  a  tall  priest  stalking  silently  in  the  noise 
of  the  sala  checked  himself  to  look  after  them.  Father 
Corbelan,  whom  Decoud  had  seen  from  the  balcony  turning 
into  the  gateway  of  the  Casa  Gould,  had  addressed  no  one 
since  coming  in.  The  long,  skimpy  soutane  accentuated  the 
tallness  of  his  stature ;  he  carried  his  powerful  torso  thrown 
forward  ;  and  the  straight^  black  bar  of  his  joined  eyebrows, 
the  pognacious  outline  of  the  bony  face,  the  white  spot  of  a  scar 
on  the  bluish  shaven  cheeks  (a  testimonial  to  his  apostolic  zeal 
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from  a  party  of  imconvertcd  Indians),  suggested  something 
onlawfol  behind  his  priesthood,  the  idea  of  a  chaplain  of 
bandits. 

He  separated  his  bonj,  knotted  hands  clasped  behind  hk 
back,  to  shake  his  finger  at  Martin. 

Deooad  had  stepped  into  the  room  after  Antonia.  Bat  he 
did  not  go  far.  He  had  remained  just  within,  against  the 
onrtain,  with  an  expression  of  not  qnite  genuine  gravity,  like 
a  grown-up  pereon  taking  part  in  a  game  of  children.  Ke 
gazed  quietly  at  the  threatening  finger. 

"  I  have  watched  your  reverence  converting  General  Barrios 
by  a  special  sermon  on  the  Plazat*'  he  said  without  making 
the  slightest  movement 

^  What  miserable  nonsense  I "  Father  OorbeUkn's  deep 
Yoioe  resounded  all  over  the  room,  making  all  the  heads  turn 
on  the  shoulders.  The  man  is  a  drunkard.  SefioreSi  the 
God  of  your  General  is  a  bottle  1 " 

His  contemptuous  arbitrary  voice  caused  an  uneasy  sus- 
pension of  every  sound,  as  if  the  self-confidence  of  the 
gathering  had  been  staggered  by  a  blow.  But  nobody  took  up 
Father  Corbelkn's  declaration. 

It  was  known  that  Father  Oorbelki  had  come  out  of  the 
wilds  to  advocate  the  sacred  rights  of  the  Church  with  the 
same  fanatical  fearlessness  with  which  he  had  gone  preaching 
to  bloodthirsty  savages,  devoid  of  human  compassion  or 
worship  of  any  kind.  Rumours  of  legendary  proportions  told 
of  his  successes  as  a  missionary  beyond  the  eye  of  Christian 
men.  He  had  baptised  whole  nations  of  Indians,  living  with 
them  like  a  savage  himself.  It  was  related  that  the  padre  used 
to  ride  with  his  Indians  for  days,  half  naked,  carrying  a  bullock- 
hide  shield,  and,  no  doubt,  a  long  lance,  too — who  knows  ? 
That  he  had  wandered  clothed  in  skins,  seeking  for  proselytes 
somewhere  near  the  snow  line  of  the  Oordillera.  Of  these 
exploits  Padre  Corbelan  himself  was  never  known  to  talk. 
But  he  made  no  secret  of  bis  opinion  that  the  politicians  of 
Sta.  Marta  had  harder  hearts  and  more  corrupt  minds  than 
the  heathen  to  whom  he  had  carried  the  word  of  God. 
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His  injudicious  zeal  for  the  temporal  welfare  of  the  Church  was 
damaging  the  Ribierist  cause.  It  was  common  knowledge  that 
he  had  refused  to  be  made  titular  bishop  of  the  Occidental  diocese 
till  justice  was  done  to  a  despoiled  Church.  The  political 
Pdp6  of  Bolaco  (the  same  dignitary  whom  Captain  Mitchell 
bkvbA,  from  the  mob  afterwaxds)  hinted  with  nwtve  cynidam 
that  doubtless  their  Excellencies  the  Mmisters  sent  the  padre 
over  the  mountains  to  Sulaco  in  the  worst  season  of  the  year 
in  the  hope  that  he  would  be  frozen  to  death  by  the  icy  blasts 
of  the  high  paramos.  Every  year  a  few  hardy  muleteers — men 
inured  to  exposure — were  known  to  perish  in  that  way.  But 
what  would  you  have?  Their  Excellencies  possibly  had 
not  realised  what  a  tough  priest  he  was.  Meantime  the 
ignoiant  were  begmning  to  moxmur  that  the  Bibieristrefonns 
meant  simply  the  taking  away  of  the  land  from  the  people. 
Some  of  it  was  to  be  given  to  foreigners  who  made  the  railway ; 
the  greater  part  was  to  go  to  the  j»dres. 

These  were  the  results  of  the  Grand  Vicar's  zeal.  Even 
from  the  short  allocution  to  the  troops  on  the  Plaza  (which 
only  the  hrst  ranks  could  have  heard)  he  had  not  been  able  to 
ka^  out  his  fixed  idea  of  an  outraged  Church  waiting  for 
repantion  from  a  penitoit  country.  The  political  had 
been  exasperated.  But  he  oonld  not  very  well  throw  the 
brotber-in^aw  of  Don  Joa^  into  the  prison  of  the  CabiMo. 
The  chief  magistrate,  an  easy-going  and  popular  official, 
visited  the  Casa  Gould,  walking  over  after  sunset  from  the 
luteiidencia,  unattended,  acknowledging  with  dignified 
courtesy  the  salutations  of  high  and  low  alike.  That  evening 
he  had  walked  up  straight  to  Charles  Gould  and  had  hissed 
out  to  him  that  he  would  have  liked  to  deport  the  Grand 
Yioar  out  of  Sulaoo,  anywhere,  to  some  desert  ishmd,  to  the 
Isabels,  for  instance.  ''The  one  without  water  preferably— 
eh,  Don  Carlos  ? "  he  had  added  in  a  tone  between  jest  and 
earnest.  This  uncontrollable  priest,  who  had  rejected  his  oifer 
of  the  episcopal  palace  for  a  residence  and  preferred  to  hang 
his  shabby  hanmiock  amongst  the  rubble  and  spiders  of  the 
sequestrated  Dominican  Convent,  had  taken  into  his  head  to 
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advocate  an  unconditional  pardon  for  Hernandez  the  Robber  I 
And  thiis  was  not  enough  ;  he  seemed  to  have  entered  into 
communicatioii  with  the  most  audacious  criminal  the  countrj 
had  known  for  yean.  The  Siilaco  police  knew,  of  course, 
what  was  going  on.  Padie  OorbeHm  had  got  hold  of  that 
leckleas  Italian,  the  Oapatas  de  Oargadores,  the  only  nian  fit 
for  such  an  errand,  and  had  sent  a  message  through  him. 
Father  Gorbel&n  had  studied  in  Rome,  and  could  speak 
Italian.  The  Capataz  was  known  to  visit  the  old  Dominican 
Convent  at  night.  An  old  woman  who  served  the  Grand 
Vicar  had  heard  the  name  of  Hernandez  pronounced  ;  and 
only  last  Saturday  afternoon  the  Capataz  had  been  observed 
galloping  out  of  town.  He  did  not  return  for  two  days.  The 
police  wonld  have  laid  the  Italian  by  the  heels  if  it  had  not 
been  for  fear  of  the  Oargadores,  a  turbulent  body  of  men, 
quite  apt  to  raise  a  tumult.  Nowadays  it  was  not  so  easy 
to  govern  Sulaco.  Bad  characters  tlockcd  into  it,  attracted  by 
the  money  in  the  pockets  of  the  railway  workmen.  The 
populace  was  made  restless  by  Father  Corbel^n^s  discourses. 
And  the  first  magistrate  explained  to  Charles  Gould  that  now 
the  province  was  stripped  of  troops  any  outbreak  of  lawless- 
ness would  find  the  authorities  with  their  boots  off,  as  it 
were. 

Then  he  went  away  moodily ^to  sit  in  an  armchair,  smoking 
a  long,  thin  cigar,  not  Tery  far  from  Don  Jos6,  with  whom, 
bending  over  sideways,  he  exchanged  a  few  words  from  time 
to  time.  He  ignored  the  entrance  of  the  priest,  and  whenever 
Father  Corbeliin's  voice  was  raised  behind  him,  he  shrugged 
his  shoulders  impatiently. 

Father  Corbelan  had  remained  quite  motionless  for  a  time 
with  that  something  vengeful  in  his  immobility  which  seemed 
to  characterise  all  his  attitudes.  A  lurid  glow  of  strong  con- 
victions gave  its  peculiar  aspect  to  the  black  figure.  But  its 
fierceness  became  softened  as  the  padre,  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
Decoud,  raised  his  long,  black  arm  slowly,  impressively — 

"And  you — you  are  a  perfect  heathen,"  he  said,  in  a 
subdued,  deep  voice. 
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He  made  a  step  nearer,  pointing  a  forefinger  at  the  young 
man's  breast.  D^ud,  very  calm^  felt  the  wall  behind  the 
curtain  with  the  back  of  his  head.  Then,  with  his  chin  tilted 
well  np,  he  smiled. 

"Very  well,"  he  agreed  with  the  slightly  weary  non- 
chalance of  a  man  well  used  to  these  passages.  "But  is  it 
not  perhaps  that  you  have  not  discovered  yet  what  is  the  God 
of  my  worship  ?    It  was  an  easier  task  with  our  Barrios." 

The  priest  suppressed  a  gesture  of  discouragement.  "  Yon 
believe  neither  in  stick  nor  stone,"  he  said. 

''Nor  botUe,"  added  Deoond  without  stirring.  "Neither 
does  the  other  of  yonr  reverence^s  confidants.  I  mean  the 
Oapataz  of  the  Oargadores.  He  does  not  drink.  Tonr  reading 
of  my  character  does  kuaoor  to  your  perspicacity.  But  why 
call  me  a  heathen  ?  ** 

**  True,"  retorted  the  priest.  "  You  are  ten  times  worse. 
A  miracle  could  not  convert  you." 

"  I  certainly  do  not  believe  in  miracles,"  said  Decoud 
quietly.  Father  OorbeUm  shmgged  his  high,  broad  shonlders 
doubtfully. 

"  A  sort  of  Frenchman~godless--a  materialist^'*  he  pro- 
nounced slowly,  as  if  weighing  the  terms  of  a  careful  analysis. 

"  Neither  the  sou  of  his  own  country  nor  of  any  other,"  he 
continued,  thoughtfully. 

"  Scarcely  human,  in  fact,"  Decoud  commented  under  his 
breath,  his  head  at  rest  against  the  wall,  his  eyes  gazing  up  at 
the  ceiling. 

"The  victim  of  this  faithless  age,"  Father  Oorbelki 
resumed  in  a  deep  but  subdued  voice. 

"  But  of  some  use  as  a  journalist."  Decoud  changed  his 
pose  and  spoke  in  a  more  animated  tone.  "  Has  your  worship 
neglected  to  read  the  last  number  of  the  Porvcnir  ?  I  assure 
you  it  is  jnst  like  the  others.  On  the  general  policy  it  con- 
tinues to  call  Montcro  a  Gran  Bestia,  and  stigmatise  his 
brother,  the  gueriUero,  for  a  combination  of  lacquey  and  spy. 
What  could  be  more  effective  ?  In  local  affairs  it  urges  the 
Provincial  Government  to  enlist  bodily  intotthe  national  army 
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the  band  of  Hernandez  the  Robber — wlio  is  apparently  the 
jrrot^^,  of  the  Church— or  at  least  of  the  Great  Vicar.  Nothing 
could  be  more  sound." 

The  priest  nodded  and  tamed  on  the  heels  of  his  square- 
toed  dioes  with  big  steel  bnckks.  Again,  with  his  hands 
clasped  behind  his  back,  he  paced  abont,  planting  hn  fe^ 
firmly.  When  he  swun^  about,  the  skirt  of  his  soutane  was 
inflated  slightly  by  the  brusqueness  of  his  movements. 

The  ^eat  sala  had  been  emptying  itself  slowly.  When 
the  Pcf(^  Politico  rose  to  go,  most  of  those  still  remaining 
stood  up  suddenly  in  sign  of  respect,  and  Don  Jos^  Avellanos 
stopped  the  rocking  of  his  chair.  Bat  the  good-natared  First 
Official  made  a  depiecatoxy  gestoze,  waved  his  hand  to  Oharles 
Gtoold,  and  went  oat  discreetly. 

In  the  comparative  peace  of  the  room  the  screaming 
Momieur  VAdministrateur^^  of  the  frail  hairy  Frenchman 
seemed  to  acquire  a  preternatural  shrillness.  The  explorer 
of  the  Capitalist  syndicate  was  still  enthusiastic.  "  Ten 
million  dollars*  worth  of  copper  practically  in  sight,  Monsieur 
VAdmmMtraUur.  Ten  millions  in  sight!  And  a  railway 
coming— «  railway  I  They  will  never  believe  my  report. 
(Petit  imp  UauP  He  fell  a  prey  to  a  screaming  ecstasy,  in 
the  midst  of  sagely  nodding  heads,  before  Ohi^es  Gkrald's 
imperturbable  calm. 

And  only  the  priest  continued  his  pacing,  flinging  round 
the  skirt  of  his  soutane  at  each  end  of  his  beat.  Decoud  mur- 
mured to  him  ironically,  Those  gentlemen  talk  aboot  their 
gods.'* 

Father  OorbeUm  stopped  short,  looked  at  the  joomalist  of 
Snlaoo  fiiedly  for  a  moment,  shrogged  his  shoalders  slightly, 
and  resumed  his  plodding  walk  of  an  obstinate  traveller. 

And  now  the  Europeans  were  dropping  off  from  the  group 
around  Charles  Gould  till  the  Administrador  of  the  Great 
Silver  Mine  could  be  seen  in  his  whole  lank  length,  from 
head  to  foot,  left  stranded  by  the  ebbing  tide  of  his  guests 
on  the  great  sqoare  of  carpet,  as  it  were  a  mnlti-coloured 
shoal  of  flowers  and  arabeaq[nes  onder  his  bsown  boots. 
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Faliher  OorbdAn  appioached  the  lockmg-chBir  of  Don  Job6 

AyeUanos. 

"  Come,  brother,"  he  said,  with  kindly  brnsqueness  and  a 
touch  of  relieved  impatience  a  man  may  feel  at  the  end  of  a 
perfectly  useless  ceremony.  "  to  Ca»a  t  A  la  Casa  !  This 
has  been  all  talk.  Let  us  now  go  and  think  and  pray  for 
goidance  from  Heaven." 

He  rolled  his  black  eyes  upwards.  By  the  side  of  the 
frail  diplomatist— the  life  uid  sonl  of  the  party— he  seemed 
gigantic,  with  a  gleam  of  fanaticinn  in  the  ghmee.  Bat  the 
voice  of  the  party,  or,  rather,  its  mouthpiece,  the  "son 
Decoud"  from  Paris,  turned  journalist  for  the  sake  of 
Aiitonia's  eyes,  knew  very  well  that  it  was  not  so,  that 
he  was  only  a  strenuous  priest  with  one  idea,  feared  by 
the  women  and  execrated  by  the  men  of  the  people. 
Martin  Deoond,  the  diUetante  in  life,  imagined  himself  to 
derive  an  artistic  pleasare  from  watching  the  pictnresqne 
extreme  of  wrong-headedness  into  which  an  honest,  almost 
sacred,  conviction  may  drive  a  man.  "  It  is  like  madness. 
It  must  be — because  it's  self -destructive,"  Decoud  had  said  to 
himself  often.  It  seemed  to  him  that  every  conviction,  as 
soon  as  it  became  effective,  turned  into  that  form  of  dementia 
the  gods  sent  upon  those  they  wish  to  destroy.  But  he  en- 
joyed the  bitter  flavour  of  that  example  wiUi  the  aest  of  a 
oonnolsseur  in  the  art  of  his  choice,  lliose  two  men  got  on 
well  together,  as  if  eadi  had  felt  respectivelj  that  a  masterful 
conviction,  as  well  as  utter  scepticism,  may  lead  a  man  very  far 
on  the  by-paths  of  political  action. 

Don  Jos^  obeyed  the  touch  of  the  big  hairy  hand.  Decoud 
followed  out  the  brothers-in-law.  And  there  remained  only 
one  visitor  un  the  vast  empty  sala,  bluishly  hasy  with  tobacco 
smoke,  a  heavy-eyed,  round-dieeked  man,  with  a  drooping  mous- 
tache, a  hide  merchant  from  Esmeralda,  who  had  come  o?^ 
land  to  Bulaco,  riding  with  a  few  peons  across  the  coast  range. 
He  was  very  full  of  his  journey,  undertaken  mostly  for  the 
purpose  of  seeing  the  Senor  Admin istrador  of  San  Tom6  in 
relation  to  some  assistance  he  required  in  his  hide-exporting 
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bosmeBB.  He  hoped  to  enlarge  it  greatly  now  that  the  oonntry 
was  going  to  be  settled.  It  was^oing  to  be  settled,  be  repeated 
seyeral  timea,  degrading  by  a  strange,  anxions  whine  the 
sonority  of  ihe  Spanish  language,  which  he  pattered  rapidly, 
like  some  sort  of  cringing  jargon.  A  plain  man  could  carry 
on  his  little  business  now  in  the  country,  and  even  think  of 
enlarging  it — with  safety.  Was  it  not  so  ?  He  seemed  to  beg 
Charles  (}ould  for  a  coufirmatoiy  word,  a  grant  of  assent,  a 
simple  nod  even. 

He  oonld  get  nothing.  His  alarm  increased,  and  in  the 
panses  he  wonld  dart  his  eyes  here  and  there ;  then,  loth  to 
give  up,  he  wonld  branch  off  into  feeling  allusion  to  the  dangers 
of  his  jonmey.  The  andacions  Hemandes,  leaving  his  nsnal 
hannts,  had  crossed  the  campo  of  Sulaco,  and  was  known  to  be 
lurking  in  the  ravines  of  the  coast  range.  Yesterday,  when 
distant  only  a  few  hours  from  Sulaco,  the  hide  merchant  and 
his  servants  had  seen  three  men  on  the  road  arrested  sus- 
piciously, with  their  horses'  heads  together.  Two  of  these  rode 
off  at  once  and  disappeared  in  a  shallow  qnebrada  to  the  left. 

We  stopped,"  continued  the  man  from  Esmeralda,  "  and  I 
tried  to  hide  behind  a  small  bnsL  Bnt  none  of  my  mozos 
would  go  forward  to  find  ont  what  it  meant,  and  the  third 
horseman  seemed  to  be  waiting  for  us  to  come  up.  It  was 
no  use.  We  had  been  seeu.  So  we  rode  slowly  on,  trembling. 
Ho  let  us  pass — a  man  on  a  grey  horse  with  his  hat  down  on 
his  eyes — without  a  word  of  greeting  ;  but  bj-and-by  we  heard 
him  galloping  after  ns.  We  faced  about,  but  that  did  not  seem 
to  intimidate  him.  He  rode  up  at  speed,  and  toudiing  my  foot 
with  the  toe  of  his  boot,  asked  me  for  a  cigar,  with  a  blood- 
curdling laugh.  He  did  not  seemed  armed,  but  when  he  put 
his  hand  back  to  reach  for  the  matches  I  saw  an  enormous 
revolver  strapped  to  his  waist.  I  shuddered.  He  had  very 
fierce  whiskers,  Don  Carlos,  and  as  he  did  not  offer  to  go  on  we 
dared  not  move.  At  last,  blowing  the  smoke  of  my  cigar  into 
the  air  through  his  nostrils,  he  said, '  Sefior,  itiwould  be  perhaps 
better  for  yon  if  I  rode  behind  your  party.  You  are  not  very 
far  from  Sulaco  now.  Go  yon  with  God.*  What  would  you  ? 
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We  went  on.  There  was  no  lesiBting  him.   He  might  have 

been  Hernandez  himself ;  though  my  servant,  who  has  been 
many  times  to  SuIjico  by  sea,  assured  me  that  iie.bad  recognised 
him  very  well  for  the  Capataz  of  the  Steamship  Company's 
Cargadores.  Later  on,  that  same  evening,  I  saw  that  very  man 
at  the  comer  of  the  Plaza  talking  to  a  girl,  a  Morenita,  who 
stood  by  the  stirmp  with  her  band  on  the  grey  horse's  mane.*' 
I  aasnre  yon,  Seflor  Hirscb,"  mnrmnied  Charles  Gonld, 
that  yon  ran  no  risk  on  this  occasion." 

That  may  be,  sefior,  though  I  tremble  yet.  A  most 
fierce  man — to  look  at.  And  what  does  it  mean  ?  A  person 
employed  by  the  Steamship  Company  talking  with  salteadores 
— no  less,  se&or ;  the  other  horsemen  were  salteadores — in  a 
lonely  place,  and  behaving  like  a  robber  himself  I  A  oigar  is 
nothing,  bnt  what  was  there  to  prevent  him  asking  me  for  my 
pnrse?" 

No,  no,  Sefior  Hirscb,"  Oharles  Gonld  mnrmnred,  letting 

his  glance  stray  away  a  little  vacantly  from  the  round  face, 
with  its  hooked  beak  upturned  towards  him  in  an  almost  child- 
like appeal.  "  If  it  was  the  Ca]);itaz  of  the  Cargadores  you 
met— cmd  there  is  no  doubt,  is  there  ? — ^you  were  perfectly 
safe.^' 

Thank  yoo.  Yon  are  very  good.  A  very  fierce-looking 
man,  Don  Carlos.  He  asked  me  for  a  cigar  in  a  most  familiar 
manner.  What  would  have  happened  if  I  had  not  had  a 

cigar  ?  I  shudder  yet.  "What  business  had  he  to  be  talking 
with  robbers  in  a  lonely  place  ?  " 

Bnt  Charles  Gould,  openly  preoccupied  now,  gave  not  a 
sign,  made  no  sound.  The  impenetrability  of  the  embodied 
Gould  Concession  had  its  surface  shades.  To  be  dumb  is  merely 
a  fatal  affliction ;  bnt  tiie  King  of  Snlaco  had  words  enough  to 
give  him  all  the  mysterious  weight  of  a  tadtnm  force.  His 
.  silences,  backed  by  the  power  of  speech,  had  as  many  shades 
of  significance  as  uttered  words  in  the  way  of  assent,  of  doubt, 
of  negation — even  of  simple  comment.  Some  seemed  to  say 
plainly,  Think  it  over  ;  "  others  meant  clearly  "  Go  ahead  ; " 
a  simple,  low   I  see,"  with  an  affinaative  nod,  at  the  end  of  a 
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patient  liBtening  half -hour  was  the  equivalent  of  a  verbal 
oontraoty  iriiich  men  had  learned  to  tnut  implicitly,  since 
bdbdnd  it  all  there  was  the  great  San  Tom^  mine,  the  head 

and  front  of  the  material  interests,  so  strong  that  it  depended 
on  no  man*s  goodwill  in  the  whole  length  and  breadth  of  the 
Occidental  Province — that  is,  on  no  goodwill  which  it  could  not 
bny  ten  times  over.  But  to  the  little  hook-nosed  man  from 
Esmeralda,  anzioos  about  the  export  of  hides,  the  silence  of 
Charles  Gonld  portended  a  Mnxe.  Bvidentlj  this  was  no 
time  for  extending  a  modest  man's  business.  Heenveloped  ina 
swift  mental  maledioti<m  the  whole  country,  with  all  its  inhabit 
tants,  partisans  of  Ribiera  and  Montero  alike  ;  and  there  were 
incipient  tears  in  his  mute  anger  at  the  thought  of  the  in- 
numerable ox-hides  going  to  waste  upon  the  dreamy  expanse 
of  the  campo,  with  its  single  palms  rising  like  ships  at  sea 
within  the  perfect  circle  of  the  horizon,  its  clnmps  of  heavy 
timber  motionless  like  solid  Islands  of  leaves  above  the  mnning 
waves  of  grass.  There  were  hides  there,  rotting,  with  no  profit 
to  anybody— rotting  where  they  had  been  dropped  by  men 
called  away  to  attend  the  urgent  necessities  of  political  revolu- 
tions. The  practical,  mercantile  soul  of  Senor  Hirsch  rebelled 
against  all  that  foolishness,  while  he  was  taking  a  respectful 
but  disconcerted  leave  of  the  might  and  majesty  of  the  San 
Tom^  mine  in  the  person  of  Oharles  Gould.  He  conld  not 
restrain  a  heart-broken  mnrmnr,  wmng  ont  of  his  very  aching 
heart,  as  it  were. 

It  is  a  great,  great  foolishness,  Don  Carlos,  all  this.  The 
price  of  hides  in  Hamburg  is  gone  up— up.  Of  course  the 
Ribierist  Government  will  do  away  with  all  that — when  it  gets 

established  firmly.   Meantime  " 

He  sighed. 

**  Yes,  meantime,"  repeated  Charles  Gould  inscrutably. 

The  other  shrugged  his  shoulders.  But  he  was  not  ready 
to  go  yet.  There  was  a  little  matter  he  would  like  to  mention 
very  much  if  permitted.  It  appeared  he  had  some  good 
friends  in  Hamburg  (he  murmured  the  name  of  the  firm) 
who  were  very  anxious  to  do  business,  in  dynamite,  he 
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explained.    A  contract  for  dynamite  with  the  San  Tomc^  mine, 

and  then,  perhaps,  later  on,  other  mines,  which  were  sure  to  

The  little  man  from  Esmeralda  was  ready  to  enlarge,  but 
Charl^  interrupted  him.  It  aeemad  aa  though  the  patienoe  of 
the  Sefior  Administrador  was  giving  my  at  last. 

'^Seftor  Hinch«"  he  said,  hare  enough  dynamite  stored 
up  at  the  monntun  to  send  it  down  crashing  into  the  Talley  *' 
— his  ydoe  rose  a  little—*'  to  send  half  Solaoo  into  the  air  if 
I  Uked." 

Charles  Gould  smiled  at  the  round,  startled  eyes  of  the  dealer 
in  hides,  who  was  murmuring  hastily,  "  J ust  so.  J ust  so."  And 
now  he  was  going.  It  was  impossible  to  do  business  in  explosives 
with  an  Administrador  so  well  provided  and  so  disconraging. 
He  had  suffered  agonies  in  the  saddle  and  had  exposed  himself 
to  Uie  atrocities  of  the  bandit  HamandeE  for  nothing  at  all. 
Neither  hides  nor  dynamite— and  the  very  shonlden  of  the 
OQtarprifling  Israelite  expressed  dejection.  At  the  door  he 
bowed  low  to  the  Engineer-in-chief.  But  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs  in  the  patio  he  stopped  short,  with  his  podgy  hand  over 
his  lips  in  an  attitude  of  meditative  astonishment. 

What  does  he  want  to  keep  so  much  dynamite  for  ?  "  he 
muttered.     And  why  does  he  talk  like  this  to  me  ? 

The  Engineer-in-chief,  looking  in  at  the  door  of  the 
empty  sala,  whence  the  political  tide  had  ebhed  out  to  the  last 
insignificant  drop,  nodded  familiarly  to  the  master  of  the 
house,  standing  motionless  like  a  tall  beacon  amongst  the 
deserted  shoals  of  furniture. 

**  Good-nii^ht,  I  am  going.  Got  my  bike  downstairs.  The 
railway  will  know  where  to  go  for  dynamite  should  we  get 
short  at  mj  time.  We  have  done  cutting  and  chopping  for 
a  while  now.  We  shall  begin  soon  to  Uast  onr  way 
through." 

Don*t  come  to  me,"  said  Cbailes  GoxM,  with  perfect 

serenity.  "  I  shan't  have  an  omiee  to  spare  for  anybody. 
Not  an  ounce.  Not  for  my  own  brother,  if  I  had  a  brother, 
and  he  were  the  engineer-in-chief  of  the  most  promising 
railway  in  the  world.*' 
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''What's  that?**  asked   the  Engineer-in-ohief,  with 

equanimity.    "  Unkindness  ?  " 

•*  No,"  said  Charles  Gould,  stolidly.    "  Policy." 

"  Radical,  I  should  think,"  the  £ngineer-iu-chief  observed 
from  the  doorway. 

Is  that  the  right  name  ?  "  Charles  Gould  said,  from  the 
middle  of  the  room. 

''I  mean,  going  to  the  roots,  you  know/*  the  Engineer 
explained,  with  an  air  of  enjoyment. 

"Why,  yes,"  Charles  pronounced  slowly.  "The  Gould 
Concession  has  struck  such  deep  roots  in  this  country,  in  this 
province,  in  that  gorge  of  the  mountains,  that  nothing  but 
dynamite  shaU  be  allowed  to  dislodge  it  from  there.  It*8  mj 
choice.    It's  my  last  card  to  play." 

The  Engineer-in-chief  whistled  low.  "  A  pretty  game,** 
he  said,  with  a  shade  of  discretion.  *^  And  have  you  told 
Holroyd  of  that  extraordinary  tmmp  card  yon  hold  in  yonr 
hand  ?  " 

"  Card  only  when  it's  played  ;  when  it  falls  at  the  end  of 
the  game.    Till  then  you  may  call  it  a — a  " 

"  Weapon,"  suggested  the  railway  man. 

"No.  You  may  call  it  rather  an  argmnent,**  corrected 
Charles  Gould  gently.  "  And  that's  how  I've  presented  it  to 
Mr.  Hoboyd.** 

And  what  did  he  say  to  it  ?  **  asked  the  Engineer,  with 
undisguised  interest. 

"  He  " — ^Charles  Gould  spoke  after  a  slight  pause — "  he 
said  something  about  holding  on  like  grim  death  and  putting 
•  our  trust  in  God.  I  should  imagine  he  must  have  been  rather 
startled.  But  then  " — pursued  the  Administrador  of  the  San 
Tom6  mine — "  but  then,  he  is  very  far  away,  you  know,  and,  as 
they  say  in  this  country,  God  is  very  high  above." 

The  Engineer's  appreciative  langh  died  away  down  the 
stairs,  where  the  Madonna  with  the  Child  on  her  arm  seemed 
to  look  after  his  shakiug  broad  back  from  her  shallow  niche. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  PROPOUND  gtiUneas  reigned  in  the  Oass  Gould.  The 
master  of  the  honse,  walking  along  the  corridor,  opened  the 
door  of  his  room,  and  saw  his  wife  sitting  in  a  big  armchair — 
hifl  own  smoking  armchair— thoughtful,  contemplating  her 
little  shoes.  And  she  did  not  raise  her  ejes  when  he 
walked  in. 

"  Tired  ?  "  asked  Charles  Gould. 
A  little,"  said  Mis.  Gould.  Still  without  looking  up,  she 
added  with  feeling,    There  is  an  awful  sense  of  unreality 
about  all  this." 

Charles  Gould,  before  the  long  table  strewn  with  papers, 
on  which  lay  a  hunting  crop  and  a  pair  of  spurs,  stood  looking 
at  his  wife.  "  The  heat  and  dust  must  have  been  awful  this 
afternoon  bj  the  waterside,"  he  murmured  sympathetically. 
The  glare  on  the  water  must  have  been  simply  terrible." 
One  could  dose  one*s  eyes  to  the  glare,"  said  Mrs.  Gould. 
'^But,  my  dear  Oharley,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  close  my 
eyes  to  our  position  ;  to  this  awful  .  . 

She  raised  her  eyes  and  looked  at  her  husband's  face,  from 
which  all  sign  of  sympathy  or  any  other  feeling  had  dis- 
appeared. Why  don*t  you  tell  me  something  ? "  she  almost 
wailed. 

"I  thought  you  had  understood  me  perfectly  from  the 
first,"  Charles  Gould  said  slowly.  ^'I  thought  we  had  said 
all  there  was  to  say  a  long  time  ago.  There  is  nothing  to  say 
now.  There  were  things  to  be  done.  We  have  done  them ; 

we  have  gone  on  doing  them.  There  is  no  going  back  now. 
I  doQ*t  suppose  that,  even  from  the  hrst,  there  was  really  any 
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possible  way  back.  And,  what's  more,  we  can't  even  afford 
to  stand  still." 

"  Ah,  if  one  only  knew  how  far  yon  mean  to  go,"  said  his 
wife,  inwardly  trembling,  bnt  in  an  almost  playful  tone. 

"  Any  distance,  any  length,  of  course,"  was  the  answer,  in 
a  mattor-of-fact  tone,  which  cansed  Mis.  Gonld  to  make 
another  e£fort  to  repress  a  shndder. 

She  stood  up,  smiling  gradonsly,  and  her  little  figure 
seemed  to  be  diminished  still  more  by  the  heavy  mass  of  her 
hair  and  the  long  train  of  her  gown. 

"  But  always  to  success,"  she  said  persuasively. 

Charles  Gould,  enveloping  her  in  the  steely  blue  glance  of 
his  attentive  eyes,  answered  without  hesitation — 
Oh,  there  is  no  dtemative." 

He  put  an  immense  assonuioe  into  his  tone.  As  to  the 
words,  this  was  all  that  his  conscience  would  allow  him  to  say. 

Mrs.  Gould's  smile  remained  a  shade  too  long  upon  her 
lips.   She  murmured — 

"  I  will  leave  you ;  IVe  a  slight  headache.    The  heat,  the 

dust,  were  indeed          I  suppose  you  are  going  back  to  the 

mine  before  the  morning  ?  " 

"At  midnight,"  said  Charles  Gould.  "We  are  bringing 
down  the  silyer  to-morrow.  Then  I  shall  take  three  whole 
days  off  ui  town  with  yon." 

"Ah,  you  are  going  to  meet  the  escort.  I  shall  be  on 
the  Ijalcony  at  five  o'clock  to  see  you  pass.  Till  then, 
good-bye." 

Charles  Gould  walked  rapidly  round  the  table,  and,  seizing 
her  hands,  bent  down,  pressing  them  both  to  his  lips.  Before 
he  straightened  himself  up  again  to  his  full  height  she  had 
disengaged  one  to  smooth  his  cheek  with  a  light  tonch,  as  if 
he  were  a  little  boy. 

"Try  to  get  some  rest  for  a  couple  of  honrs,"  she  mms 
mured,  with  a  glance  at  a  hammock  stretched  in  a  distant  part 
of  the  room.  Her  lung  train  swished  softly  after  her  on  the 
red  tiles.   At  the  door  she  looked  back. 

Two  big  huupa  with  unpolished  glass  globes  bathed  in  a 
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soft  and  abundant  light  the  four  white  walla  of  the  room,  with 
a  glass  case  of  anna,  the  brass  hilt  of  Henry  €h>nld'a  cavalry 
sabre  on  its  flqnaro  of  velvet,  and  the  watewK)lonr  sketch  of 
the  San  Tom^  g<Mfge.  And  Mrs.  GouM,  gazing  at  the  last  in 
ita  black  wooden  tame,  sighed  ont — 
**  Ah,  if  we  had  left  it  alone,  Charles  I " 

"  No,"  Charles  Gould  said  moodily ;  "  it  was  impossible  to 
leave  it  alone.*' 

"Perhaps  it  was  impossible,"  Mrs.  Gould  admitted  alowly. 
Her  lipa  quivered  a  little,  but  she  amiled  with  an  air  of  dainty 
bravado.  "We  have  diatorbed  a  good  many  anakea  in  that 
Faradiae,  Charley,  haven't  we  ?  " 

"  Yea ;  I  remember,'*  said  Oharka  Gould,  "  it  was  Don 
who  called  the  gorge  the  Paradise  of  snakes.  No  doubt 
we  have  disturbed  a  great  many.  But  remember,  my  dear 
that  it  is  not  now  as  it  was  when  you  made  that  sketch."  He 
waved  his  hand  towards  the  small  water-oolonr  hanging  alone 
upon  the  great  bare  wall.  It  is  no  longer  a  Paradiae  of 
anakea.  We  have  brought  numkind  into  it,  and  we  cannot 
torn  onr  hacka  upon  them  to  go  and  begin  a  new  life  else- 
where." 

lie  confronted  Lis  wife  with  a  firm  concentrated  gaze, 
which  Mrs.  Gould  returned  with  a  brave  assumption  of  fear- 
lessness before  she  went  out,  closing  the  door  gently  after  her. 

In  contrast  with  the  white  glaring  room  the  dimly-lit 
corridor  had  a  reatfnl  mysterionaneaa  of  a  foreat  ahade,  ang- 
geated  by  the  atema  and  the  leavea  of  the  planta  ranged  fdong 
the  balnatrade  of  the  open  aide.  In  the  atreaka  of  light 
falling  through  the  open  door  of  the  reception  rooms,  the 
blossoms,  white  and  red  and  pale  lilac  came  out  vivid  with 
the  brilliance  of  flowers  in  a  stream  of  sunshine ;  and  Mrs. 
Gould,  passing  on,  had  the  vividness  of  a  figure  seen  in  the 
clear  patches  of  sun  that  chequer  the  gloom  of  open  glades  in 
the  woods.  The  stones  in  the  rings  upon  her  hand  pressed  to 
her  forehead  glittered  in  the  lamplight  abreaat  of  the  door 
of  theaala. 

^Who'a  there?*' she aaked,  in  a  atartied  voice.     la  that 
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you,  Basilio  ?  "  She  looked  in,  and  saw  Martin  Decoud  walk- 
ing aboat,  with  an  air  of  having  lost  something,  amongst  the 
ohaiiB  and  tables. 

"Antonia  has  forgotten  her  fan  in  here,"  said  Deoond, 
with  a  strange  air  of  distraction ;  "so  I  entered  to  see." 

Bnt,  even  as  he  said  this,  he  had  obviously  given  np  his 
search,  and  walked  straight  towards  Mrs.  Gould,  who  looked 
at  him  with  doubtful  surprise. 

"  Sefiora,"  he  began,  in  a  low  voice. 
What  is  it,  Don  Martin  ? asked  Mrs.  Gould.   And  then 
she  added,  with  a  slight  laogh,    I  am  so  nervons  to-day,"  as 
if  to  eipkun  the  eagerness  of  the  question. 

''Nothing  immediately  dangerous,"  said  Decond,  who  now 
conld  not  conceal  his  agitation.  **  Pray  don^t  distress  your- 
self.   No,  really,  you  must  not  distress  yourself." 

Mrs.  Gould,  with  her  candid  eyes  very  wide  open,  her  lips 
composed  into  a  smile,  was  steadying  herself  with  a  little 
bejewelled  hand  against  the  lintel  of  the  door. 

"  Perhaps  yon  don't  know  how  ahinning  yon  are,  appearing 
like  this  unexpectedly—" 

«<I  I  Alarming  I "  he  protested,  sincerely  vexed  and  sur- 
prised. ''I  assure  you  that  I  am  not  in«the  least  alarmed 
myself.  A  fan  is  lost ;  well,  it  will  be  found  again.  But  I 
don't  think  it  is  here.  It  is  a  fan  I  am  looking  for.  I  can- 
not understand  how  Antonia  could         Well  I  have  you  found 

it,  amigo  ?  " 

"No,  senor,"  said  behind  Mrs.  Gould  the  soft  voice  of 
Basilio,  the  head  servant  of  the  Gasa.  "I  don't  think  the 
seflorita  oould  have  left  it  in  ilm  house  at  all." 

*'Go  and  look  for  it  in  the  patio  again.  Go  now,  my 
friend ;  look  for  it  on  the  steps,  under  the  gate ;  examine  every 
flagstone ;  search  for  it  till  I  come  down  again.  .  .  That 
fellow  " — he  addressed  himself  in  English  to  Mrs.  Gould — "  is 
always  stealing  up  behind  one's  back  on  his  bare  feet.  I  set 
him  to  look  for  that  fan  directly  I  came  in  to  justify  my 
reappearance,  my  sudden  return." 

He  paused,  and  Mrs.  Gould  said  amiably,   You  are  always 
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welcome."   She  paused  for  a  second  too.    "  But  I  am  waiting 
to  ieiirn  the  cause  of  your  return." 

Decoud  affected  suddenly  the  utmost  nonchalance. 
I  can't  bear  to  be  spied  iupou*  Oh,  the  cause  ?  Yes, 
there  is  a  cause ;  there  is  something  else  that  is  lost  bendes 
Antonia*8  favonrite  fan.  Ab  I  was  walking  home  after  seeing 
Don  Joe^  and  Antonia  to  their  honae,  the  Oapatas  de  Oaigadores, 
riding  down  the  street,  spoke  to  me.*' 

**  Has  anything  happened  to  the  Violas  ?  "  inquired  Mrs. 
Gould. 

'*  The  Violas  ?  You  mean  the  old  Garibaldino  who  keeps 
the  hotel  where  the  engineers  live  ?  Nothing  happened  there. 
The  Oapataz  said  nothing  of  them ;  he  only  told  me  that  the 
td^fraphist  of  the  Gable  Gompany  was  walking  on  the  Plasa, 
bareheaded,  looking  ont  for  me.  There  is  news  from  the 
interior,  Mrs.  Gonld.  I  should  rather  say  rumours  of  news.*' 
Good  news  ?  ctoid  Mrs.  Gould  in  a  low  voioe. 

•*  Worthless,  I  should  think.  But  if  I  must  define  them, 
I  would  say  bad.  They  are  to  the  effect  that  a  two  days'  battle 
had  been  fought  near  Sta.  Marta,  and  that  the  Ribierists  are 
defeated.  It  must  have  happened  a  few  days  ago — perhaps 
a  week.  The  rumour  has  just  reached  Cayta,  and  the  man  in 
oharge  of  the  cable  station  there  has  telegraphed  the  news  to 
his  coUeagne  here.  We  might  just  as  well  have  kept  Barrios 
in  Sulaco.'* 

What's  to  be  done  now  ?  '*  murmured  Mrs.  Gould. 

"Nothing.  He's  at  sea  with  the  troops.  Ue  will  get  to 
Cayta  in  a  couple  of  days'  time  and  learn  the  news  there. 
What  he  will  do  then,  who  can  say  ?  Hold  Cayta  ?  Offer  his 
submission  to  Montero?  Disband  his  army — this  last  most 
likely,  and  go  himself  in  one  of  the  O.S.N.  Company's  steamers, 
nortii  or  south— to  Valparaiso  or  to  San  Francisco,  no  matter 
where.  Our  Barrios  has  a  great  practice  in  exiles  and  repatria- 
tions,  which  mark  the  pomts  in  the  political  game." 

Decoud,  exchanging  a  steady  stare  with  Mrs.  Gould,  added, 
tentatively,  as  it  were,  "  And  yet,  if  we  had  Barrios  with  his 
2,000  improved  rifles  here,  something  could  have  been  done." 
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"  Montero  viotorioimy  completely  victorions !  Min.  Gould 
breathed  out  in  a  tone  of  unbelief. 

"A  caDard,  probably.  That  sort  of  bird  is  hatched  in 
great  numbers  in  snch  times  as  these.  And  even  if  it  were 
true  ?  Well,  let  us  put  things  at  their  worst,  let  us  sajr  it  is 
true." 

Then  eveiything  is  lost,"  said  Mrs.  Gould,  with  the  calm- 
ness of  despair. 

Suddenly  she  seemed  to  divine,  she  seemed  to  see  Becoud's 
tremendous  excitement  under  its  cloak  of  studied  carelessness. 

It  was,  indeed,  becoming  visible  in  his  audacious  and  watchful 
stare,  in  the  curve,  half- reckless,  half -contemptuous,  of  his  lips. 
And  a  French  phrase  came  upon  them  as  if,  for  this  Costa- 
guanero  of  the  Boulevard,  that  had  been  the  only  forcible 
language — 

Nof^  Madams.  BimrCwtptrdur 

It  electrified  Mrs.  Gould  out  (rf  her  benumbed  attitude,  and 
she  said  yivadously — 

"What  would  you  think  of  doing  ? ** 

But  already  there  was  something  of  mockery  in  Decoud's 
suppressed  excitement. 

"  What  would  you  expect  a  true  Costaguanero  to  do  ? 
Another  revolution,  of  couise.  On  my  word  of  honour,  Mrs. 
Gbuld,  I  believe  I  am  a  true  hijo  del  pays^  a  true  son  oi  the 
country,  whatever  Father  Oorbeliui  may  say.  And  I'm  not 
so  much  of  an  unbeliever  as  not  to  have  faith  in  my  own 
ideas,  in  my  own  remedies,  in  my  own  desires.'' 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Gould  doubtfully. 

•*You  don't  seem  convinced,"  Decoud  went  on  again  in 
French.    "  Say,  then,  in  my  passions." 

Mrs.  Gould  received  this  addition  unflinchingly.  To  under- 
stand it  thoroughly  she  did  not  require  to  hear  his  mutteced 
assurance. 

**  There  is  nothing  I  would  not  do  for  the  sake  of  Antonia. 
There  is  nothing  I  am  not  prepared  to  undertake.  There  is 

no  risk  I  am  not  ready  to  run." 

Decoud  seemed  to  find  a  fresh  audacity  in  this  voicing  of 
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his  thonght.     Toa  would  not  believe  me  if  I  wete  to  Bay  that 

it  is  the  love  of  the  coimtry  which  

She  made  a  sort  of  disoouraged  protest  with  her  aim,  as  if 
to  express  that  she  had  given  up  expecting  that  motive  from 
any  one. 

"A  Sulaco  revolntion,"  Decond  pursued  in  a  forcible 
undertone.  "  The  Great  Cause  may  be  served  here,  on  the 
very  spot  of  its  inception,  in  the  place  of  its  birth,  Mrs. 
Gould." 

Frowning,  and  biting  her  lower  lip  tiionghtfnlly,  she  made 
a  step  away  from  the  door. 

'*  Yon  are  not  going  to  speak  to  your  hnsband  ?  Decond 
arrested  her  anzionsly. 

**  But  you  will  need  his  help  ?  " 

"  No  doubt,"  Decoud  admitted  without  hesitation.  "  Every- 
thing turns  upon  the  San  Tom6  mine,  but  I  would  rather 
he  didn't  know  anything  as  yet  of  my — my  hopes." 

A  puzzled  look  came  upon  Mrs.  Gould's  face,  and  Decoud, 
approaching,  explained  confidentially — 
Don't  you  see,  he's  snoh  an  idealist." 

Mrs.  Gould  fludied  pink,  and  her  eyes  grew  darker  at  the 
same  time. 

** Charley  an  idealist  I"  she  said,  as  if  to  herself,  wonder- 
ingly.   "  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  conceded  Decoud  ;  "  it's  a  wonderful  thing  to  say 
with  the  sight  of  the  San  Tom6  mine,  the  greatest  fact  in  the 
whole  of  South  America,  perhaps,  before  our  very  eyes.  But 

lodk  even  at  that,  he  has  idealised  this  fact  to  a  point  " 

He  paused.  "Mrs.  Gould,  are  you  aware  to  what  point  he  has 
idealised  the  existence,  the  worth,  the  meaning  of  the  San 
Tom^mine?  Are  you  aware  of  it  ?  " 

He  must  have  known  what  he  was  talking  about.  The  effect 
he  expected  was  produced.  Mrs.  Gould,  ready  to  take  fire,  gave 
it  up  suddenly  witli  a  low  little  sound  that  resembled  a  moan. 

"  What  do  you  know  ?  "  she  asked  in  a  feeble  voice. 

"Nothing,"  answered  Decoud  firmly.  But,  then,  don't 
you  see,  he's  an  Englishman  ?  " 


Digitized  by  Coogk 


NOSTBOMO. 


"  Well,  what  of  that  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Gould. 

''Simply  that  he  cannot  act  or  exist  without  idealising 
every  simple  feeling,  desire,  or  achievement.  He  oonld  not 
^believe  his  own  motives  if  he  did  not  make  them  first  a  part 
of  some  fakj  tale.  The  earth  is  not  quite  good  enongh  for 
him,  I  fear.  Do  you  excuse  my  frankness  ?  Besides,  whether 
you  excuse  it  or  not,  it  is  part  of  the  truth  of  things  which 
hurts  the — what  do  you  call  them  ? — the  Ano^lo-Saxon's 
susceptibilities,  and  at  the  present  moment  I  don't  feel  as  if  I 
could  treat  seriously  either  his  conception  of  things  or — ^if  yon 
aUow  me  to  say  so— or  yet  yonrs.^' 

Mrs.  €k>nld  gave  no  sign  <A  being  offended.  *'  I  suppose 
Antonia  understands  yon  thoronghly  ?  *' 

''Understands  ?  Well,  yes.  Bat  I  am  not  sure  that  she 
approves.  That,  however,  makes  no  difference.  I  am  honest 
enough  to  tell  you  that,  Mrs.  Gould." 

"Your  idea,  of  course,  is  separation,"  she  said. 
Reparation,  of  course,"  declared  Mart.in,      Yes  ;  separa- 
tbn  of  the  whole  Occidental  Province  from  the  rest  of  the 
nnqniet  body.  But  my  true  idea,  the  only  one  I  care  for,  is  not 
to  be  separated  from  Antonia." 

"  And  that  is  all  ?   asked  Mrs.  Gould,  without  severity. 

*•  Absolutely.  I  am  not  deceiving  myself  about  my  motives. 
She  won't  leave  Sulaco  for  my  sake,  therefore  Sulaco  must  leave 
the  rest  of  the  Republic  to  its  fate.  Nothing  could  be  clearer 
than  that.  I  like  a  clearly  defined  situation.  I  cannot  part 
with  Antonia,  therefore  the  one  and  indivisible  Bepublic  of 
Costaguana  mifit  be  made  to  part  with  its  Western  province. 
Fortunately  it  happens  to  be  also  a  sound  policy.  The  richest, 
the  most  fertile  part  of  this  land  may  be  saved  from  anarchy. 
Personally,  I  care  little,  very  little ;  but  it's  a  fact  that  the 
establishment  of  Montero  in  power  would  mean  death  to  me. 
In  all  the  proclamations  of  general  pardon  which  I  have  seen, 
my  name,  with  a  few  others,  is  specially  excepted.  The 
brothers  hate  me,  as  you  know  very  well,  Mrs.  Gould ;  and 
behold,  here  is  the  rumour  of  them  having  won  a  battle.  You 
say  that,  supposing  it  is  true,  I  have  plenty  of  time  to  run  away." 
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The  slight  protesting  murmur  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Gould 
made  hira  pause  for  a  moment,  while  he  looked  at  her  with 
a  sombre  and  resolute  glance. 

'*Ah,  but  I  would,  Mrs.  G-oiild.  I  would  rnn  away  if  it 
served  that  which  at  present  is  my  only  desire.  I  am  conra- 
geons  enongh  to  say  that^  and  to  do  it,  too.  Bat  women, 
even  our  women,  are  idealists.  It  is  Aiubonia  that  won't  ran 
away.   A  novel  sort  of  vanity.'* 

"  You  call  it  vanity,"  said  Mrs.  Gould,  in  a  shocked  voice. 

**  Say  pride,  then,  which,  Father  Corbelan  would  tell  you, 
is  a  mortal  sin.  But  I  am  not  proud.  I  am  simply  too  much 
in  love  to  run  away.  At  the  same  time  I  want  to  live.  There 
is  no  love  for  a  dead  man.  Therefore  it  is  necessary  that 
Snlaco  should  not  recognise  the  victorioos  Montero." 

"And  yon  think  my  hnshand  will  give  yon  his  support  ?  " 
I  think  he  can  be  drawn  into  it,  like  all  idealists,  when 
Le  once  sees  a  sentimental  basis  for  his  action.  But  I  wouldn't 
talk  to  him.  Mere  clear  facts  won't  appeal  to  his  sentiment. 
It  is  much  better  for  him  to  convince  himself  in  his  own  way. 
And,  frankly,  I  could  not,  perhaps,  jost  now  pay  safficient 
r^pect  to  either  his  motives  or  even,  perhaps,  to  yonis,  Mrs. 
Gonld.*' 

It  was  evident  that  Mrs.  Gonld  was  very  determined  not 
to  be  offended.   She  smiled  vaguely,  while  she  seemed  to  think 

the  matter  over.  As  far  as  she  could  judge  from  the 
girl's  half-contidences,  Antonia  understood  that  young  man. 
Obviously  there  was  a  promise  of  safety  in  his  plan,  or  rather 
in  his  idea.  Moreover,  right  or  wrong,  the  idea  could  do  no 
harm.  And  it  was  quite  possible,  also,  that  the  rnmoor  was 
false. 

"  Yoa  have  some  sort  of  plan,"  she  said. 
"  Shnplicity  itself.  Barrios  has  started,  let  him  go  on  then ; 
he  will  hold  Cayta,  which  is  the  door  of  the  sea  route  to  Snlaco. 

They  cannot  .stud  a  sullieient  force  over  Uie  mountains.  Xo  ; 
not  even  to  cope  with  thu  baiul  of  Hernandez.  Mean  Lime  we 
shall  organise  our  resistance  here.  And  for  that,  this  very 
HemandesK  will  be  useful.  He  has  defeated  troops  as  a  bandit ; 
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he  will  no  doobfe  aocxmpliBh  the  same  tliiiig  if  he  vere  made  a 
ooloneloremageneraL  Yoa  know  the  oonntry  well  enough 
not  to  be  ihocked  by  what  I  say,  Mn.  Gould.  I  have  heard 

you  assert  that  this  poor  bandit  was  the  living  and  breathing 
example  of  cruelty,  injustice,  stupidity,  and  oppression,  that 
ruin  men's  souls  as  well  as  their  fortunes  in  this  country.  Well, 
there  would  be  some  poetical  rethbotion  in  that  man  arising 
to  crush  the  evils  which  had  driven  an  honest  ranchero  into  a 
life  of  crime.  A  fine  idea  of  retribution  in  that,  isn't 
there?" 

Deoond  had  dropped  easily  into  English,  which  he  spoke 
with  precision,  very  correctly,  bat  with  too  many  0  soonds. 

"  Think  also  of  your  hospitals,  of  your  schools,  of  your 
ailing  mothers  and  feeble  old  men,  of  all  that  population  which 
you  and  your  husband  have  brought  into  the  rocky  gorge  of 
San  Tom^.  Are  you  not  responsible  to  your  conscience  for  all 
these  people  ?  Is  it  not  worth  while  to  make  another  effort, 
which  is  not  at  all  so  desperate  as  it  looks,  rafcher  than«— " 

Decond  finished  his  thought  with  an  upward  toss  of  the 
aim,  suggesting  annihilation ;  and  Mrs.  Gk)nld  tomedaway  her 
head  with  a  look  of  horror. 

"  Why  don't  you  say  all  this  to  my  husband  ?  "  she  asked, 
without  looking  at  Decood,  who  stood  watching  the  effect  of 
his  words. 

"  Ah  I  But  Don  Carlos  is  so  English,"  he  b^gan.  Mis. 
Gonld  intemipted— 

**  Leave  that  alone,  Don  Martin*  He*s  as  much  a  Oosiia- 
gnanero— No  I   He*s  more  of  a  Ooetagnanero  than  yomself 

"  Sentimentalist,  sentimentalist/'  JJccoud  almost  cooed,  in 
a  tone  of  gentle  and  soothing  deference.  *' Sentimentalist, 
after  the  amazing  manner  of  your  people.  I  have  been  watch- 
ing El  Rey  de  Sulaco  since  I  came  here  on  a  fooPs  errand,  and 
perhaps  impelled  by  some  treason  of  fate  lurking  behind  the 
nnacoonntahle  tarns  of  a  man's  life.  Bat  I  don't  matter,  I  am 
not  a  sentimentalist,  I  cannot  endow  my  personal  desires  with 
a  shining  robe  of  silk  and  jewels.  Life  is  not  for  me  a  moral 
romance  derived  from  the  tradition  of  a  pretty  faiiy  tale.  Eo, 
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Mrs.  Gould  ;  I  am  practical.  I  am  not  afraid  of  my  motives. 
But,  pardon  me,  I  have  been  rather  carried  away.  What  I  wish 
to  saj  is  that  I  have  been  obeerving.  I  won't  saj  what  I  have 
discovered  " 

'*^o.  That  is  Tmneoeaniy,"  whi^ered  Mi&  Gouild,  onoe 
moie  averting  her  bead. 

^liia.  Exoepfeimelittiefac^thaftyoiir  hosbai^ 
like  me.  It's  a  small  matter,  which,  in  the  dicomstances, 
seems  to  acquire  a  perfectly  ridicolous  importance.  Ridiculous 
and  immense  ;  for,  clearly,  money  is  required  for  my  plan,"  he 
reflected ;  then  added,  meaningly,  and  we  have  two  aenti* 
mentalists  to  deal  with." 

don't  know  that  I  nnderatand  yon,  Don  Martin/'  said 
Mn.  fihmkl  cddlj,  pieiervingthe  low  key  of  their  ocmyersatiim. 
**  Bnt^  qwaking  aa  if  I  did,  who  ia  the  other  ? 

great  Holroyd  in  San  Franoisoo,  of  oonrse,"  Deoond 
whispered  Ughtly.  "I  think  you  understand  me  very  well. 
Women  are  idealists  ;  bat  then  they  are  so  perspicacious." 

£ut  whatever  was  the  reason  of  that  remark,  disparaging 
and  complimentary  at  the  same  time,  Mrs.  Gould  seemed  not 
to  pay  attention  to  it.  The  name  of  Holroyd  bad  given  a  new 
tone  to  her  anxiety. 

^The  silver  eeoort  is  coming  down  to  the  harbour  to- 
morrow ;  a  whole  nz  months*  working,  Don  Martin  I "  she  oried 
in  dismay. 

Let  it  come  down,  then,"  breathed  oat  Decoud  earnestly, 
almost  into  her  ear. 

Bat  if  the  nmionr  shonld  get  about,  and  especially  if  it 
turned  out  tme,  tn>nbleB  might  break  ont  in  the  town," 
objected  Ifo.  Gonld. 

Deoond  admitted  that  it  was  possible.  He  knew  well  the 
town  children  of  the  Sulaco  Campo  :  sullen,  thievish,  vindic- 
tive, and  blood-thirsty,  whatever  great  qualities  their  brothers 
of  the  plain  might  have  had.  But  then  there  was  that  other 
sentimentalist,  who  attached  a  strangely  idealistic  meaning  to 
concrete  facts.  This  stream  of  silver  must  be  kept  flowing 
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house  of  Holroyd.  Up  at  the  monntam  in  the  strong  room  of 
the  mine  the  silver  han  were  worth  less  for  his  purpose  than  so 
much  lead,  from  which  at  least  bullets  may  be  run.  Let  it 
come  down  to  the  harbour,  ready  for  shipment. 

The  next  north-going  steamer  would  carry  it  off  for  the 
very  salvation  of  the  San  Tome  mine,  which  has  produced  so 
much  treasure.  And,  moreover,  the  rumour  was  probably 
false,  he  remarked,  with  much  conviction  in  his  hniried  tone. 

Besides,  sefioiai'*  oondnded  Deoond,  we  may  sappress  it 
fat  many  days.  I  have  been  talking  with  the  telegraphist  in 
the  middle  of  (he  Plasa  Mayor ;  thus  I  am  certain  that  we 
could  not  have  been  ovcrlieard.  There  was  not  even  a  bird  in 
the  air  near  us.  And  also  let  me  tell  you  something  more.  I 
have  been  making  friends  with  this  man  called  Nostromo,  the 
Capataz.  We  had  a  conversation  this  very  evening,  I  walking 
by  the  side  of  his  horse  as  he  rode  slowly  out  of  the  town  just 
now.  He  promised  me  that  if  a  hot  took  place  for  any  reason 
— eren  for  the  most  political  of  reasons— yon  understand,  his 
Gaigadores,  an  important  part  of  the  populace,  yon  will  admit, 
shonld  be  found  on  the  side  of  the  Europeans." 

"  He  has  promised  you  that  ? "  iMrs.  Gould  inquired, 
with  interest.  **What  made  him  make  that  promise  to 
you  ? " 

*'  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know,"  declared  Decoud,  in  a 
slightly  suiinriBed  tone.  "  He  certainly  promised  me  that,  but 
now  yon  ask  me  why  I  certainly  conld  not  tell  yon  his  reasons. 
He  talked  with  his  nsnal  caielessness,  which,  if  he  had  been 
anything  else  but  a  common  sailor,  I  wonld  call  a  pose  or  an 
affectation." 

Decoud,  interrupting  himself,  looked  at  Mrs.  Gould 
curiously. 

**  Upon  the  whole,"  he  continued,  "  I  suppose  he  expects 
something  to  his  advantage  from  it.  Yon  mustn't  forget  that 
he  does  not  exercise  his  eztraordioary  power  over  the  lower 
classes  without  a  certain  amount  of  personal  risk  and  without 
a  great  profusion  in  spending  his  money.  One  must  pay  in 
some  way  or  other  for  such  a  solid  thing  as  individual  prestige. 
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He  told  mc  after  we  made  friends  at  a  dance,  in  a  Posada  kept 
bj  a  Mexican  just  oataide  the  walls,  that  he  had  come  here  to 
make  his  f  ortone.  I  sappoee  he  looks  upon  his  jnrastige  as  a 
mat  of  investment.*' 

''Perhaps  he  prises  it  for  its  own  sake,*'  Mnu  Goold  said 
in  a  tone  as  if  she  were  repelling  an  imdeserved  aspersion. 
**  Viola,  the  Garibaldino,  with  whom  he  has  lived  for  some 
jears,  calls  him  the  Incorruptible." 

*'  Ah  I  he  belongs  to  the  group  of  your  proUgh  out  there 
towards  the  harbour,  Mrs.  Gould.  Muy  him.  And  Captain 
Mitchell  calls  him  wonderful.  I  have  heard  no  end  of  tales  of 
his  strength,  his  audacity,  his  fidelity.  No  end  of  fine  things. 
H*m  I  incormptihle  ?  It  is  indeed  a  name  of  hononr  for  the 
Oapataz  of  the  Gaigadores  of  Solaco.  Incorruptible  I  Fine, 
but  vi^e.  However,  I  suppose  he's  sensible,  too.  And  I 
talked  to  him  upon  that  sane  and  practical  assumption." 

"  I  prefer  to  think  him  disinterested,  and  therefore  trust- 
worthy," Mrs.  Gould  said,  with  the  nearest  approach  to  curt- 
ness  it  was  in  her  nature  to  assume. 

Well,  if  so,  then  the  silver  will  be  still  more  safe.  Let  it 
oome  down,  sefiora.  Let  it  come  down,  so  that  it  may  go 
BOTth  and  retam  to  ns  in  the  shape  of  credit." 

Mrs.  Gonld  glanced  along  the  corridor  towards  the  door  of 
her  husband's  room.  Decoud,  watching  her  as  if  she  had  his 
fate  in  her  hands,  detected  an  almost  imperceptible  nod  of 
assent.  He  bowed  with  a  smile,- and,  putting  his  hand  into  the 
breast  pocket  of  his  coat,  pulled  out  a  fan  of  light  feathers  sot 
npon  painted  leaves  of  sandal- wood.  "  I  had  it  in  my  pocket," 
he  mmmnred  triumphantly,  for  a  plausible  pretext."  He 
bowed  again.     Good  night,  sefiora." 

Mis.  Gonld  continued  along  tiie  corridor  away  from  her 
hmband's  room.  The  fate  of  the  San  Tom^  mine  was  lying 
heavy  upon  her  heart.  It  was  a  long  time  now  since  she  had 
begun  to  fear  it.  It  had  been  an  idea.  She  had  watched  it 
with  misgivings  turning  into  a  fetish,  and  now  the  fetish  had 
grown  into  a  monstrous  and  crushing  wciirht.  It  was  as  if  the 
inspiration  of  their  early  years  had  left  her  heart  to  torn  into  a 
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wall  of  silver-bricks,  erected  by  the  silent  work  of  evil  spirits, 
between  her  and  her  hosband.  He  seemed  to  dwell  alone 
within  a  circnmvalatiou  of  precious  metal,  leaving  her  outside 
with  her  eohool,  her  hospiti^  the  tick  mothen  and  the  feeble 
old  men,  mere  inmgniilmnt  veetigeB  of  the  initud  inspiration. 
''Thoee  poor  people  1  she  mnrmnred  to  herself. 

Below  she  heard  the  voice  of  Martin  Decoad  in  the  patio 
speaking  loudly. 

I  have  found  Dona  Antonia's  fan^  Baailio.  Look,  here 
itisl" 
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It  waB  part  of  whaA  Deooad  would  have  called  hii  aana 

materialism  that  he  did  not  believe  in  the  possibilitj  of  friend- 
ship existing  between  man  and  woman. 

The  one  exception  he  allowed  confirmed,  he  maintained, 
that  absolute  rule.  Friendship  was  possible  between  brother 
and  Bister,  meauiiig  bj  friendship  the  frank  unroBeryey  as 
before  another  human  being,  of  thonghts  and  aenaatioDB ;  an 
objecUeaB  and  necesBaiy  Binoerity  of  one'a  innennoet  life  tiying 
to  le^icfe  upon  the  profomid  s}  mpathiea  of  another  existence. 

His  favourite  sister,  the  handsome,  slightly  arbitrary,  and 
resolute  angel,  ruling  the  father  and  mother  Decoud  in  the  first 
floor  apartments  of  a  very  fine  Parisian  house,  was  the  recipient 
of  Martin  Decoud's  confidences  as  to  his  thoughts,  actions, 
purposes,  donblis,  and  even  failures.  .  .  . 

Prepare  our  little  cirde  in  Paris  for  the  birth  of  another 
Sooth  American  Bepnblic.  One  more  or  less,  what  does  it 
matter  ?  They  may  come  into  the  world  like  e^  flowen  on.a 
hotfoed  of  rotten  institutions ;  but  the  seed  of  this  one  has 
germinated  in  your  brother's  brain,  and  that  will  be  enough  for 
your  devoted  assent.  I  am  writing  this  to  you  by  the  light  of 
a  single  candle,  in  a  sort  of  inn,  near  the  harbour,  kept  by  an 
Italian  called  Viola,  a  prui^  of  Mrs.  Gk>aid.  The  whole 
bnilding,  which,  for  all  I  know,  may  have  been  contrived  by  a 
Conquistador  fanner  of  the  pearl  fishery  three  hundred  yean 
ago,  is  perfectly  silent  So  is  the  plain  between  the  town  and 
the  harbonr ;  silent,  but  not  so  dark  as  the  house,  becanse  the 
pickets  of  Italian  workmen  guarding  the  railway  have  lighted 
little  fires  ^  along  the  line.   It  was  not  so  quiet  around  here 
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yosteidaj.  We  had  an  awful  riot— a  sndden  ontbreak  of  the 

populace,  which  was  not  suppressed  till  late  to-day.  Its  object, 
no  doubt,  was  loot,  and  that  was  defeated,  as  you  must  have 
learuc'd  already  from  the  cablegram  seut  via  San  Francisco  and 
New  York  last  night,  when  the  cablea  were  still  open.  You 
have  read  already  there  that  the  energetic  action  of  the 
EnropeaoB  of  the  lailway  has  saved  the  town  from  destmotion, 
and  yon  may  believe  ihat.  I  wrote  ont  the  cable  myself.  We 
have  no  Bentef  s  agency  man  here.  I  have  also  fired  at  the 
mob  from  the  windows  of  the  clnb,  in  company  with  some 
other  young  men  of  position.  Our  object  was  to  keep  the 
Calle  da  la  Constitucion  clear  for  the  exodus  of  the  ladies  and 
children,  who  have  taken  refuge  on  board  a  couple  of  cargo 
ships  now  in  the  harbour  here.  That  was  y^terday.  You 
should  also  have  learned  from  the  cable  that  the  missing 
President,  Ribiera,  who  had  disa^^ieared  after  the  battle  of  Sta. 
Marta,  has  turned  up  here  in  Snlaco  by  one  of  those  strange 
ooinoidenoes  that  are  almost  incredible,  riding  on  a  lame  mule 
into  the  very  midst  of  the  street  fighting.  It  appears  that  he 
had  fled,  in  company  of  a  muleteer  called  Bonifacio,  across  tiic 
mountains  from  the  threats  of  Montero  into  the  arms  of  an 
enraged  mob. 

The  Capataz  of  Cargadores,  that  Italian  sailor  of  whom 
I  have  written  to  yon  before,  has  saved  him  from  an  ignoble 
death.  That  man  seems  to  have  a  partionkr  talent  for  being 
on  the  spot  whenever  there  is  something  picturesque  to  be 
done. 

He  was  with  mc  at  four  o'clock  iu  the  morning  at  the 
offices  of  the  Parvenirj  where  he  had  turned  up  so  early  in 
order  to  warn  me  of  the  coming  trouble,  and  also  to  assure  me 
that  he  would  keep  his  Cargadores  on  the  side  of  order. 
When  the  full  daylight  came  we  were  looking  together  at  the 
crowd  on  foot  and  on  horseback,  demonstrating  on  the  Flasa 
and  shying  stones  at  the  windows  of  the  Intendencia.  Nos- 
tromo  (that  is  the  name  they  call  him  by  here)  was  pointing 
out  to  me  his  Cargadores  interspersed  in  the  mob. 

The  sun  shines  late  upon  Sulaco,  for  it  has  lirst  to  cUmb 
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above  the  inoimtaixui.  In  that  clear  moming  light,  brighter  than 

twilis^lit,  Nostromo  saw  right  across  the  vast  Plaza,  at  the  end 
of  the  street  beyond  the  cathedral,  a  mounted  man  apparently 
in  difficulties  with  a  yelling  knot  of  leperos.  At  once  he  said 
to  me,  *  That's  a  stranger.  What  is  it  they  are  doing  to  him  ? ' 
Then  he  took  out  the  silYer  whistle  he  is  in  the  habit  of  using 
on  the  wharf  (this  man  seems  to  disdain  the  nse  of  any  metal 
Jess  predons  than  silver)  and  blew  into  it  twice,  evidently  a 
pireoonoerted  signal  for  his  Oargadoree.  He  ran  ont  imme- 
diately, and  they  rallied  round  him.  I  ran  out,  too,  but  was 
too  late  to  follow  them  and  help  in  the  rescue  of  the  stranger 
whose  animal  had  fallen.  I  was  set  upon  at  once  as  a  hated 
aristocrat,  and  was  only  too  glad  to  get  into  the  club,  where 
Don  Jaime  Barges  (yon  may  remember  him  visiting  at  oar 
honse  in  Paris  some  three  years  ago)  thnist  a  sporting  gnn 
into  my  hands.  They  were  abeady  firing  from  the  windows. 
There  were  little  heaps  of  cartridges  lying  abont  on  the  open 
card-tables.  I  remember  a  couple  of  overturned  chairs,  some 
bottles  rolling  on  the  floor  amongst  the  packs  of  cards  scattered 
suddenly  as  the  caballeros  rose  from  their  game  to  open  fire 
upon  the  mob.  Most  of  the  young  men  had  spent  the  night 
at  the  club  in  the  expectation  of  some  such  disturbance.  In 
two  of  the  candelabra,  on  the  consoles,  the  candles  were  burning 
down  in  theur  sockets.  A  large  iron  nut,  probably  stolen  from 
the  railway  workshops,  flew  in  from  the  street  as  I  entered, 
and  broke  one  of  the  large  mirrors  set  in  the  wall.  I  noticed 
also  one  of  the  club  servants  tied  up  hand  and  foot  with  the 
cords  of  the  curtain  and  flung  in  a  corner.  I  have  a  vague 
recollection  of  Don  Jaime  assuring  me  hastily  that  the  fellow 
had  been  detected  putting  poison  into  the  dishes  at  supper. 
But  I  remember  distinctly  he  was  shrieking  for  mercy,  without 
stopping  at  all,  continuously,  and  so  absolately  disregarded 
that  nobody  even  took  the  trouble  to  gag  him.  The  noise  he 
made  was  so  disagreeable  that  I  had  half  a  muod  to  do  it 
myself.  But  there  was  no  time  to  waste  on  such  trifles.  I 
took  my  place  at  one  of  the  windows  and  began  firing. 

didn't  learn  till  later  in  the  afternoon  whom  it  was 
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that  Nostromo,  with  hkOargadoree  and  some  Italian  workmen 

as  well,  liad  managed  to  save  from  those  drunken  rascals. 
That  man  has  a  peculiar  talent  when  anything  striking  to  the 
imagination  has  to  be  done.  I  made  that  remark  to  him  after- 
wards whea  we  met  after  some  sort  of  order  had  been  restored 
in  ^e  town,  and  the  answer  he  made  rather  smrprised  me. 
He  said  quite  moodily,  '  And  how  much  do  I  get  for  that, 
aellor?*  Then  it  dawned  upon  me  that  perhaps  this  man's 
vanity  has  been  satiated  by  the  adulation  of  the  oommon  people 
and  the  confidence  of  his  superiors  !  " 

Decoud  paused  to  light  a  cigarette,  then,  with  his  head  still 
over  his  writing,  he  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke,  which  seemed  to 
rebound  from  the  paper.   He  took  up  the  pencil  again. 

That  was  yesterday  evening  on  the  Plasa,  while  he  sat 
on  the  steps  of  the  cathedral,  hia  hands  between  his  kneea, 
holding  the  bridle  of  his  famous  silver-grey  mare.  He  had 
led  his  body  of  Oargadores  splendidly  all  day  long.  He  looked 
fatigued.  I  don't  know  how  I  looked.  Very  dirty,  I  suppose. 
But  I  suppose  I  also  looked  pleased.  From  the  time  the 
fugitive  President  had  been  got  off  to  the  ss.  Minerva,  the 
tide  of  success  had  turned  against  the  mob.  They  had  been 
driven  off  the  harbour,  and  out  of  the  better  streets  of  the 
town,  into  their  own  maae  of  ruins  and  tolderiaa.  Yon  must 
understand  that  this  riot,  whose  primary  object  was  undoubtedly 
the  getting  hold  of  the  San  Tom6  silv^  stored  in  the  lower 
rooms  of  the  Customs  House  (besides  the  general  looting  of  the 
Ricos),  had  acquired  a  political  colouring  from  the  fact  of 
two  Deputies  to  the  Provincial  Assembly,  Sefiores  Gamacho 
and  Fuentes,  both  from  Bolson,  putting  themselves  at  the  head 
of  it — late  in  the  afternoon,  it  is  true,  when  the  mob,  disap- 
pointed in  their  hopes  of  loot,  made  a  stand  in  the  narrow 
streets  to  the  cries  of  'Yiva  la  Libertad  1  Down  with  Feudal- 
isml'  (I  wonder  what  they  imagine  feudalism  to  be?)  ^Down 
with  the  Goths  and  Paralytics.'  I  suppose  the  Sefiores  Gamacho 
and  Fuentes  knew  what  they  were  doing.  They  are  prudent 
gentlemen.  In  the  Assembly  they  called  themselves  ^Moderates, 
and  opposed  every  energetic  measure  with  philanthropic 
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ivenesB.    At  the  first  Tommin  of  Montero't  victory 

they  began  to  sliow  a  subtle  change  of  the  pensive  temper, 
and  began  to  defy  poor  Don  Juste  Lopez  in  his  Presidential 
tribune  with  an  effrontery  to  which  the  poor  man  could  only 
respond  by  a  dazed  smoothing  of  his  beard  and  the  ringing  of 
the  pieddential  bell.  Then,  when  the  downfall  of  the  Bibierist 
came  became  confirmed  beyond  the  shadow  of  a  donbt^  they 
have  UosBomed  mto  convinced  Liberals,  acting  together  as  if 
they  were  Siamese  twins,  and  ultimately  taking  charge,  as  it 
were,  of  the  riot  in  the  name  of  Monterist  principles. 

**  Their  last  move  at  eight  o'clock  last  night  was  to  organise 
themselves  into  a  Monterist  Committee,  which  sits,  as  far  as  I 
know,  in  a  posada  kept  by  a  retired  Mexican  bull-fighter,  a 
great  politician,  too,  whose  name  I  have  forgotten.  Thenoe 
they  have  issned  a  communication  to  ns,  the  Goths  and  Para- 
lytfos  of  the  Amartlla  dab  (who  have  onr  own  committee), 
inviting  as  to  come  to  some  provisional  understanding  for  a 
trace,  In  order,  they  have  the  impadence  to  say,  Uiat  the 
noble  cause  of  Liberty  *  should  not  be  stained  by  the  criminal 
excesses  of  Conservative  selfishness  I '  As  I  came  out  to  sit 
with  Nostromo  on  the  cathedral  steps,  the  club  was  busy  con- 
sidering a  proper  reply  in  the  principal  room,  littered  with 
exploded  cartridges,  with  a  lot  of  broken  glass,  blood  smears, 
candlestioks,  and  ad  sorts  of  wreckage  on  the  floor.  But  all 
this  is  nonsense.  Nobody  in  the  town  has  any  real  power 


si 

honses  acquired  by  the  Company  for  their  town  station  on  one 
side  of  the  Plaza,  and  Nostromo,  whose  Cargadores  were  sleep- 
ing under  the  Arcades,  along  the  front  of  Anzani's  shops.  A 
fire  of  broken  furniture  out  of  the  Intendencia  saloons,  mostly 
gilt,  was  burning  on  the  Plaza,  in  a  high  flame  swaying  right 
upon  the  statue  ai  Charles  lY.  The  dead  body  of  a  man  was 
lying  on  the  steps  of  the  pedestal,  his  arms  thrown  wide  open, 
and  his  somhrao  oovering  his  face — the  attention  of  some 
friend,  periiaps.  The  light  of  the  flames  touched  the  foliage 
of  the  first  trees  on  the  Alameda,  and  played  on  the  end  of  a 
side  street  near  by,  blocked  up  by  a  jumble  of  ox-carts  and 
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dead  bnllooks.  Sitting  on  one  of  the  carcAses,  a  lepero, 
muffled  np,  smoked  a  cigarette.  It  was  a  trace,  yon  nnder- 
Btand.  The  only  other  living  being  on  the  Plaza  besides  onr- 
aelves  was  a  Oaiqgador,  waUdng  to  and  fro,  with  a  long,  hm 
knife  In  his  hand,  like  a  sentry  before  the  Arcades,  where  his 
friends  were  sleeping.  And  the  only  other  spot  of  light  in  the 
dark  town  were  the  lighted  windows  of  the  club,  at  the  corner 
of  the  Calle." 

After  having  written  so  far,  Don  Martin  Decond,  the 
exotic  dandy  of  the  Parisian  boulevard,  got  np  and  walked 
acroM  the  sanded  floor  of  the*caf6  at  one  end  of  the  Albergo 
of  United  Italy,  kept  by  Giorgio  Viola,  the  old  companion  of 
GkffibaldL  The  highly  colonred  lithograph  of  the  Eaithf ol 
Hero  seemed  to  look  dimly,  in  the  light  of  one  candle,  at  the 
man  with  no  faith  in  anything  except  the  truth  of  his  own 
sensations.  Looking  out  of  the  window,  Decoud  was  met  by 
a  darkness  so  impenetrable  that  he  could  see  neither  the 
mountains  nor  the  town,  nor  yet  the  buildings  near  the  har- 
bour ;  and  there  was  not  a  sound,  aa  if  the  tremendous 
obscurity  of  the  Placid  Gulf,  spreading  from  the  watera  over 
the  Umd,  had  made  it  dumb  as  well  as  blind*  Presently 
Decoud  felt  a  light  tremor  of  the  floor  and  distant  dank  of 
iron.  A  bright  white  light  appeared,  deep  in  the  darkness, 
growing  l^igger  with  a  thundering  noise.  The  rolling  stock 
usually  kept  on  the  sidings  in  Rincon  was  being  run  back  to 
the  yards  for  safe  keeping.  Like  a  mysterious  stirring  of  the 
f^arlrnflag  behind  the  headlight  of  the  engine,  the  train  passed 
in  a  gust  of  hollow  uproar,  by  the  end  of  the  house,  which 
seemed  to  vibrate  all  over  in  response.  And  nothing  was 
clearly  visible,  but,  on  the  end  of  the  last  flat  oar,  a  n^ro,  in 
white  trousers  and  naked  to  the  waists  swinging  a  blazing 
torch  basket  inoessantly  with  a  circular  movement  of  his  bare 
arm.    Decoud  did  not  stir. 

Behind  him,  on  the  back  of  the  chair  from  which  he  had 
risen,  hung  his  elegant  Parisian  overcoat,  with  a  pearl-grey 
silk  Uning.  But  when  he  turned  back  to  come  to  the  table 
the  candlelight  fell  upon  a  face  tiiat  was  grimy  and  scratched. 
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HiB  rogjlipB  were  blackened  with  heat,  the  smoke  of  gunpowder. 
IMrt  ftnd  rnst  tarnished  the  lustre  of  his  short  beard.  His 
slnrt  collar  and  cnffs  were  crumpled,  the  bine  silken  tie 
hong  down  his  breast  like  a  rag  ;  a  greasy  smudge  crossed  his 
white  brow.  He  had  not  taken  oflP  his  clothing  nor  used 
water,  except  to  snatch  a  hasty  drink  greedily,  for  some  forty 
hours.  An  awful  restlessness  had  made  him  its  own,  had^ 
marked  him  with  all  the  signs  of  desperate  strife,  and  put 
a  dry,  sleepless  stare  into  his  eyes.  He  murmured  to  himself 
in  a  hoarse  voice,  ''I  wonder  if  there's  any  bread  here," 
lodiffid  vaguely  about  hun,  then  dropped  into  the  chair  and 
took  the  pencil  up  again.  He  became  aware  he  had  not 
eaten  anything  for  many  hours. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  no  one  could  understand  him  so 
well  as  his  sister.  In  the  most  sceptical  heart  there  lurks  at 
such  moments,  when  the  chances  of  existence  arc  involved,  a 
desire  to  leave  a  correct  impression  of  the  feelings,  like  a  light 
by  which  the  action  may  be  seen  when  personality  is  gone, 
gone  where  no  light  of  investigation  can  ever  reach  the  truth 
which  every  death  takes  out  of  the  world.  Therefore,  instead 
of  looking  for  something  to  eat,  or  trying  to  snatch  an  hour 
or  so  of  sleep,  Decoud  was  filling  the  pages  of  a  large  pocket- 
book  with  a  letter  to  his  sister. 

In  the  intimacy  of  that  intercourse  he  could  not  keep  out 
his  weariness,  his  great  fatigue,  the  close  touch  of  his  bodily 
sensations.  He  began  again  as  if  he  were  talking  to  her. 
With  ahnost  an  illusion  of  her  presence,  he  wrote  the  phrase, 
**  I  am  veiy  hungry." 

have  the  feeling  of  a  great  solitude  around  me,*'  he 
continued.  "  Is  it,  perhaps,  because  I  am  the  only  man  with 
a  definite  idea  in  his  head,  in  the  complete  collapse  of  every 
resolve,  intention,  and  hope  about  me  ?  But  the  solitude  is 
also  very  real.  All  the  engineers  are  out,  and  have  been  for 
two  days,  looking  after  the  property  of  the  National  Central 
Bailway,  of  that  great  Oostaguana  undertaking  which  is  to 
put  money  into  the  pockets  of  Englishmen,  Frenchmen, 
Americans,  Germans,  and  God  knows  who  else.  The  silence 
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about  me  is  ominous.  There  is  above  the  middle  part  of  this 
house  a  sort  of  first  floor,  with  narrow  openings  like  loopholes 
for  windows,  probably  osed  in  old  times  for  the  better  defence 
against  the  flavages,  when  the  persistent  barbarism  of  onr 
native  continent  did  not  wear  the  black  coats  of  politidans, 
bnt  went  abont  yelling,  half-naked,  with  bows  and  arrowB 
in  its  hands.  The  woman  of  the  house  is  dying  np  there,  I 
believe,  all  alone  with  her  old  hnsband.  There  is  a  narrow 
staircase,  tlie  sort  of  staircase  one  man  could  easily  di^fend 
against  a  mob,  leading  up  there,  and  I  have  just  heard, 
through  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  the  old  fellow  going  down 
into  their  kitchen  for  something  or  other.  It  was  a  sort  of 
noise  a  mouse  might  make  behind  the  plaster  of  a  wall.  AH 
the  servants  they  had  ran  away  yesterday  and  have  not  re- 
tnmed  yet,  if  ever  they  do.  For  the  rest,  there  are  only  two 
children  here,  two  ^rk  The  father  has  sent  them  down- 
stairs, and  they  have  crept  into  this  caf6,  perhaps  becanee  I 
am  here.  They  huddle  together  in  a  corner,  in  each  other's 
arms  ;  I  just  noticed  them  a  few  minutes  ago,  and  I  feel  more 
lonely  than  ever." 

Deeond  turned  half  round  in  his  chair,  and  asked,  Is 
there  any  bread  here  ?  " 

Linda*s  dark  head  was  shaken  negatively  in  response, 
above  the  hit  head  of  her  sister  nestling  on  her  breast. 

"You  oouldnt  get  me  some  bread?**  insisted  Deooud. 
The  child  did  not  move,  he  saw  her  large  eyes  stare  at  him 
very  dark  from  the  comer.  "  You're  not  afraid  of  me  ?  '*  he 
said. 

"No,"  said  Linda,  "  we  are  not  afraid  of  you.  You  came 
here  with  Gian*  Battista.** 

"  You  mean  Nostromo  ?  "  said  Deooud. 

"The  English  call  him  so,  but  that  is  no  name  either  for 
man  or  beast,**  said  the  girl,  passing  her  hand  gently  over  her 
sister's  hair. 

"  But  he  lets  people  call  him  so,"  remarked  Decoud. 
"  Not  in  this  house,"  retorted  the  child. 
Ah  I  well,  I  shall  call  him  the  Capataz  then.*' 
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Decoud  gave  np  the  point,  and  after  writing  steadily  for 
a  while  turned  round  again. 

"  When  do  you  expect  him  back  ?  "  he  asked. 

''After  he  brought  yon  here  he  rode  off  to  fetch  the 
Sefior  Doctor  from  the  town  for  mother.  He  will  be  back 
soon.'* 

"  He  stands  a  good  chance  of  getting  shot  somewhere  on 
the  road,"  Decoud  murinurcd  to  himself  audibly  ;  and  Linda 
declared  in  her  higli-pitched  voice — 

"  Nobody  would  dare  to  fire  a  shot  at  Gian'  Battista.** 

**  You  believe  that,"  asked  Decoud,  "  do  you  ?  " 

"I  know  it,"  said  the  child,  with  conviction.  "There 
is  no  one  in  this  place  brave  enough  to  attack  Gian*  Battista.'* 
It  doesn't  require  much  brayery  to  pull  a  trigger  behind 
a  bush,**  mattered  Decoud  to  himself.  ''Fortunately,  the 
night  is  dark,  or  there  would  be  but  little  chance  of  saving 
the  silver  of  the  mine." 

He  turned  again  to  his  pocket-book,  glanced  back  through 
the  pages,  and  again  started  his  pencil, 

"  That  was  the  position  yesterday,  after  the  3finerva  with 
the  fugitive  President  had  gone  out  of  harbour,  and  the 
rioters  had  been  driven  back  into  the  side  lanes  of  the  town. 
I  sat  on  the  steps  of  the  cathedral  with  Nostromo,  after 
sending  out  the  cable  message  for  the  information  of  a  more 
or  less  attentive  world.  Strangely  enough,  though  the  offices 
of  the  Cable  Company  are  in  the  same  building  astlie  Porvenh\ 
the  mob,  which  has  thrown  my  presses  out  of  the  window  and 
scattered  the  type  all  over  the  Plaza,  has  been  kept  from  inter- 
fering with  the  instruments  on  the  other  side  of  the  courtyard. 
As  I  sat  talking  with  Nostromo,  Bernhardt,  the  telegraphist, 
came  out  from  under  the  Arcades  with  a  piece  of  paper  in  his 
h^.  The  littie  man  had  tied  himself  up  to  an  enormous 
sword  and  was  hung  dl  over  with  revolvers.  He  is  ridiculous, 
but  the  bravest  German  of  his  size  that  ever  tapped  the  key  of 
a  Morse  transmitter.  He  had  received  the  message  from  Cayta 
reporting  the  transports  with  Barrios's  army  just  entering  the 
port,  and  ending  with  the  words,  'The  greatest  enthusiasm 
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prevaik.*  I  walked  off  to  drink  some  water  at  the  fotmtain, 

and  I  was  shot  at  from  the  Alameda  by  somebody  hiding 
behind  a  tree.    But  I  drank,  and  didn't  care  ;  with  Barrios  in 
Cavta  and  the  c^reat  Cordillera  between  us  and  Montoro's 
victorious  army  I  seemed,  notwithstanding  Messrs.  Gamacho 
and  Fuentes,  to  hold  my  new  State  in  the  hollow  of  my  hand. 
I  was  ready  to  Bleep,  bat  when  I  got  as  far  as  the  Gasa  Gould 
I  fonnd  the  patio  full  of  wonnded  laid  out  on  straw.  Lights 
were  burning,  and  en  that.endosed  courtyard  on  that  hot  night 
a  faint  odour  of  chloroform  and  blood  hung  about.   At  one 
end  Doctor  Monygham,  the  doctor  of  the  mine,  was  dressing 
the  wounds ;  at  the  other,  near  the  stairs,  Father  Corbelin, 
kneeling,  listened  to  the  confession  of  a  dying  Cargador.  Mrs. 
Gould  was  walking  about  through  these  shambles  with  a  large 
bottle  in  one  hand  and  a  lot  of  cotton  wool  in  the  other.  She 
just  looked  at  me  and  never  even  winked.  Her  camerista 
was  following  her,  also  holding  a  bottle,  and  sobbing  gently  to 
herself. 

"  I  busied  myself  for  some  time  in  fetching  water  from  the 
cistern  for  the  wounded.  Afterwards  I  wandered  upstairs, 
meeting  some  of  the  first  ladies  of  Sulaco,  paler  than  I  had 
ever  seen  them  before,  with  bandages  over  their  arms.  Not 
all  of  them  had  fled  to  the  ships.  A  good  many  had  taken 
refuge  for  the  day  in  the  Gasa  Gould.  On  the  landing  a  girl, 
with  her  hair  half  down,  was  kneeling  against  the  wall  under 
the  niche  where  stands  a  Madonna  in  blue  robes  and  a  gilt 
crown  on  her  head.  I  think  it  was  the  eldest  Miss  Lopez ; 
I  couldn't  see  her  face,  but  I  remember  looking  at  the  high 
French  heel  of  her  little  shoe.  She  did  not  make  a  sound, 
she  did  not  stir,  she  was  not  sobbing  ;  she  remained  there, 
perfectly  still,  all  black  against  the  white  wall,  a  silent  figure 
of  passionate  jaety.  I  am  sure  she  was  no  more  frightened 
than  the  other  white-faced  ladies  I  met  carrying  bandages. 
One  was  sitting  on  the  top  step  tearing  a  piece  of  linen  hasti^ 
into  strips — the  young  wife  of  an  elderly  man  of  fortune  here. 
She  interrupted  herself  to  wave  her  hand  to  my  bow,  as  though 
she  were  in  her  carriage  on  the  Alameda.   The  women  of  our 
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ooontrj  are  worth  looking  at  during  a  revolution.  The  rouge 
and  pearl  powder  fall  off,  together  with  that  passive  attitude 
towuds  the  outer  world  which  education,  tradition,  onstom 
seem  to  impose  upon  them  from  the  earliest  infancy.  I 
thought  of  your  face,  which  from  jonr  infancy  had  the  stamp 
of  intelligence  instead  of  that  patient  and  resigned  cast  which 
appears  when  some  political  commotiou  tears  down  the  veil 
of  cosmetics  and  usage. 

In  the  great  sala  upstairs  a  sort  of  Junta  of  Notables  was 
sitting,  the  remnant  of  the  vanished  Provincial  Assembly. 
Don  Jnste  Lopez  had  had  half  his  beard  singed  off  at  the 
muzzle  of  a  trabnoo  loaded  with  slugs,  of  which  eyeiy  one 
missed  him,  providentially.  And  as  he  turned  his  head  from 
side  to  side  it  was  exactly  as  if  there  had  been  two  men  inside 
his  frock-coat,  one  nobly  whiskered  and  solemn,  the  other 
untidy  and  scared. 

"They  raised  a  cry  of  *DccoudI  Don  Martini'  at  my 
entrance.  I  asked  them,  *What  are  you  deliberating  upon, 
gentlemen  ? '  There  did  not  seem  to  be  any  president,  though 
Don  Jos^  Avellanos  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table.  They  all 
answered  together,  ^  On  the  preservation  of  life  and  property.' 
*Till  the  new  officials  arrive,'  Don  Juste  explained  to  me, 
with  the  solemn  side  of  his  face  offered  to  my  view.  It  was 
as  if  a  stream  of  water  had  been  poured  upon  my  glowing  idea 
of  a  new  State.  There  was  a  hissing  sound  in  my  ears,  and 
the  room  grew  dim,  as  if  suddenly  filled  with  vapour. 

I  walked  up  to  the  table  blindly,  as  though  I  had  been 
drunk.  *  You  are  deliberating  upon  surrender,'  I  said.  They 
all  sat  still,  with  their  noses  over  the  sheet  of  paper  each  had 
before  him,  God  only  knows  why.  Only  Don  Jos^  hid  his 
face  in  his  hands,  muttering,  *  Never,  never  I '  But  as  I 
looked  at  him,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  could  have  blown  him 
away  with  my  breath,  he  looked  so  frail,  so  weak,  so  worn  out. 
Whatever  happens,  he  will  not  survive.  The  deception  is  too 
great  for  a  man  of  his  age ;  and  hasn't  he  seen  the  sheets  of 
'Fifty  Years  of  Misrule,'  which  we  have  begun  printing  on 
the  presses  of  the  Pammr^  littering  the  Plassa,  floating  in 
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the  gutters,  fired  out  as  wads  for  trabucos  loaded  with  handfuls 
of  type,  blown  in  the  wind,  trampled  in  the  mud  ?  I  have 
seen  pages  floating  upon  the  very  waters  of  the  harbour.  It 
would  be  onreasanable  to  expect  him  to  survive.  It  would 
be  cruel. 

**'Do 70Q  know/  I  cried,  'what  sorrender  meaiw  to  you, 
to  jour  women,  to  your  children,  to  your  property  ?  * 

I  declaimed  for  five  minutes  without  drawing  breath,  it 

seems  to  me,  harping  on  our  best  chances,  on  the  ferocity  of 
Montero,  whom  I  made  out  to  be  as  great  a  beast  as  I  have 
no  doubt  he  would  like  to  be  if  he  had  intelligence  enough  to 
conceive  a  systematic  reign  of  terror.  And  then  for  another 
five  minutes  or  more  I  poured  oat  an  impassioned  appeal  to 
their  courage  and  manliness,  with  all  the  passion  of  my  love 
for  Antonia.  For  if  ever  man  spoke  well,  it  would  be  from 
a  personal  feeling,  denouncing  an  enemy,  defending  himself, 
or  pleading  for  what  really  may  be  dearer  than  life.  My  dear 
girl,  I  absolutely  thundered  at  them.  It  seemed  as  if  my 
voice  would  burst  the  walls  asunder,  and  when  I  stopped  I 
saw  all  their  scared  eyes  looking  at  me  dubiously.  And  that 
was  all  the  effect  I  had  produced  !  Only  Don  Jos6's  head  had 
sunk  lower  and  lower  on  his  breast.  I  bent  my  ear  to  his 
withered  lips,  and  made  out  his  whisper,  something  like, '  In 
€k)d's  name,  then,  Martin,  my  son  I  ^  I  don't  know  exactly. 
There  was  the  name  of  God  in  it,  I  am  certain.  It  seems  to 
me  I  have  caught  his  last  breath — the  breath  of  his  departing 
soul  on  his  lips. 

"  He  Hves  yet,  it  is  true.  I  have  seen  him  since :  but  it 
was  only  a  senile  body,  lying  on  its  back,  covered  to  the  chin, 
with  open  eyes,  and  so  still  that  you  might  have  said  it  was 
breathing  no  longer.  I  left  him  thus,  with  Antonia  kneeling 
by  the  side  of  the  bed,  just  before  I  came  to  this  Italian's  poeada, 
where  the  ubiquitous  death  is  also  waiting.  But  I  know  that 
Don  Jos^  has  really  died'there,  in  the  Casa  Gould,  with  that 
whisper  urging  me  to  attempt  what  no  doubt  his  soul,  wrapped 
up  in  the  sanctity  of  diplomatic  treaties  and  solemn  declara- 
tions, must  have  abhorred.   I  had  exclaimed  very  loud,  *  There 
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is  never  any  God  in  a  country  where  men  will  not  help  them- 
Beives.' 

''Meanwhile  Don  Joste  had  begun  a  pondered  oration, 
whose  solemn  effect  was  spoiled  by  the  ridiculous  disaster  to 
his  beard.  I  did  not  wait  to  niake  it  oat.  He  seemed  to 
aigoe  that  Monteio's  (he  called  him  The  €^eial)  intentions 
were  probably  not  evil,  though,  he  went  on,  *  that  distingoished 
man '  (only  a  week  ago  lie  used  to  call  iiiin  a  Gran^  Oeatia) 
*  was  perhaps  mistaken  as  to  the  true  means.'  As  you  may 
imagine,  I  did  not  stay  to  hear  the  rest.  I  know  the  intentions 
of  Montero's  brother,  Fednto,  the  guerillero,  whom  I  exposed 
*  in  Paris,  some  years  ago,  ia  a  cafe  frequented  by  South  American 
students,  where  he  tried  to  pass  himself  off  for  a  Secretary  of 
Legation.  He  nsed  to  come  in  and  talk  for  honis,  twisting 
his  felt  hat  in  his  hairy  paws,  and  his  ambition  seemed  to 
become  a  sort  of  Due  dc  Morny  to  a  sort  of  Napoleon.  Already, 
then,  he  used  to  talk  of  his  brother  in  inflated  terms.  He 
seemed  fairly  safe  from  being  found  out,  because  the  st  i  dents, 
all  of  the  Blanco  families,  did  not,  as  you  may  imagine,  frequent 
the  Legation.  It  was  only  Decoud,  a  man  without  faith  and 
principles,  as  they  nsed  to  say,  that  went  in  there  sometimes 
for  tbe  sake  of  the  fan,  as  it  were  to  an  assemUy  of  trained 
monkeys.  I  know  his  intentions.  I  have  seen  him  change 
the  plates  at  table.  Whoever  is  allowed  to  live  on  in  terror,  I 
must  die  the  death. 

**  No,  I  didn't  stay  to  the  end  to  hear  Don  Juste  Lopez 
trying  to  persuade  himself  in  a  grave  oration  of  the  clemency, 
and  justice,  and  honesty,  and  purity  of  the  brothers  Montero. 
I  went  ont  abrapdy  to  seek  Antonia.  I  saw  her  in  the 
gallery.  As  I  opened  the  door,  she  extended  to  me  her  clasped 
hands. 

"  *  What  are  they  doing  in  there  ? '  she  asked. 

*•  *  Talking,'  I  said,  with  my  eyes  looking  into  hers. 

•*  *  Yes,  yes,  but  ' 

"  *  Empty  speeches,'  I  interrupted  her.  *  Hiding  their 
fears  behind  imbecile  hopes.  They  are  all  great  Parliamen- 
tarians there— <m  the  fhiglish  model,  as  yon  know.'  I  was 
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so  furious  that  I  could  hardly  speak.   She  made  a  gesture 
of  despair. 

"Through  the  door  I  held  a  little  ajar  behind  me,  we 
heard  Don  Juste's  measored  mouthing  monotone  go  on  from 
phiaae  to  phiaBe,  like  a  sort  of  awful  and  solemn  madnesB. 

<<<  After  aU,  the  DemT>oiatic  aspirations  haye,  perhaps, 
their  legitimacy.  The  ways  of  human  progpresB  are  insomtable, 
and  if  the  fate  of  the  conntiy  is  in  the  hand  of  Montero,  we 
ought  • 

"  I  crushed  the  door  to  on  that ;  it  was  enough ;  it  was 
too  much.  There  was  never  a  beautiful  face  expressing  more 
horror  and  despair  than  the  faoe  of  Antonia.  I  oooldn't  bear 
it ;  I  seised  her  wrists. 

« <  Have  they  killed  my  father  in  there  ? '  she  asked, 

'*Her  eyes  biased  with  indignation,  bat  as  I  looked  on, 
fascinated,  the  light  in  them  went  out. 

"*It  is  a  surrender,'  I  said.  And  I  remember  I  was 
shaking  her  wrists  I  held  apart  in  my  hand.  *  But  it's 
more  than  a  talk.  Your  father  told  me  to  go  on  in  God's 
name.' 

"  My  dear  girl,  there  is  that  in  Antonia  which  would  make 
me  belieye  in  the  feasibility  of  anything.  One  look  at  her 
face  is  enongh  to  set  my  brain  on  fire.  And  yet  I  love  hsx  as 
any  other  man  wonld — ^with  the  heart,  and  with  that  alone. 

She  is  more  to  me  than  his  Churcli  to  Father  Corbelan  (the 
Grand  Vicar  disappeared  last  night  from  the  town  ;  perhaps 
gone  to  join  the  band  of  Hernandez).  She  is  more  to  me 
than  his  precious  mine  to  that  sentimental  Fingiiahman  J 
won^t  speak  of  his  wife.  She  may  have  been  sentimental 
onoe.  The  San  Tom6  mine  stands  now  between  those  two 
people.  *  Tour  father  himself,  Antonia,'  I  repeated  ;  *  yonr 
father,  do  yon  understand  ?  has  told  me  to  go  on.' 
"  She  averted  her  face,  and  in  a  pained  voice — 
"  *  He  hiis  ? '  she  cried.  '  Then,  indeed,  I  fear  he  will 
never  speak  again.' 

'*She  freed  her  wrists  from  my  clutch  and  began  to 
ory  in  her  handkerchief.  I  disr^acded  her  Borrow ;  I 
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would  rather  see  her  miserable  than  not  see  her  at  all, 
never  any  more ;  for  whether  I  escaped  or  stayed  to  die, 
there  was  for  us  no  coming  together,  no  future.  And  that 
being  so,  I  bad  no  pity  to  waste  upon  the  passing  moments  of 
her  sorrow.  I  sent  her  off  all  in  tears  to  fetcb  Dofia  Smilia 
and  Don  Oarlos,  too.  Tbeir  sentiment  was  necessary  to  the 
very  life  of  my  plan ;  tbe  sentimentalism  of  the  people  tbat 
will  never  do  anything  for  the  sake  of  tbeir  passionate  desire, 
unless  it  comes  to  them  clothed  in  the  fair  robes  of  an  idea. 

"  Late  at  night  we  formed  a  small  junta  of  four — the  two 
women,  Don  Carlos,  and  myself — in  Mrs.  Gould's  blue-and- 
white  boudoir. 

**  El  Bey  de  Sulaco  thinks  himself,  no  doubt,  a  very  honest 
man.  And  bo  be  is,  if  one  oonid  look  behind  bis  tadtomity. 
Perhaps  he  thinks  that  this  alone  makes  his  honesty  unstained. 
Those  Englishmen  live  on  illasions  which  somehow  or  other 

help  them  tu  get  a  firm  hold  of  substance.  When  he  speaks  it 
is  by  a  rare  *  yes '  or  *  no '  that  seems  as  impersonal  as  the 
words  of  an  oracle.  But  he  could  not  impose  on  me  by  his 
dumb  reserve.  I  knew  what  he  had  in  his  head  ;  he  has  his 
mine  in  his  bead ;  and  his  wife  had  nothing  in  her  head  but 
his  precious  person,  which  he  has  bound  up  with  the  Gould 
Concession  and  tied  up  to  that  little  woman's  neck.  No  matter. 
\  Tbe  thing  was  to  make  him  present  the  a&ir  to  Hobx>yd  (the 
Steel  and  Silver  King)  in  such  a  manner  as  to  secure  bis 
financial  support.  At  that  time  last  night,  just  twenty-four 
hours  ago,  we  thought  the  silver  of  the  mine  safe  in  the 
Custom  House  vaults  till  the  north-bound  steamer  came  to 
take  it  away.  And  as  long  as  the  treasure  flowed  north,  with- 
out a  break,  that  utter  sentimentalist,  Holroyd,  would  not 
drop  bis  idea  of  introducing,  not  only  justice,  industry,  peace, 
to  tbe  benighted  continents,  but  also  ih&t  pet  dream  of  his  of 
a  purer  form  of  Christianity.  Later  ou,  the  principal  European 
really  iu  Sulaco,  the  engineer-in-chief  of  the  railway,  came 
riding  up  the  Calle,  from  the  harbour,  and  was  admitted  to 
our  conclave.  Meantime,  the  Junta  of  the  Notables  in  the 
great  sala  was  stili^deliberating ;  only,  one  of  them  had  run 
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out  in  the  corridor  to  ask  the  senrant  whether  something  to 
eat  conldn*t  be  sent  in.   The  first  words  the  engineer-in-chief 

said  as  he  came  into  the  boudoir  were,  '  What  is  jour  house, 
dear  Mrs.  Gould  ?  A  war  hospital  below,  and  apparently  a 
restaurant  above.  I  see  them  carrying  trajs  full  of  good 
things  into  the  sala.* 

"  *  And  here,  in  this  boudoir,'  I  said,  *  you  behold  the  inner 
cabinet  of  the  Oocidental  Eepoblic  that  is  to  be.* 

"  He  was  so  preoccnpied  that  he  didn't  smile  at  that ;  he 
didn't  even  look  sorprised. 

He  told  us  that  he  was  attending  to  the  general  disposi- 
tions for  the  defence  of  the  railway  property  at  tlie  railway 
yards  when  he  was  sent  for  to  go  into  the  railway  telegraph 
office.  The  engineer  at  the  railhead,  at  the  foot  of  the 
moontaina,  wanted  to  talk  to  him  from  his  end  of  the  wire. 
There  was  nobody  in  the  office  but  himself  and  the  operator 
of  the  railway  telegraph,  who  read  off  the  clicks  alond  as 
tape  coiled  its  length  npon  the  floor.  And  the  purport  of  that 
talk,  clicked  nervously  from  a  wooden  shed  in  the  depths  of  the 
forests,  had  informed  tlie.  chief  that  President  Ribiera  had 
been,  or  was  being,  pursued.  This  was  news,  indeed,  to  all  of 
us  in  8ulaco.  Ribiera  himself,  when  rescued,  revived  and 
soothed  by  us,  had  been  inclined  to  think  that  he  had  not 
been  pursued. 

"Bibiera  had  yielded  to  the  nigent  solicitations  of  his 
friends,  and  had  left  the  headquarters  of  his  discomfited  army 
alone,  nnder  the  guidance  of  Bonifacio,  tihe  muleteer,  who  had 
been  willing  to  take  the  responsibility  with  the  risk.   He  had 

departed  at  daybreak  of  the  third  day.  His  remaining  forces 
had  melted  away  during  the  night.  Bonifacio  and  he  rode 
hard  on  horses  towards  the  Cordillera ;  then  they  obtained 
mules,  entered  the  passes,  and  crossed  the  Parmo  of  Ivie  just 
before  a  freezlDg  blast  swept  over  that  stony  plateau,  burying 
in  a  drift  d  snow  the  little  shelterhut  of  stones  in  which  they 
had  spent  the  night.  Afterwards  poor  Ribiera  had  many 
adventures,  got  separated  from  his  guide,  lost  his  mount, 
struggled  down  to  the  Campo  on  foot,  and  if  he  had  nuL  thrown 
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himself  on  the  mercy  of  a  ranohero  would  have  perished  a  long 
way  from  Solaco.  That  man,  who,  aa  a  matter  of  fact^  lecog* 
niaed  him  at  onoe,  let  him  have  a  fieeh  mnle,  which  the 
fogitive,  heavy  and  nnakilf ol,  had  ridden  to  death.  And  it 
was  trne  he  had  been  pnnned  by  a  party  commanded  by  no 
less  II  pei*son  than  Pedro  Montero,  the  brother  of  the  general. 
The  cold  wind  of  the  Paramo  luckily  caught  the  pursuers  on 
the  top  of  the  pass.  Some  few  men,  and  all  the  animals, 
perished  in  the  icy  blast.  The  stragglers  died,  bat  the  main 
body  kept  on.  They  found  poor  Bonifacio  lying  half -dead  at 
the  foot  of  a  snow  slope,  and  bayoneted  him  pnnnptly  in  the 
true  Oivil  War  style.  They  wonld  have  had  Bibiera  too,  if 
they  had  not,  for  some  reason  or  other,  tamed  off  the  track  of 
the  old  Camino  Real,  only  to  lose  their  way  in  the  forests  at 
the  foot  of  the  lower  slopes.  And  there  they  were  at  last, 
having  stumbled  in  unexpectedly  upon  the  construction  camp. 
The  engineer  at  the  railhead  told  his  chief  by  wire  that  he  had 
Pedro  Montero  absolutely  there,  in  the  very  office,  listening  to 
the  dicks.  He  was  going  to  take  possession  of  Sulaco  in  the 
name  of  the  Democracy.  He  was  very  overbearing.  Hia  men 
danghtered  some  of  the  Bailway  Company's  cattle  without 
aridng  leave,  and  went  to  work  broiling  the  meat  on  the  embers. 
Pedrito  made  many  pointed  inquiries  as  to  ihe  silver  mine,  and 
what  had  become  of  the  product  of  the  last  six  months'  work- 
ing. He  had  said  peremptorily,  *  Ask  your  chief  up  there  by 
wire,  he  ought  to  know ;  tell  him  that  Don  Pedro  Montero, 
Ohi^  of  the  Campo  and  Minister  of  the  Interior  of  the  new 
Qovemment,  desires  to  be  correctly  informed.* 

He  had  his  feet  wrapped  ap  in  blood-stained  rags,  a 
lean,  haggard  face,  ragged  beard  and  hair,  and  had  walked  in 
limping,  with  a  crooked  branch  of  a  tree  for  a  staff.  His 
followers  were  perhaps  in  a  worse  plight,  but  apparently  they 
had  not  thrown  away  their  arms,  and,  at  any  rate,  not  all  their 
ammunition.  Their  lean  faces  filled  the  door  and  the  windows 
of  the  telegraph  hut.  As  it  was  at  the  same  time  the  bed- 
room ol  the  engineer-in-obatge  there,  Montero  had  thrown 
^  himaelf  on  lus  dean  Uanketo  and  lay  there  shivering  and 
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dictating  requisitions  to  be  transmitted  by  wire  to  Siilaco.  He 
demanded  a  train  of  cars  to  be  sent  down  at  once  to  transport 
his  men  up. 

'  To  this  I  answered  from  mj  end,*  the  Engineer-in* 
chief  related  to  ns,  '  that  I  dared  not  risk  the  rolling-stock 
in  the  interior,  as  there  had  been  attempts  to  wreck  trains 
all  along  the  line  several  times.   I  did  that  for  your  sake, 

Gould,'  said  the  Cliief  Engineer.  *  The  aiiswer  to  this  was,  in 
the  words  of  my  subordinate,  **  The  filthy  brute  on  my  bed 
said,  *  Suppose  I  were  to  have  you  sliot  ? ' "  To  which  my 
subordinate,  who,  it  appears,  was  himself  operating,  remarked 
that  it  would  not  bring  the  cars  up.  Upon  that,  the  other, 
yawning,  said,  Never  mind,  there  is  no  lack  of  horses  on  the 
Oampo.*'  Andf  taming  over,  went  to  sleep  on  Harris's  bed.* 
**  This  is  why,  my  dear  girl,  I  am  a  fugitive  to-night.  The 
last  wire  from  railhoid  says  that  Pedro  Montero  and  his  men 
left  at  daybreak,  after  feeding  on  iisado  beef  all  night.  They 
took  all  the  horses  ;  they  will  find  more  on  the  road  ;  they'll 
be  here  in  less  than  thirty  hours,  and  thus  Sulaco  is  no  ])lacc 
either  for  me  or  the  great  store  of  silver  belonging  to  the 
Gould  Concession. 

But  that  is  not  the:worst.  The  garrison  of  Esmeralda 
has  gone  over  to  the  victorious  party.  That  news  we  have 
heard  by  means  of  the  telegraphist  of  the  Cable  Company,  who 
came  to  the  Casa  Gould  in  the  early  morning  with  the  news. 
In  fact,  it  was  so  early  that  the  day  had  not  yet  quite  broken 
over  Sulaco.  His  colleague  in  Esmeralda  had  called  him  up  to 
say  that  the  garrison,  after  shooting  some  of  their  officers,  had 
taken  possession  of  a  Government  steamer  laid  up  in  the 
harboQT.  It  is  really  a  heavy  HLow  for  me.  I  thought  I  oonid 
depend  on  every  man  in  this  province.  It  was  a  mistake.  It 
was  a  Monterist  Revolution  in  Esmeralda,  just  such  as  was 
attempted  in  Sulaco,  only  that  tliat  one  came  off.  The  tele- 
graphist was  signalling  to  Bernhardt  all  the  time,  and  his  last 
transmitted  w^rds  were,  *  They  are  bursting  in  the  door,  and 
taking  possession  of  the  cable  office.  You  are  cat  off.  Can 
do  no  more.' 
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"  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  managed  somehow  to  escape 
the  vigilance  of  his  captors,  who  had  tried  to  stop  the  com- 
munication with  the  outer  world.  He  did  manage  it.  How 
it  was  done  I  don't  know,  but  a  few  hours  afterwards  he  called 
up  Sulaco  again,  and  what  he  said  was,  *  The  insurgent  army 
has  taken  possession  of  the  Govenunent  transport  in  the  bay 
and  are  filling  her  with  troops,  with  the  intention  of  going 
round  the  coast  to  Snlaco.  Therefore  look  out  for  yourselves. 
They  will  be  ready  to  start  in  a  few  hours,  and  may  be  upon 
you  before  daybreak.' 

"This  is  all  he  could  say.  They  drove  him  away  from  his 
instrument  this  time  for  good,  because  Bernhardt  has  been 
calling  up  Esmeralda  ever  since  without  getting  an  answer." 

After  setting  these  words  down  in  the  pook^book  whidi 
he  was  filling  up  for  the  benefit  of  his  sister,  Deoond  lifted  his 
head  to  listen.  But  there  were  no  sounds,  neither  in  the  room 
nor  in  the  house,  except  the  drip  of  the  water  from  the  filter 
into  the  vast  earthenware  jar  under  the  wooden  stand.  And 
outside  the  house  there  was  a  great  silence.  Decoud  lowered 
his  head  again  over  the  pocket-book. 

**  I  am  not  running  away,  you  understand,"  he  wrote  on. 
I  am  simply  going  away  with  that  great  treasure  of  silver 
which  must  be  saved  at  all  costs.  Pedro  Montero  from  the 
Campo  and  the  revolted  garrison  of  Esmeralda  from  the  sea 
are  converging  upon  it.  That  it  is  there  lying  ready  for  them 
is  only  an  accident.  The  real  objective  is  the  San  Tom6  mine 
itself,  as  you  may  well  imagine  ;  otherwise  the  Occidental 
Province  would  have  been,  no  doubt,  left  alone  for  many 
weeks,  to  be  gathered  at  leisure  into  the  arms  of  the  victorious 
party.  Don  Carlos  Gould  will  have  enough  to  do  to  save  his 
mine,  with  its  organisation  and  its  peox^e ;  this '  Imperinm  in 
Imperio,'  this  wealth-prodncingthing,  to  which  his  sentimental- 
ism  attaches  a  strange  idea  of  justice.  He  holds  to  it  as  some 
men  hold  to  the  idea  of  love  or  revenge.  Unless  I  am  much 
mistaken  in  the  man,  it  must  remain  inviolate  or  perish  by  an 
act  of  his  will  alone.  A  passion  has  crept  into  his  cold  and 
idealistic  life.    A  passion  which  I  can  only  comprehend 
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intellectually.    A  paaikiii  tluA  is  not  like  the  pasBtoiui  we 

know,  we  lacu  of  another  blood.  But  it  is  as  dangerous  as 
any  of  ours. 

"  ITis  wife  has  understood  it  too.  That  is  why  she  is  such 
a  good  ally  of  mine.  She  seizes  u])on  all  my  siigi^^cstions  with  a 
sure  instinct  thftt  in  the  end  they  make  for  tke  safety  of  the 
Gould  Concession.  And  he  defers  to  her  because  he  trusts  her 
perhaps  bat  I  fancy  more  rather  as]  if  he  wished  to  make  np 
for  some  snbtle  wrong,  for  that  sentimental  nnfaithfohiesB 
which  Bnrrenders  her  happiness,  herUfe,  to  the  sednotion  of  an 
idea.  The  little  woman  has  discovered  that  he  lives  for  the 
mine  rather  than  for  her.  But  let  them  be.  To  each  his 
fate,  shaped  by  ]>assion  or  sentiment.  The  principal  thing  is 
that  she  has  backed  up  my  advice  to  get  the  silver  out  of  the 
town,  out  of  the  country,  at  once,  at  any  cost,  at  any  risk. 
Don  Oarlos*  mission  is  to  preserve  unstained  the  fair  fame  of 
his  mine ;  Mrs.  Gk)ald*s  mission  is  to  save  him  from  the  effeoto 
of  that  cold  and  over-mastering  passion,  which  she  dreads  more 
than  if  it  were  an  infatnation  for  another  woman.  Noetromo*s 
mission  is  to  save  the  silver.  The  plan  is  to  load  it  into  the 
largest  of  the  Company's  lighters,  and  send  it  across  the  gulf  to 
a  small  port  out  of  Costaguana  territory  just  on  the  other  side 
the  Azaera,  where  the  first  north-bound  steamers  will  get 
ordeis  to  pick  it  up.  The  waters  here  are  calm,  we  shall  slip 
away  into  the  darkness  of  the  gulf  before  the  Esmeralda 
rebels  arrive ;  and  by  the  time  the  day  breaks  over  the  ocean 
we  shall  be  out  of  sight,  invisible,  hidden  by  Asnera,  which 
itself  looks  from  the  Sulaco  shore  like  a  faint  blue  cloud  on  the 
horizon. 

The  incorruptible  Oapataz  de  Cargodores  is  the  man  for 
that  work ;  and  I,  the  man  with  a  passion,  but  without  a 
mission,  I  go  with  him  to  xetum — ^to  play  my  part  in  the  farce 
to  the  end,  and,  if  sncoessf nl,  to  receive  my  reward,  which  no 
one  but  Antonia  can  give  me. 

''Ishail  not  see  her  again  now  before  I  depart.  I  left  her, 
as  I  have  said,  by  Don  Job6*s  bedside.  The  street  was  dark, 
the  houses  shut  up,  aud  I  walked  out  of  the  town  in  the  night. 


THE  IfiABELa 


207 


Not  a  single  street-lamp  had  been  lit  for  two  days,  and  the 
arohway  of  the  gate  was  only  a  mass  of  darkness  in  the  vagne 
form  of  a  tower,  in  which  I  heard  low,  dismal  groans,  that 
seemed  to  answer  the  mnrmnrs  of  a  man's  voice. 

**  1  recognised  something  impassive  and  careless  in  its  tone, 
characteristic  of  that  Genoese  sailor  who,  like  me,  has  come 
casually  here  to  be  drawn  into  the  events  for  which  his 
scepticism  as  well  as  mine  seems  to  entertain  a  sort  of  passive 
contempt.  The  only  thing  he  seems  to  care  for,  as  far  as  I 
have  been  able  to  discover,  is  to  be  well  spoken  of.  An 
ambition  fit  for  noble  souls,  but  also  a  profitable  one  for  an 
exceptionally  intelligent  soonndrel.  Yes.  His  very  words, 
*To  be  well  spoken  of.  Si,  senor.'  He  docs  not  seem  to 
make  any  difference  between  si)eaking  and  thinking.  Is  it 
sheer  naiveness  or  the  practical  point  of  view,  I  wonder  ? 
Exceptional  individualities  always  interest  me,  because  they  are 
troe  to  the  general  formula  expressing  the  moral  state  of 
hmnanity. 

**  He  joined  me  on  the  harbour  road  after  I  had  passed  them 
nnder  the  dark  archway  withont  stopping.   It  was  a  woman  in 

trouble  he  had  been  talking  to.  Through  discretion  I  kept 
silent  while  he  walked  by  my  side.  After  a  time  he  began  to 
talk  himself.  It  was  not  what  I  expected.  It  was  only  an  old 
woman,  an  old  lace-maker,  in  search  of  her  son,  one  of  the 
street  sweepers  employed  by  the  mnnicipality.  Friends  had 
come  the  day  before  at  daybreak  to  the  door  of  their  hovel 
calling  him  ont.  He  had  gone  with  them,  and  she  had  not 
seen  him  since ;  so  she  had  left  the  food  she  had  been  preparing 
half-cooked  on  the  extinct  embers,  and  had  crawled  out  as  far 
as  the  harbour,  where  she  had  heard  that  some  town  mozos 
had  been  killed  on  the  morninc:  of  the  riot.  One  of  the 
Cargadores  guarding  the  Custom  HoiLse  had  brought  out  a 
lantern,  and.  had  helped  her  to  look  at  the  few  dead  left  lying 
about  there.  Now  she  was  creeping  back,  having  failed  in 
her  search.  So  she  sat  down  on  the  stone  seat  nnder  the 
arch)  moaning,  becanse  she  was  very  tired.  The  Capatas  had 
questioned  her,  and  after  hearing  her  broken  and  groaning  tale 
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had  advised  Ler  to  go  and  look  amongst  the  wounded  in  the 
patio  of  the  Casa  Oould.  He  had  also  given  her  a  quarter 
dollar,  he  mentioned  carelepsly. 

'  Why  did  joa  do  that  ?  '*  I  aaked.  '  Do  you  know 
herl" 

^*No,  selior.  I  don't  sappoee  I  have  em  seen  her 
before.  How  sbonld  I  ?  She  has  not  probably  been  ont  in 
the  streets  for  years.  She  is  one  of  those  old  women  that  yon 

lind  in  this  country  at  the  back  of  huts,  crouching  over  fire- 
places, with  a  stick  on  the  ground  by  their  side,  and  almost  too 
feeble  to  drive  away  the  stray  dogs  from  their  cooking-pots. 
Caramba  1  I  could  tell  by  her  voice  that  death  had  forgotten 
her.  Bnt,  old  or  young,  they  like  money,  and  will  speak  well 
of  the  man  who  gives  it  to  them.*  He  laughed  a  little. 
*  Sefior,  yon  shonld  have  Mi  the  clntch  of  her  paw  as  I  pnt  the 
piece  in  her  palm.*    He  paused.  ^  My  last,  too,*  he  added. 

*  I  made  no  comment.  He*s  known  for  his  liberality  and 
his  bad  luck  at  the  game  of  monte,  which  keeps  him  as  poor  as 
when  he  first  came  here. 

"  *  I  suppose,  Don  Martin,'  he  began,  in  a  thoughtful,  specu- 
lative tone, '  that  the  Se&or  Admiuistrador  of  San  Tam6  will 
reward  me  some  day  if  I  save  his  silver  ? ' 

I  said  that  it  conld  not  be  otherwise,  snrely.  He  walked 
on,  muttering  to  himself.  ^Si,  si,  without  doubt,  without 
doubt ;  and,  look  you,  Sefior  Martin,  what  it  is  to  be  well 
spoken  of  I  There  is  not  another  man  that  could  have  been 
even  thought  of  for  such  a  thing.  I  shall  get  something  great 
for  it  some  day.  And  let  it  come  soon,'  he  mumbled.  '  Time 
passes  in  this  country  as  quick  as  anywhere  else.' 

This,  smur  Mrwy  is  my  companion  in  the  great  escape  for 
the  sake  of  the  great  cause.  He  is  more  naive  than  slurewd, 
more  masterful  than  crafty,  more  generous  with  his  pecsonalit^ 
than  the  people  who  make  use  of  him  are  with  their  money. 
At  least,  that  is  what  he  thinks  himself  with  more  pride 
than  sentiment  I  am  glad  I  have  made  friends  with  him. 
As  a  companion  he  acquires  more  importance  than  he  ever  had 
as  a  sort  of  minor  genius  iu  his  way — as  an  original  Italian 
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sailor  wliom  I  allowed  to  coine  in  in  the  small  hours  and  talk 
familiarly  to  the  editor  of  the  Porvenir  while  the  paper  was 
going  through  the  press.  And  it  is  curious  to  have  met  a  man 
for  whom  the  value  of  life  seems  to  consist  in  personal 
prestige. 

''I  am  waiting  for  him  here  now.  On  arriving  at  the 
posada  kept  by  Viola  we  found  the  chfldren  alone  down  below, 
and  the  old  Genoese  shouted  to  his  countryman  to  go  and 

fetch  the  doctor.  Otherwise  we  would  have  gone  on  to  the 
wharf,  where  it  appears  Captain  Mitchell  with  some  volunteer 
Europeans  and  a  few  picked  Cargadores  are  loading  the  lighter 
with  the  silver  that  must  be  saved  from  Montero's  clutches  in 
order  to  be  used  for  Montero's  defeat.  Nostromo  galloped 
furiously  back  towards  the  town.  He  has  been  long  gone 
already.  This  delay  gives  me  time  to  talk  to  you.  By  the 
time  'this  pocket-book  reaches  yonr  hands  much  will  have 
happened.  But  now  it  is  a  pause  under  the  hovering  wing  of 
death  in  that  silent  house  buried  in  the  black  night,  with  this 
dying  woman,  the  two  children  crouching  without  a  sound,  and 
that  old  man  whom  I  can  hear  through  the  thickness  of  the 
wall  passing  up  and  down  with  a  light  rubbing  noise  no  louder 
than  a  mouse.  And  I,  the  only  other  with  them,  don't  really 
know  whether  to  count  myself  with  the  living  or  with  the  dead. 
*  Qnien  sabe  ? '  as  the  people  here  are  prone  to  say  in  answer  to 
every  question.  But  no  I  feeling  for  yon  is  certainly  not  dead, 
and  the  whole  thing,  the  house,  the  dark  night,  the  silent 
children  in  this  dim  room,  my  very  presence  here — all  this  is 
life,  must  be  life,  since  it  is  so  much  like  a  dream. 

With  the  writing  of  the  last  line  there  came  upon  Decouda 
moment  of  sudden  and  complete  oblivion.  He  swayed  over  the 
table  as  if  struck  by  a  bullet.  The  next  moment  he  sat  up, 
oonfnsed,  with  the  idea  that  he  had  heard  his  pencil  roll  on  the 
floor.  The  low  door  of  the  oaf^  wide  open,  was  filled  with  the 
glare  of  a  torch  in  which  was  visible  half  of  a  horse,  switching 
its  tail  against  the  leg  of  a  rider  with  a  long  iron  spur  strapped 
to  the  naked  heel  The  two  girls  were  gone,  and  Nostromo, 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  looked  at  him  from  under 
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the  round  brim  ol  the  lomfarero  pulled  low  down  over  hfis 
brow. 

I  have  brought  that  iom^ioed  English  dookyr  in  Sefiora 
Gould's  carriage,"  said  Nostroino.  "  I  doubt  if,  with  all  his 
wisdoiu,  he  can  save  the  Padrona  this  time.  Thej  have  seut 
for  the  children.    A  b  id  sign  that.'' 

He  sat  down  on  the  end  of  a  bench.  "  She  wants  to  give 
ihem  her  blessing,  I  suppose.** 

Dasedly  Deooud  observed  that  he  must  have  fallen  sonnd 
asleep,  and  Nostromo  said,  with  a  vague  smile,  that  he  had 
looked  in  at  the  window  and  had  seen  Urn  lying  stiU  across  tiie 
table  with  his  head  on  his  arms.  The  English  senora  had  also 
come  in  the  carriage,  and  went  upstairs  at  once  with  the  doctor. 
She  had  told  him  not  to  wake  up  Don  Martin  yet ;  but  when 
they  sent  for  the  children  he  had  coine  into  the  caf6. 

The  half  of  the  horse  with  its  half  of  the  rider  swung  round 
outside  the  dxxx ;  the  torch  of  tow  and  resin  in  the  iron  basket 
which  was  oarried  on  a  sUck  at  the  saddle-bow  flared  right  into 
the  room  for  a  moment,  and  Mis.  Gould  entered  hastil j  with 
a  very  white,  tired  faoe.  The  hood  of  her  dark,  blue  oloak  had 
fallen  back.    Both  men  rose. 

**  Ter^a  wants  to  see  you,  Nostrorao,"  she  said. 

The  Capataz  did  not  move.  Decoud,  with  his  back  to 
the  table,  began  to  button  up  his  coat. 

*'The  silver,  Mrs.  Gould,  the  silver,"  he  murmured  in 
English.  *^  Don't  forget  that  the  Esmeralda  garrison  have  got 
a  steamer.  They  migr  i^l^pear  at  any  moment  at  the  harbour 
entrance.** 

^*The  doctor  says  there  is  no  hope,"  Mrs.  Gould  spoke 

rapidly  also  iu  English.  "  I  shall  take  you  down  to  the  wharf 
in  my  carriage  and  then  come  back  to  fetch  away  the  girls." 
She  changed  swiftly  into  Spanish  to  address  Nostromo.  '*  Why 
are  you  wasting  time  ?  Old  Giorgio's  wife  wishes  to  see  you." 
I  am  going  to  her,  sefiora,"  muttered  the  Capataz. 
Dr.  Monjgham  now  showed  himself^  bringing  back  the 
children.  To  Mrs.  Gonld*s  inqnking  glance  he  only  shook 
his  head  and  went  outside  at  (Ace,  followed  bj  Nostromo. 
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The  horse  of  the  torch-bearer  motionless  hung  his  head 
loWy  and  the  rider  had  dropped  the  reins  to  light  a  cigarette. 
The  glare  of  the  torch  played  on  the  front  of  the  honse  crosaed 
hj  the  big  black  letters  of  its  inscription  in  which  only  the  word 

Italia  was  lighted  fully.  The  patch  of  wavering  glare  reached 
as  far  as  Mrs.  Gould's  carriage  waiting  on  the  road,  with  the 
yellow-faced,  portly  Ignazio  apparently  dozing  on  the  box. 
By  his  side  Basilio,  dark  and  skinny,  held  a  Winchester 
carbine  in  front  of  him,  with  both  hands,  and  peered  fearfully 
into  the  darkness.  Nostromo  touched  lightly  the  doctor's 
shoolder. 

'*I8  she  really  dying,  sefior  doctor  ?  *' 

**  Yes,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  strange  twitch  of  his  scarred 

cheek.    *'  And  why  she  wants  to  see  you  I  cannot  imagine." 

She  has  been  like  that  before,"  suggested  Nostromo, 
looking  away. 

"Well,  Capataz,  I  can  assure  you  she  will  never  be  like 
that  again,"  snarled  Dr.  Monygham.  Ton  may  go  to  her  or 
stay  away.  There  is  very  little  to  be  got  from  talking  to  the 
dying.  But  she  tM  DofSa  Emilia  in  my  hearing  that  she  has 
been  like  a  mother  to  yon  ever  smce  you  first  set  foot  ashore 
here." 

"  Si  1  And  she  never  had  a  good  word  to  say  for  me  to  any- 
body. It  is  more  as  if  she  could  not  forgive  me  for  being  alive, 
and  such  a  man,  too,  as  she  would  have  liked  her  son  to  be." 
Maybe  I  "  exclaimed  a  mournful  deep  voice  near  them. 
Women  have  their  own  ways  of  tormenting  themselves." 
Giorgio  Yiola  had  come  oat  d  the  house.  He  threw  a  heavy 
bladk  shadow  in  the  torchlight,  and  the  glaro  fell  on  his  big 
face,  on  the  great  boshy  head  of  white  hair.  He  motioned  the 
Capataz  indoors  with  his  extended  arm. 

Dr.  Monygham,  after  busying  himself  with  a  little  medica- 
ment box  of  polished  wood  on  the  seat  of  the  landau,  turned 
to  old  Giorgio  and  thrust  into  his  big  trembling  hand  one  of 
the  glass'Stoppeved  bottles  out  of  the  case. 

^  Give  her  a  spoonf  ol  of  this  now  and  then,  in  water,"  he 
said.     It  will  make  her  eader.^ 
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And  there  is  nothing  more  for  her  ?  "  asked  the  old  man 
^  patiently. 

No.  Not  on  earth,"  said  the  doctor,  with  liis  back  to  him, 
clicking  the  lock  of  the  medicine  case. 

Nostromo  alowly  croased  the  large  kitchen,  all  dark  bat  for 
the  glow  of  a  heap  of  charcoal  under  the  heavy  mantel  of  the 
cookiiig-range,  where  water  was  boiling  in  an  iron  pot  with  a 
loud  bubbling  sound.   Between  the  two  walls  of  a  narrow 
staircase  a  bright  light  streamed  from  the  sick-room  above  ; 
and  the  magnificent  Capataz  de  Cargadores  stepping  noiselessly 
in  soft  leather  sandals,  bushy  whiskered,  his  muscular  neck 
and  bronzed  chest  bare  in  the  open  check  shirt,  resembled  a 
Mediterranean  Bailor  just  come  ashore  from  some  wine  or 
fmit-laden  felucca.  At  the  top  he  paused,  broad  shouldered, 
narrow  hipped  and  supple,  looking  at  the  large  bed,  like  a 
white  couch  of  state,  with  a  profusion  of  snowy  linen,  amongst 
which  the  Padrona  sat  unpropped  and  bowed,  her  handsome, 
black-browed  face  bent  over  her  chest.    A  mass  of  raven  hair 
with  only  a  few  white  threads  in  it  covered  her  shoulders ;  one 
thick  strand  fallen  forward  half-veiled  her  cheek.  Perfectly 
motionless  in  that  pose,  expressing  physical  anxiety  and  unredt, 
she  turned  her  eyes  alone  towards  Nostromo. 

The  Oapatas  had  a  red  sash  wound  many  times  round  his 
waist^  and  a  heavy  silver  ring  on  the  forefinger  of  the  hand  he 
raised  to  give  a  twist  to  his  moustache. 

"Their  revolutions,  their  revolutions,"  gasped  Sefiora 
Teresa.    *'  Look,  Gian'  Battista,  it  has  killed  me  at  last  I  " 

Nostromo  said  nothing,  and  the  sick  woman  with  an  up- 
ward glance  insisted.  Look,  this  one  has  killed  me,  while 
you  were  away  fighting  for  what  did  not  concern  you,  foolish 
man." 

"Why  talk  like  this  ?  mumbled  the  Capataz  between  his 
teeth.   "  Will  you  never  believe  in  my  good  sense  ?  It  concerns 

me  to  keep  on  being  what  I  am :  every  day  alike." 

"You  never  change,  indeed,"  she  said  bitterly.  "  Always 
thinking  of  yourself  and  taking  your  pay  out  in  fine  words 
from  those  who  care  nothing  for  you." 
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There  was  between  them  an  intimacy  of  antagonism  as 
close  in  its  way  as  the  intimacy  of  accord  and  affection-  He 
had  not  walked  along  the  way  of  Theresa's  expectations.  ItV 
was  she  who  had  encouraged  him  to  leave  his  ship,  in  the  hope 
of  securing  a  friend  and  defender  for  the  girls.    The  wife  of 
old  Giorgio  was  aware  of  her  precarious  health,  and  was 
haunted  by  the  fear  of  her  aged  husband's  loneliness  and  the 
unprotected  state  of  the  children.  She  had  wanted  to  annex 
that  apparently  quiet  and  steady  young  man,  affectionate  and 
pliable,  an  orphan  from  his  tenderest  age,  as  he  had  told  her, 
with  no  ties  in  Italy  except  an  uncle,  owner  and  master  of  a 
felucca,  from  whose  ill-usage  he  had  run  away  before  he  was 
fourteen.   He  had  seemed  to  her  courageous,  a  hard  worker, 
determined  to  make  his  way  in  the  world.  From  gratitude 
and  the  ties  of  habit  he  wonld  become  like  a  son  to  herself  and 
Giorgio;  and  then,  who  knows,  when  Linda  had  grown 
up.  .  .  .  Ten  years  difference  between  hiisbuud  and  wife  was 
not  so  much.    Her  own  great  man  was  nearly  twenty  years 
older  than  herself.    Gian'  Battista  was  an  attractive  young 
fellow,  besides  ;  attractive  to  inen,  women,  and  children,  just 
by  that  profound  quietness  of  personality  which,  like  a  serene 
twilight,  rendered  more  seductive  the  promise  of  his  vigorous 
form  and  the  resolution  of  his  conduct. 

Old  Giorgio,  in  profound  ignorance  of  his  wife's  views  and 
hopes,  had  a  great  regard  for  his  young  countryman.  "A 
man  ought  not  to  be  tame,"  he  used  to  tell  her,  quoting  the 
Spanish  proverb  in  defence  of  the  splendid  Capataz.  She 
was  growing  jealous  of  his  success.  He  was  escaping  from  her, 
she  feared.  She  was  practical,  and  he  seemed  to  her  to  be  an 
absurd  spendthrift  of  these  qualities  which  made  him  so 
valuable.  He  got  too  little  for  them.  He  scattered  them 
with  both  hands  amongst  too  many  people,  she  thought.  He 
laid  no  money  by.  She  railed  at  his  poverty,  his  exploits,  his 
adventures,  his  loves  and  his  reputation  ;  but  in  her  heart  she 
had  never  given  him  up,  as  though,  indeed,  he  had  been 
her  son. 

£ven  now,  ill  as  she  was,  ill  enough  to  feel  the  chill,  black 
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breath  of  the  approaching  end,  she  had  wished  to  see  him.  It 
was  like  pnttiiig  ont  her  benmnbed  hand  to  regain  her  hold. 
Bnt  she  had  presnmed  too  mnch  on  her  stren^h.   She  oonld 

not  command  her  thoughts ;  they  had  become  dim,  like  her 
vision.  The  words  faltered  on  her  lips,  and  only  the  para- 
monnt  anxiety  and  desire  of  her  life  seemed  to  be  too  strong 
for  death. 

The  Oapatas  said,  "  I  have  heard  these  things  many  times. 
Yon  aie  nnjnst,  bnt  it  does  not  hurt  me.  Only  now  yon  do 
not  seem  to  have  mnch  strength  to  talk,  and  I  have  bnt  little 
time  to  listen.  I  am  engaged  in  a  work  of  very  great 
moment." 

She  made  an  effort  to  ask  him  whether  it  was  true  that  he 
had  found  time  to  go  and  fetch  a  doctor  for  her.  Nostromo 
nodded  affirmatively. 

She  was  pleased  :  it  relieved  her  sufferings  to  know  that 
the  man  had  oondesoended  to  do  so  mnch  for  those  who  really 
wanted  his  help.  It  was  a  proof  of  his  friendship.  Hervoioe 
became  stronger. 

I  want  a  priest  more  than  a  doctor,*'  she  said  pathetically. 
She  did  not  move  her  head  ;  only  her  eyes  ran  into  the  comers 
to  watch  the  Capataz  standing  by  the  side  of  her  bed.  "  Would 
you  go  to  fetch  a  priest  for  me  now  ?  Think  1  A  dying 
woman  asks  you  I " 

Nostromo  shook  his  head  resolntdy.  He  did  not  believe 
in  priests  in  their  sacerdotal  character.  A  doctor  was  an 
efficacions  person ;  bnt  a  priest,  as  priest,  was  nothing,  in- 
capable of  doing  either  good  or  harm.  Nostromo  did  not 
even  dislike  the  sight  of  them  as  old  Giorgio  did.  The  utter 
uselessness  of  the  errand  was  what  struck  him  most. 

"Padrona,'*  he  said,  "  you  have  been  like  this  before,  and 
got  better  after  a  few  days.  I  have  given  you  already  the 
yeiy  last  moments  I  can  spare.  Ask  Se&ora  Gonld  to  send 
yon  one.** 

He  was  feelmg  nneasy  at  the  impiety  of  this  refusal.  The 

Padrona  believed  in  priests,  and  confessed  henelf  to  them. 

But  all  women  did  that.   It  could  not  be  of  much  consequence. 
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And  yet  his  heart  felt  oppressed  for  a  moment  at  the  thought 
what  absolution  would  mean  to  her  if  she  believed  in  it  only 
ever  so  little.  No  matter.  It  was  quite  true  that  he  had 
given  her  already  the  very  last  moment  he  could  spare. 

Yon  refuse  to  go  ?  "  ahe  gasped.  Ah  I  yoa  are  always 
yeimelf,  indeed." 

^  Lisfcen  to  reason,  Padrona,'*  he  said.  ^  I  am  needed  to 
save  the  silver  of  the  mine.  Do  yon  hear?  A  greater 
treasure  than  the  one  which  they  say  is  guarded  by  ghosts 
and  devils  on  Azuera.  It  is  true.  I  am  resolved  to  make  this 
the  most  desperate  affair  I  was  ever  engaged  on  in  my  whole 
life." 

She  felt  a  despairing  indignation.  The  supreme  test  had 
failed.  Standing  ahove  her,  Nostromo  did  not  see  the  dis- 
t(«ted  featozes  of  her  face,  distorted  by  a  paroiTsm  of  pain 
and  anger.    Only  she  began  to  tremble  all  over.   Her  bowed 

head  shook.   The  broad  shoulders  quivered. 

"  Then  God,  perhaps,  will  have  mercy  upon  me  !  But  do 
you  look  to  it,  man,  that  you  get  something  for  yourself  out 
of  it,  besides  the  remorse  that  shall  overtake  you  some  day." 

She  laughed  feebly.  ''Get  riches  at  least  for  onoe,  jon 
indispensable,  admired  Gian'  Battista,  to  whom  the  peace  of  a 
dying  woman  is  less  than  the  praise  <^  people  who  have  given 
yon  a  silly  name-Hind  nothing  besides— in  ezdhange  for  your 
sool  and  body." 

The  Oapataz  de  Cargadores  swore  to  himself  under  his 
breath. 

"  Leave  my  soul  alone,  Padrona,  and  I  shall  know  how  to 
take  care  of  my  body.  Where  is  the  harm  of  people  having 
need  of  me  ?  What  are  you  envying  me  that  I  have  robbed 
yon  and  the  children  of  ?  Those  very  people  yon  are  throwing 
in  my  teeth  have  done  more  for  old  Giorgio  than  they  ever 
thought  of  doing  for  me." 

He  struck  his  breast  with  his  open  palm  ;  his  voice  had 
remained  low  though  he  had  spoken  in  a  forcible  tone.  He 
twisted  his  moustaches  one  after  another,  and  his  eyes 
wandered  a  little  about  the  room* 
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"Is  it  mjfaxdt  that  I  am  the  only  man  for  their  pnrpoaeB  ? 
What  aogiy  nonsense  are  jou  talking,  mother  ?  WonM  yon 
rather  have  me  timid  and  foolish,  selling  water-melons  on  the 

market-place  or  rowing'  a  boat  for  passengers  alou^  the  hiir- 
bour,  like  a  soft  Ncapolitau  without  course  or  reputation  ? 
Would  you  have  a  young  man  live  like  a  monk  ?  I  do  not 
believe  it.  Would  you  want  a  monk  for  your  eldest  girl  ? 
Let  her  grow.  What  are  you  afraid  of  P  Yon  have  been 
angry  with  me  for  eyerything  I  did  for  years ;  ever  since  yon 
first  spoke  to  me,  in  secret  from  old  Gioigio,  abont  yonr 
Linda.  Husband  to  one  and  brother  to  the  o^er,  did  yon 
Bay  ?  WeU,  why  not !  I  like  the  little  ones,  and  a  man  must 
marry  some  time.  But  ever  Bince  that  time  you  have  been 
making  little  of  me  to  every  one.  Why  ?  Did  you  think  you 
could  put  a  collar  and  chain  on  me  as  if  I  were  one  of  the 
watch-dogs  they  keep  over  there  in  the  railway  yards  ?  Look 
here,  Padrona,  I  am  the  same  man  who  came  ashore  one  even- 
ing and  sat  down  in  the  thatched  ranche  yon  lived  in  at  that 
time  on  the  other  side  of  the  town  and  told  yon  all  aboat  him- 
self. You  were  not  unjust  to  me  then.  What  has  happened 
since  ?  I  am  no  longer  an  insiijcnificant  youth.  A  good 
name,  Giorgio  says,  is  a  treasure,  Padrona." 

**  They  have  turned  your  head  with  their  praises,"  gasped 
the  sick  woman.  "  They  have  been  paying  you  with  words. 
Your  folly  shall  betray  you  into  poverty,  misery,  starvation. 
The  veiy  lepeios  shall  langh  at  yon— the  great  Gapataz.'* 

Nostromo  stood  for  a  time  as  if  stmck  dumb.  She  never 
looked  at  him.  A  self-confident,  mirthless  smile  passed 
qnickly  from  his  lips,  and  then  he  backed  away.  His  dis- 
regarded figure  sank  down  beyond  the  doorway.  He  descended 
the  stairs  backwards,  with  the  usual  sense  of  having  been 
somehow  baffled  by  this  woman's  disparagement  of  this  repu- 
tation he  had  obtained  and  desired  to  keep. 

Downstairs  in  the  big  kitchen  a  candle  was  burning,  sur- 
ronnded  by  the  shadows  of  the  waUs  of  the  ceiling,  but  no 
mddy  gkre  filled  the  open  square  of  the  outer  door.  The 
cair&ige  with  Mrs.  OonUi  and  Don  Martin,  {ireceded  by  the 
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horseman  bearing  the  torch,  had  gone  on  to  the  jetty.  Dr. 
Monjgham,  who  had  remained,  sat  on  the  comer  of  a  hard 
wood  table  near  the  candlestick,  his  seamed,  shaven  face 
inclined  sideways,  his  arms  croeaed  on  his  breast,  his  lips 
parsed  np,  and  his  prominent  eyes  glaring  stonily  apon  the 
floor  of  black  earth.  Near  the  overhanging  mantel  of  the 
fiie^ace,  where  the  pot  of  water  was  still  boiling  Tiolently, 
M  Giorgio  held  his  chin  in  his  hand,  one  foot  advanced,  as  if 
arrested  by  a  sudden  thought. 

"  Adios,  viejo,"  said  Nostromo,  feeUng  the  handle  of  his 
revolver  in  the  belt  and  loosening  his  knife  in  its  sheath.  He 
picked  ap  a  bine  poncho  lined  with  red  from  the  table,  and 
pot  it  over  his  head.  Adios,  look  after  the  things  in  my 
deeiMiig-room,  and  if  yon  hear  from  me  no  more,  give  ap  the 
box  to  Paqnita.  There  is  not  mach  <tf  valae  there,  except  my 
new  serape  from  Mexico  and  a  few  silver  battons  on  my  beet 
jacket.  No  matter  I  The  things  will  look  well  enough  on 
the  next  lover  she  gets,  and  the  man  need  not  be  afraid  I 
shall  linger  on  earth  after  I  am  dead,  like  those  Gringos  that 
haunt  the  Azuera." 

Dr.  Monygham  twisted  his  lips  into  a  bitter  smile.  After 
old  Gioi^o,  with  an  ahnost  imperceptible  nod  and  without  a 
word,  had  gone  np  tho  narrow  stairs,  he  said — 

''Why,  CapatazI  I  thought  you  oonld  never  fail  in 
anything." 

Nostromo,  glancing  contemptuously  at  the  doctor,  lingered 
in  the  doorway  rolling  a  cigarette,  then  stmck  a  match,  and, 
after  lighting  it,  held  the  burning  piece  of  wood  above  his 
head  till  the  flame  nearly  touched  his  fingers. 

''No  wind  I"  he  mattered  to  himself.  "Look  here, 
sellor— do  yon  know  the  nature  of  my  undertaking  ?  ** 

Br.  Monygham  nodded  sourly. 

"It  is  as  if  I  were  taking  up  a  onme  upon  me,  Sefior 

Doctor.  A  man  with  a  ticasure  on  this  coast  will  have  every 
knife  raised  against  him  in  every  place  upon  the  shore.  You 
see  that,  Senor  Doctor  ?  I  shall  float  along  with  a  spell  upon 
my  life  till  I  meet  somewhere  the  north-bound  steamer  of  the 
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Oompanj,  and  then  indeed  they  will  talk  about  the  Gapatas 
of  the  Snlaoo  Oargadores  from  one  end  of  America  to  another.** 

Dr.  Mony^ham  langhed  his  short,  tliioatj  laugh.  Nos- 
tromo  turned  round  in  the  doorway. 

"  But  if  your  worship  can  find  any  other  man  ready  and 
fit  for  such  business  I  will  stand  back.  I  am  not  exactly  tired 
of  my  life,  though  I  am  so  poor  that  I  can  carry  all  I  have 
with  myself  on  my  horse's  back." 

^'  Yon  gamUe  too  mnch,  and  never  say  'no '  to  a  pretty 
face,  Oapataiy*'  said  Dr.  Monygham,  with  sly  simi^ty. 

That's  not  the  way  to  make  a  fortune.  But  nobody  that  I 
know  ever  suspected  you  of  being  poor.  I  hope  you  have 
made  a  good  bargain  in  esse  you  come  back  safe  from  this 
adventure." 

"  What  bargain  would  your  worship  have  made  ? "  asked 
Nostromo,  blowing  the  smoke  out  of  his  lips  through  the 
doorway. 

Dr.  Monygham  listened  up  the  stairoase  for  a  moment 
before  he  answered,  with  another  of  his  shorty  abrupt  laughs — 
"IlluBtrious  Oapataa,  for  taking  the  curse  of  death  upon 

my  back,  as  you  call  it,  nothing  else  bat  the  whole  treasure 
would  do." 

Nostromo  vanished  out  of  the  doorway  with  a  grunt  of 
discontent  at  this  jeering  answer.  Dr.  Monygham  heard  him 
gallop  away.  He  rode  furiously  in  the  dark.  There  were 
lights  in  the  buildings  of  the  O.S.N.  Company  near  the  wharf, 
but  before  he  got  there  he  met  tiie  Gould  carriage.  The  hone- 
men  preceded  it  with  the  torch,  whose  light  showed  the  white 
mules  trotting,  the  portly  Ignasio  driving,  and  Basilio  with  the 
carbine  at  ready  on  the  box.  From  the  dark  body  of  the  landau 
Mrs.  Gould*s  voice  cried,  "  They  are  waiting  for  you,  Capataz  I " 
She  was  returning,  chilly  and  excited,  with  Decoud*8  pocket- 
book  still  held  in  her  hand.  He  had  confided  it  to  her  to  send 
to  his  sister.  Perhaps  my  last  words  to  her,"  he  had  said, 
pressing  Mrs.  Gould's  hand. 

The  Oapatas  never  checked  his  speed.  At  Uie  head  of  the 
wharf  vague  figures  with  rifles  leapt  to  the  head  (tf  his  horse ; 


Digitized  by  Google 


THB  ISABELS, 


others  closed  upon  him— cargadores  of  the  company  posted  by 
Captain  Mitehell  on  the  watch.  At  a  word  from  him  they  fell 
back  with  subservient  marmnrB,  lecognising  his  voice.  At  the 
other  end  of  the  j  etty,  near  a  cargo  crane,  in  a  dark  group  wilh 
glowing  cigars,  his  name  was  prononnoed  in  a  tone  of  relief. 
Most  of  the  Eoropeans  in  Snlaco  were  there,  rallied  round 
Ohartos  Gonld,  as  if  the  silver  of  the  mine  had  been  the  emblem 
of  a  common  cause,  the  symbol  of  the  supreme  importance  of 
material  interests.  They  had  loaded  it  into  the  lighter  with 
their  own  hands.  Nostromo  recognised  Don  Carlos  Gould,  a 
thin,  tall  shape,  standing  a  little  apart  and  silent,  to  whom 
another  tall  shape,  the  Engineer-in-chief,  said  aloud,  "  U  it 
must  be  lost,  it  is  a  million  times  better  that  it  shonld  go  to 
ibt  bottom  of  the  sea.*' 

Martin  Deoond  called  ont  frcxn  ^e  lighter,  **Aii  rwair, 
mesnenrs,  till  we  clasp  hands  again  over  the  new-born 
Occidental  Republic."  Only  a  subdued  murmur  responded  to 
his  clear,  ringing  tones ;  and  then  it  seemed  to  him  that  the 
wharf  was  floating  away  into  the  night ;  but  it  was  NoBtromo, 
who  was  ahready  pushing  against  a  jHle  with  one  of  the 
heavy  sweeps.  Decond  did  not  move ;  the  effect  was  that  of 
being  laonched  into  space.  After  a  splash  or  two  there  was 
not  a  sound  bnt  the  thud  of  Nostromo's  feet  leaping  about  the 
boat.  He  hoisted  the  big  sail ;  a  breath  of  wind  fanned 
Beoond's  cheek.  Everything  had  vanished  but  the  light  of 
the  lantern  Captain  Mitchell  had  hoisted  upon  the  post  at  the 
end  of  the  jetty  to  guide  Nostromo  out  of  the  harbour. 

The  two  men,  unable  to  see  each  other,  kept  silent  till  the 
lighter,  slipping  before  the  fitful  breeze,  passed  ont  between 
almost  invisible  headlands  into  the  still  deeper  HRflmflffff  of  the 
gulf.  For  a  Usdb  the  hmtem  on  the  jettj  shone  after  them. 
The  wind  failed,  then  fanned  up  again,  bnt  so  faintly  that  the 
big,  half-decked  boat  slipped  along  with  m  more  noise  than  if 
she  had  bccu  suspended  in  the  air. 

**We  are  out  in  the  gulf  now,"  said  the  calm  voice  of 
Nostromo.  A  moment  after  he  added,  "Sefior  Mitchell  has 
lowered  the  light.'' 
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"  YeB,"  Baid  Decoad  ;  "  nobodj  can  find  ns  now." 

A  great  recrudescence  of  obscurity  embraced  the  boat.  The 
sea  ill  the  g:u]f  was  as  black  as  the  clouds  above.  Nostromo, 
after  strikiiii(  a  coujilc  of  matches  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  boat- 
ooinpass  he  had  with  him  in  the  lighter,  steered  bj  the  feel  of 
the  wind  on  his  cheek. 

It  was  a  new  experience  for  Decoad,  this  mysteriousneas 
of  the  great  waters  spceBid  ont  strangely  smooth,  as  if  their 
restiessness  had  heen  crashed  by  the  weight  of  that  dense 
night.  The  Placido  was  sleeping  profoundly  under  its  black 
poncho. 

The  main  thing  now  for  success  was  to  get  away  from  the 
coast  and  gain  the  middle  of  the  gulf  before  day  broke.  The 
Isabels  were  somewhere  at  hand.  "On  your  left  as  you 
look  forward,  sellor,'*  said  Nostromo,  suddenly.  When  his 
voice  ceased,  the  enormous  stillness,  without  light  or  sound, 
seemed  to  affect  Deoond's  senses  like  a  powerful  drug.  He 
didn't  even  know  at  times  whether  he  were  asleep  or  awake. 
Like  a  man  lost  in  slumber,  he  heard  nothing,  he  saw  nothing. 
Even  his  hand  held  before  his  face  did  not  exist  for  his  eyes. 
The  change  from  the  agitation,  the  passions  and  the  dangers, 
from  the  sights  and  sounds  of  the  shore,  was  so  complete  that 
it  wonld  have  resembled  death  had  it  not  been  for  the  surnyal 
of  his  thoughts.  In  this  foretaste  of  eternal  peace  they  floated 
viyid  and  light,  like  unearthly  clear  dreams  of  earthly  things 
that  may  luiimt  the  souls  freed  by  death  from  the  misty  atmo- 
sphere of  regrets  and  hopes.  Decoud  shook  himself,  shuddered 
a  bit,  though  the  air  that  drifted  past  him  was  warm.  He  had 
the  strangest  sensation  of  his  soul  having  just  returned  into 
his  body  from  the  circumambient  darkness  in  which  land,  sea, 
sky,  the  mountains,  and  the  rocks  were  as  if  they  had  not 
been. 

No8tromo*8  voice  was  speaking,  though  he,  at  the  tiller, 

was  also  as  if  he  were  not.  '*Have  you  been  asleep,  Don 
Martin  ?  Caramba  I  If  it  were  possible  I  would  think  that 
I,  too,  have  dozed  oflF.  I  have  a  strange  notion  somehow  of 
having  dreamt  that  there  was  a  sound  of  blubbenng,  a  sound 
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a  sorrowing  man  could  make,  somewhere  near  this  boat. 
Something  between  a  sigh  and  a  sob." 

Strange  I  mattered  Decond,  stretched  npon  the  pile  of 
treasure  boxes  covered  by  many  tarpanlins.  '*  Oonld  it  be  that 
there  is  another  boat  near  us  in  the  gulf  ?  We  could  not  see 
it,  you  know." 

Nostromo  laughed  a  little  at  the  absurdity  of  tlie  idea. 
They  dismissed  it  from  their  minds.  The  solitude  could 
almost  be  felt.  And  when  the  breeze  ceased,  the  blackness 
seemed  to  weigh  npon  Decoud  like  a  stone. 

«*This  is  overpowering,**  he  muttered.  **Do  we  move  at 
all,  Oapataz  ?  " 

''Not  so  fast  as  a  crawlmg  beetle  tangled  in  the  grass,*' 
answered  Nostromo,  and  his  voice  seemed  deadened  by  the 
thick  veil  of  obscurity  that  felt  warm  and  hopeless  all  about 
them.  There  were  long  periods  when  he  made  no  sound, 
invisible  and  inaudible  as  if  he  had  mysteriously  stepped  out 
of  the  lighter. 

In  the  featureless  night  Nostromo  was  not  even  certain 
whidi  way  the  lighter  headed  after  the  wind  had  completely 
died  out.   He  peered  for  the  islands.   There  was  not  a  hint 

of  them  to  be  seen,  as  if  they  had  sunk  to  the  bottom  of  the 
gulf.  He  threw  himself  down  by  the  side  of  Decoud  at  last, 
and  whispered  mto  his  ear  that  if  daylight  caught  them  near 
the  Sulaco  shore  through  want  of  wind,  it  would  be  possible 
to  sweep  the  lighter  behind  the  cliff  at  the  high  end  of  the 
Great  Isabel,  where  she  would  lie  concealed.  Decoud  was 
surprised  at  the  grimness  of  his  anxiety.  To  him  the  removal 
of  the  treasure  was  a  political  move.  It  was  necessary  for 
several  reasons  that  it  should  not  fall  into  the  hands  of 
Montero,  but  here  was  a  man  who  took  another  view  of  this 
enterj^rise.  The  Caballeros  over  there  did  not  seem  to  have 
the  slightest  idea  of  what  they  had  given  him  to  do.  Nostromo, 
as  if  affected  by  the  gloom  around,  seemed  nervously  rescntfuL 
Decoud  was  surprised.  The  Gapataz,  indifferent  to  those 
dangers  thait  seemed  obvious  to  his  companion,  allowed  him- 
self to  become  scornfully  exasperated  by  the  deadly  nature  of 
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the  trust  put,  as  a  matter  of  course,  into  his  hands.  It  was 
more  daDp:eroii8,  Nostromo  said,  with  a  laugh  and  a  curse, 
Uum  sending  a  man  to  get  the  treasure  that  people  said  was 
l^nirded  hj  devils  and  ghosto  in  the  deep  ravines  of  Aznera. 
^'Selior,'*  he  said,  ''we  mnit  catoh  the  steameir  at  aea.  We 
must  keep  out  in  the  open  looking  for  her  till  we  have  eaten 
and  drnnk  all  that  has  been  pot  on  board  here.  And  if  we 
miss  her  ])y  some  mischance,  we  must  keep  away  from  the 
land  till  wc  grow  weak,  and  perhaps  mad,  and  die,  and  drift 
dead,  until  one  or  another  of  the  steamers  of  the  Compania 
comes  upon  the  boat  with  the  two  dead  men  who  have  saved 
the  treasure.  That,  se&or,  is  the  only  way  to  save  it ;  for, 
don*t  yon  see  ?  for  ns  to  come  to  the  land  anywhere  in  a  hundred 
miles  along  this  6oast  with  this  silyer  in  oar  possessioii  is  to 
ran  the  naked  Inreast  against  the  point  of  a  knife.  This  thing 
has  been  given  to  me  like  a  deadly  disease.  If  men  disooTer 
it  I  am  dead,  and  you,  too,  scfior,  since  you  would  cunie  with 
me.  There  is  enough  silver  to  make  a  whole  province  rich, 
let  alone  a  seaboard  pueblo  inhabited  by  thieves  and  vagabonds. 
Sefior,  they  would  think  that  heaven  itself  sent  these  richea 
into  their  hands,  and  would  cut  our  throats  without  hesitation. 
I  would  trust  no  fair  words  from  the  best  man  around  the 
shoxes  of  tiiis  wild  gulf.  Befleot  Uiat,  even  by  giving  up  the 
treasure  at  the  first  demand,  we  would  not  be  able  to  save  our 
lives.   Do  you  understand  this,  or  must  I  explain  ? 

"  No,  you  needn't  explain,"  said  Decoud,  a  little  listlessly. 
"I  can  see  it  well  enough  myself,  that  the  possession  of  so 
much  treasure  is  very  much  like  a  deadly  disease  for  men 
aitoated  as  we  are.  But  it  had  to  be  removed  from  Sulaoo, 
and  jou  were  the  man  for  the  task." 

'^I  was ;  but  I  cannot  believe,**  said  Nostromo,  ''that  its 
loss  would  have  impoTerished  Don  OarkM  Gould  verj  much. 
There  is  more  wealth  in  the  mountain.  I  have  heard  it  rolling 
down  the  shoots  on  quiet  nights  when  I  used  to  ride  to  Rincon 
to  see  a  certain  girl,  after  my  w-ork  at  the  harbour  was  done. 
For  years  the  rich  rocks  have  been  pouring  down  with  a  noise 
like  thunder,  and  the  miners  say  that  there  is  enoogb  at  the 
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heart  of  the  mountain  to  thunder  on  for  years  and  years  to 
come.  And  yet,  the  day  before  yesterday,  we  have  been 
fighting  to  save  it  from  the  mob^  and  to-night  I  am  sent  oat 
with  it  into  this  daiknees,  where  there  is  no  wind  to  get  away 
with ;  as  if  it  were  the  last  lot  of  silrer  on  earth  to  get  bread 
for  the  hun^  with.  Ha  I  ha  !  Well,  I  am  going  to  make 
it  the  most  famous  and  desperate  affair  of  raj  life — wind  or 
no  wind.  It  shall  be  talked  about  when  the  little  children 
are  grown  up  and  the  grown  men  are  old.  Aha !  the  Mon- 
terists  must  not  get  hold  of  it,  I  am  told,  whatever  happens 
to  Nostromo  the  Oapataz ;  and  they  shall  not  have  it,  I  teli 
yon,  since  it  has  been  tied  for  safety  ronnd  Nostromo's  necfc." 

see  k^*'  mnrmnred  Deoond.  He  saw,  Indeed,  that  his 
companion  had  his  own  peculiar  view  of  this  enterprise. 

Nostromo  interrupted  his  reflections  upon  the  way  mon*8 
qualities  are  made  use  of,  without  any  fundamental  knowledge 
of  their  nature,  by  the  proposal  that  they  should  slip  the  long 
oais  oat  and  sweep  the  lighter  in  the  direction  of  the  Isabels. 
It  wouldn't  do  for  daylight  to  reveal  the  treasnre  floating 
within  a  mile  or  so  of  Uie  harbour  entrance.  The  denser  the 
darkness  generally,  the  smarter  weie  the  poffs  of  wind  on 
idiich  he  had  redroned  to  make  his  way ;  bat  to-night  the 
gnlf,  nnder  its  poncho  of  clouds,  remained  breathless,  as  if 
dead  rather  than  asleep. 

Don  Martin's  soft  hands  suffered  cruelly,  tugging  at  the 
thick  handle  of  the  enormous  oar.  He  stuck  to  it  manfully, 
setting  his  teeth.  He,  too,  was  in  the  toils  of  an  ioiaginative 
existence,  and  that  strange  work  of  polling  a  lighter  seemed 
to  belong  naturally  to  the  inception  of  a  new  state,  aoqnired 
an  ideal  meaning  from  his  love  for  Antonia.  For  all  their 
efforts,  the  heavily-laden  lighter  hardly  moved.  Nostromo 
could  be  heard  swearing  to  himself  between  the  regular  splashes 
of  the  sweeps.  "  We  are  making  a  crooked  path,"  he  muttered 
to  himself.    "  I  wish  I  could  see  the  islands.*' 

In  his  unskilfnlness  Don  Martin  over-exerted  himself. 
Now  and  then  a  sort  of  muscular  faintneas  would  run  from 
the  tips  of  his  aching  fis^^an  through  eveiy  fibre  of  his  body. 
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and  pass  off  in  a  flush  of  heat.  He  had  fought,  talked, 
suffered  mentallj  and  physically,  exerting  his  mind  and  body 
for  the  last  forty -eight  hours  without  intermission.  He  had 
had  no  rest,  very  little  food,  no  pause  in  the  stress  of  his 
thonghts  and  his  feelings.  Even  his  love  for  Antonia,  whence 
he  drew  his  straigth  and  his  inspiiationy  had  leached  the  point 
of  tragic  tension  during  their  hurried  interview  by  Don  Joe^^s 
bedside.  And  now,  suddenly,  he  was  thrown  out  of  all  this 
into  a  dark  gulf,  whose  very  gloom,  silence,  and  breathless 
peace  added  a  torment  to  the  necessity  for  physical  exertion. 
He  imagined  the  lighter  sinking  to  the  bottom  with  an  ex- 
traordinary shudder  of  delight.  "I  am  on  the  verge  of 
delirium,"  he  thought.  He  mastered  the  trembling  of  all  his 
limbs,  of  his  breasti  the  inward  trembling  of  all  his  body 
exhausted  of  its  nervous  force. 

^Shail  we  rest,  Capatas  ?**  he  proposed  in  a  careless  tone. 
**  There  are  many  hours  of  night  yet  before  us." 

"True.  It  is  but  a  mile  or  so,  I  suppose.  Rest  your 
arms,  sefior,  if  that  is  what  you  mean.  You  will  find  no  other 
sort  of  rest,  I  can  promise  you,  since  you  let  yourself  be  bound 
to  this  treasure  whose  loss  would  make  no  poor  man  poorer. 
N0|  sefior  s  there  is  no  rest  till  we  find  a  north-bound  steamer, 
or  else  some  ship  finds  us  drifting  about  stretched  out  dead 
upon  the  Englishman's  SLlver.  Or  rather— no ;  por  Dios  I  I 
shall  cut  down  the  gunwale  with  the  axe  right  to  the  water's 
edge  before  thirst  and  hunger  rob  me  of  my  strength.  By  all 
the  saints  and  devils  I  shall  let  the  sea  have  the  treasure 
rather  than  give  it  up  to  any  stranger.  Since  it  was  the  good 
pleasure  of  the  Cabs^eros  to  send  me  off  on  such  an  errand, 
they  shall  learn  I  am  just  the  man  they  take  me  for." 

Deooud  lay  on  the  silver  boxes  panting.  All  his  active 
sensations  and  feelings  from  as  far  bodk  as  he  could  remember 
seemed  to  him  the  maddest  of  dreams.  Even  his  passionate 
devotion  to  Antonia  into  which  he  had  worked  himself  up  out 
of  the  depths  of  his  scepticism  had  lost  all  appearance  of 
reality.  For  a  moment  he  was  the  prey  of  an  extremely 
languid  but  not  unpleasant  indifference. 
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I  am  sure  thuy  didn't  mean  jou  bo  take  sach  a  desperate 
view  of  this  affair,"  he  said. 

"  What  was  it,  then  ?  A  joke  ?  "  snarled  the  man,  who  on 
the  pay-«heet8  of  the  O.S.N.  Company's  estabhshment  in  Sulaco 
was  described  as  Foreman  of  the  wharf  "  agaiiist  the  figure 
of  hiB  wages.  Was  it  for  a  joke  that  they  woke  me  up  from 
my  sleep  after  two  days  of  street  fighting  to  make  me  stake 
my  life  npon  a  bad  card  ?  Everybody  knows,  too,  that  I  am 
not  a  lucky  gambler." 

"Yes,  everybody  knows  of  your  good  luck  with  women, 
Oapataz,"  Decoud  propitiated  his  companion  in  a  weary  drawl. 

'*  Look  here,  senor,"  Nostromo  went  on.  "  I  never  even 
remonstrated  about  this  affair.  Directly  I  heard  what  was 
wanted  I  saw  what  a  desperate  affair  it  most  be,  and  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  see  it  out.  Every  minnte  was  of  importance, 
I  had  to  wait  for  yon  first.  Then,  when  we  arrived  at  the 
Italia  Una,  old  Giorgio  shouted  to  me  to  go  for  the  English 
doctor.  Later  on,  that  poor  dying  woman  wanted  to  sec  me, 
as  you  know.  Sefior,  I  was  reluctant  to  go.  I  felt  already 
this  cursed  silver  growing  heavy  upon  my  back,  and  I  was 
afraid  that,  knowiog  herself  to  be  dying,  she  would  ask  me  to 
ride  off  again  for  a  priest.  Father  Corbelan,  who  is  fearless, 
would  have  come  at  a  word ;  but  Father  Oorbel&n  is  far  away, 
safe  with  the  band  of  Hernandez,  and  the  populace,  that  would 
have  liked  to  tear  him  to  pieces,  are  much  incensed  against 
the  priests.  Not  a  single  fat  padre  would  have  consented  to 
put  his  head  out  of  his  hiding-place  to-night  to  save  a  Christian 
soul,  except,  perhaps,  under  my  protection.  That  was  in  her 
mind.  I  pretend^  I  did  not  believe  she  was  going  to  die. 
Senor,  I  refused  to  fetch  a  priest  for  a  dying  woman  •  • 

Decoud  was  heard  to  stir. 
You  did,  Oapatas  1  *'  he  exclaimed.  His  tone  changed* 
"Well,  you  know—it  was  rather  fine." 

**  You  do  not  believe  in  priests,  Don  Martin  ?  Neither  do 
I.  What  was  the  use  of  wasting  time  ?  But  she — she  believes 
in  them.  The  thing  sticks  in  my  throat.  She  may  be  dead 
already,  and  here  we  are  fioatiog  helpless  with  no  wind  at  all. 
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Curse  on  all  superstition.  She  died  thinking  I  deprived  her 
of  Paradise,  I  suppose.  It  shall  be  the  most  desperate  affair 
of  my  life." 

Decoad  remained  lost  in  reflecfcion.  He  tried  to  analyse 
the  sensations  awaked  by  what  he  had  been  told.  The  voice 
of  the  Oapatas  was  heard  again. 

"  Now,  Don  Martin^  let  ns  take  up  the  sweeps  and  try  to 
find  the  Isabels.  It  is  either  that  or  sinking  the  lighter  if  the 
day  overtakes  as.  We  must  not  forget  that  the  steamer  from 
Esmeralda  with  the  soldiers  may  be  coming  along.  We  will 
pnll  straight  on  now.  I  have  discovered  a  bit  of  a  candle 
here,  and  we  must  take  the  risk  of  a  small  light  to  make  a 
coarse  by  the  boat  compass.  There  is  not  enough  wind  to 
blow  it  oitir—may  the  cnise  of  Heaven  M  upon  this  blind 
golfT' 

A  small  flame  appeared  burning  quite  straight.  It  showed 
fragmentally  the  stoat  ribs  and  planking  in  the  hollow,  empty 

part  of  lLc  li»;litcr.  Decoud  could  see  Nostruino  standing  up 
to  pull.  He  saw  him  as  high  as  the  red  sash  on  his  waist,  with 
a  gleam  of  a  white-handled  revolver  and  the  wooden  haft  of  a 
long  knife  protruding  on  his  left  side.  Decoad  nerved  himself 
for  the  effort  of  rowing.  Certainly  there  was  not  enough  wind 
to  blow  the  oandle  oat,  bat  its  flame  swayed  a  little  to  the  slow 
movement  of  the  heavy  boat.  It  was  so  big  that  with  their 
utmost  efforts  they  could  not  move  it  quicker  than  about  a 
mile  an  hour.  This  was  snflicieut,  however,  to  sweep  tliem 
amongst  the  Isabels  long  before  daylight  came.  There  was  a 
good  six  hours  of  darkness  before  them,  and  the  distance  from 
the  harbour  to  the  Great  Isabel  did  not  exceed  two  miles. 
Decoud  pat  this  heavy  toil  to  the  account  of  the  Capataz*s 
impatience.  Sometimes  they  paused,  and  then  both  stndned 
their  ears  to  hear  the  boat  from  Esmeralda.  In  this  perfect 
quietness  a  steamer  moving  would  have  been  heard  from  fiar 
off.  As  to  seehig  anything  it  was  out  of  the  question.  They 
could  not  see  each  other.  Even  the  lighter's  sail,  which 
remained  set,  was  invisible.    Very  often  they  rested. 

Caramba  I    said  Nostromo  suddenly,  daring  one  of 
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thoBe  intervals  when  they  lolled  idly  against  the  heavy  handles 
of  the  sweeps.  "What  is  it?  Are  you  distressed,  Don 
Martin  ?  " 

Decoud  assured  him  that  he  was  not  distressed  in  the  least. 
Nostromo  for  a  time  kept  perfectly  still,  and  then  in  a  whisper 
invited  Martin  to  come  aft. 

With  his  lips  teaching  Deoond's  ear  he  dedared  his  belief 
thai  there  was  somebody  else  besides  themselyes  upon  the 
lighter.   Twice  now  he  had  heard  the  sound  of  stifled  sobbing. 

*'  Seuor,"  he  whispered  with  awed  wonder,  "  I  am  certain 
that  there  is  somebody  weeping  on  this  lighter." 

Decoud  had  heard  nothing.  He  expressed  his  incredulity. 
However,  it  was  easy  to  ascertain  the  truth  of  the  matter. 

"  It  m  most  amazing,"  muttered  Nostromo.  Could  any- 
body have  concealed  himself  on  board  while  the  lighter  was 
lying  alongside  the  wharf  ?  " 

**And  yon  say  it  was  like  sobbing?**  asked  Decond, 
lowering  his  voice  too.  "  If  he  is  weeping,  whoever  he  is,  he 
cannot  be  very  dangerous." 

Clambering  over  the  precious  pile  in  the  middle,  they 
crouched  low  on  the  foreside  of  the  mast  and  groped  under 
the  half-deck.  Eight  forward,  in  the  narrowest  part,  their 
hands  came  npon  the  limbs  of  a  man,  who  remained  as  silent 
as  death.  Too  startled  themselves  to  make  a  sound,  they 
dragged  him  aft  by  one  arm  and  tiie  collar  of  his  coat  He 
was  limp— lifeless. 

The  light  of  the  bit  of  caudle  fell  upon  a  round,  hook- 
nosed face  with  black  moustaches  and  little  side-whiskers. 
He  was  extremely  dirty.  A  greasy  growth  of  beard  was 
sprouting  on  the  shaven  parts  of  the  cheeks.  The  thick 
lips  were  slightly  parted,  but  the  eyes  remained  closed. 
l>Moad,tohisinanense  astonishment,  recognised  SefiorHirsch, 
the  hide  merchant  from  EsmenJda.  Nostromo^  too,  had 
recognised  him.  And  they  gazed  at  each  other  across  that 
body,  lying  with  its  naked  feet  higher  than  its  head,  in  an 
absurd  pretence  of  sleep,  faintness,  or  death. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

For  a  momcut,  before  this  extraordinary  find,  they  forgot 
their  own  concerns  and  sensations.  Scfior  Ilirsch's  sensations 
as  he  lay  there  mnst  have  been  those  of  extreme  terror.  For 
a  long  time  he  refused  to  give  a  aigu  of  life,  till  at  last 
Decoad's  objiiigatioii%  and,  perhaps  more,  Nostromo's  im- 
patient gnggestlon  that  he  Bhonld  be  thrown  overboard,  as 
he  aeemed  to  be  dead,  indnoed  him  to  raiBe  one  eyelid  first, 
and  then  the  other. 

It  appeared  that  he  had  never  found  a  safe  opportunity  to 
leave  Sulaco.  He  lodged  with  Anzani,  the  universal  store- 
keeper, on  the  Plaza  Mayor.  But  when  the  riot  broke  out  he 
held  made  his  escape  from  his  host's  house  before  daylight,  and 
in  such  a  hurry  that  he  had  foigotten  to  put  on  his  shoes. 
He  had  run  out  impulsively  in  his  socks,  and  with  his  hat  in 
his  hand,  into  the  gaid^  of  Anzani^s  house.  Fear  gave  him 
the  neoeiBary  agility  to  dunb  over  several  low  walls,  and  af ter^ 
wards  he  blundered  into  the  overgrown  cloisters  of  the  roined 
Franciscan  convent  in  one  of  the  by-streets.  He  forced 
himself  into  the  midst  of  matted  bushes  with  the  recklessness 
of  desperation,  and  this  accounted  for  his  scratched  body  and 
his  torn  clothing.  He  lay  hidden  there  all  day,  his  tongue 
cleaving  to  the  roof  of  Ids  mouth  with  all  the  intensity  of 
thirst  engendered  by  heat  and  fear.  Three  times  different 
bands  of  men  invaded  the  place  with  shonts  and  imprecations, 
looking  for  Father  Oorbelkn ;  bnt  towards  the  evening,  still 
lying  on  his  face  in  ^e  bushes,  he  thought  he  would  die  from 
the  fear  of  silence.  He  was  not  very  clear  as  to  what  had 
induced  him  to  leave  the  place,  bat  evidently  he  had  got  out 
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and  slunk  successfully  out  of  town  along  the  deserted  back 
lanes.  He  wandered  in  the  darkness  near  the  railwaj^  so 
maddened  by  apprehension  that  he  dared  not  even  approach 
the  fires  of  the  pickets  of  Italian  workmen  guarding  the  line. 
He  had  a  vagne  idea  evidently  of  finding  refuge  in  the  railway 
yards,  but  the  dogs  rushed  upon  him,  barking  ;  men  began  to 
shout ;  a  shot  was  fired  at  random.  He  fled  away  from  the 
gates.  By  the  merest  accident,  as  it  happened,  he  took  the 
direction  of  the  O.S.N.  Company's  offices.  Twice  he  stumbled 
upon  the  bodies  of  men  killed  daring  the  day.  Bat  everything 
living  frightened  him  much  more.  He  crouched,  crept, 
crawled,  made  dashes,  gnided  by  a  sort  of  animal  instinct, 
keeping  away  from  every  light  and  from  every  sound  of  voices. 
His  idea  was  to  throw  himself  at  the  feet  of  Captain  Mitchell 
and  beg  for  shelter  in  the  Company's  olfices.  It  wiis  all  dark 
there  as  he  approached  on  his  hands  and  knees,  but  suddenly 
some  one  on  guard  challenged  loudly,  "  Quien  vive  ?  "  There 
were  more  dead  men  lying  about,  and  he  flattened  himself  down 
at  once  by  the  side  of  a  cold  corpse.  He  heard  a  voice  saying. 
Here  is  one  of  those  wounded  rascals  crawling  about.  Shall 
I  go  and  finish  him  ?  "  And  another  voice  objected  that  it 
was  not  safe  to  go  out  without  a  lantern  npon  such  an  errand. 
Perhaps  it  was  only  some  negro  Liberal  looking  for  a  chance 
to  stick  a  knife  into  the  stomach  of  an  honest  man.  Hirsch 
didn't  stay  to  hear  any  more,  but,  crawling  away  to  the  end  of 
the  wharf,  hid  himself  amongst  a  lot  of  empty  casks.  After 
*  a  while  some  people  came  along,  talking,  and  with  glowing 
cigarettes.  He  did  not  stop  to  ask  himself  whether  they 
would  be  likely  to  do  him  any  harm,  but  bolted  incontinently 
along  the  jetty,  saw  a  lighter  lying  moored  at  the  end,  and 
threw  himself  into  it.  In  his  desire  to  find  cover  he  crept 
right  forward  under  the  half-detk,  and  he  had  remained  there 
more  dead  than  alive,  suffering  agonies  of  hunger  and  thirst, 
and  almost  fainting  with  terror,  when  he  heard  numerous 
footsteps  and  the  voices  of  the  Europeans  who  came  in  a  body 
escorting  the  wagon-load  of  treasure,  pushed  along  the  rails 
by  a  sqiuMl  of  Oargadores.  He  understood  perfectly  what  was 
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being  done  from  the  talk,  but  did  not  disclose  his  presence 
from  tlie  fear  that  he  would  not  be  allowed  to  remain.  His 
only  idea  at  the  time,  overpowering  and  masterful,  was  to  get 
away  from  this  terrible  Sulaco.  And  now  he  regretted  it  very 
modi.  He  had  heard  Nostromo  talk  to  Decoad,  and  wished 
himself  back  on  ahore.  He  did  not  deeire  to  be  involved  in 
any  desperate  affaur^ in  a  situation  where  one  conld  not  run 
awaj.  The  involuntary  groans  of  his  angnished  spirit  had 
betrayed  him  to  the  sharp  ears  of  the  Capataz. 

They  had  propped  hiui  up  in  a  sitting  posture  against  the 
side  of  the  lighter,  and  he  went  on  with  the  moaning  account 
of  Ilia  adventures  till  his  voice  broke,  his  head  fell  forward. 
"  Water,"  he  whispered,  with  dilliculty.  Decoud  held  one  of 
the  cans  to  his  lips.  He  revived  after  an  extraordinarily  short 
time,  and  scrambled  np  to  his  feet  wildly.  Nostromo,  in  an 
angiy  and  threatening  voice,  ordered  him  forward.  Hirsch 
was  one  of  those  men  whom  fear  lashes  like  a  whip^  and  he 
must  have  had  an  appalling  idea  of  the  Capataz*s  ferocity, 
lie  displayed  an  extraordinary  agility  in  disappearing  forward 
into  the  darkness.  They  heard  him  getting  over  the  tarpaulin  ; 
then  there  was  the  sound  of  a  heavy  fall,  followed  by  a  weary 
sigh.  Afterwards  all  was  still  in  the  fore  part  of  the  lighter, 
as  though  he  had  killed  himself  in  his  headlong  tumble. 
Nostromo  shouted  in  a  menacing  voice — 

Lie  still  there  I  Do  not  move  a  limb.  If  I  hear  as 
much  as  a  loud  breath  from  you  I  shall  come  over  there  and 
put  a  bullet  through  your  head." 

The  mere  presence  of  a  coward,  however  passive,  brings  an 
element  of  treachery  into  a  dangerous  situation.  Xostromo's 
nervous  impatience  passed  into  gloomy  thougblfulncss.  De- 
coud, in  an  undertone,  as  if  speaking  to  himself,  remarked 
that,  after  all,  this  bizarre  event  made  no  great  difference. 
He  could  not  conceive  what  harm  the  man  could  do.  At 
most  he  would  be  in  the  way,  like  an  inanimate  and  useless 
object—like  a  block  of  wood,  for  instance. 

"I  would  think  twice  before  getting  rid  of  a  piece  of 
wood,"  said  Nostromo  calmly.      Something  may  happen 
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unexpectedly  where  you  could  uiiiko  use  of  it.  But  in  an 
affair  like  ours  a  man  like  this  ought  to  be  thrown  overboard. 
Even  if  he  were  as  brave  as  a  lion  we  would  not  want  him 
here.  We  are  not  rouning  away  for  our  lives.  Seilor,  there 
IB  no  harm  in  a  brave  man  trying  to  save  himself  with  in- 
genoify  and  oonrage;  bnt  jon  have  heard  his  tale,  Don 

Martin.  His  being  here  is  a  miracle  of  fear  "  Nostromo 

paused.  "There  is  no  room  for  fear  in  tiiis  lighter,*'  he 
added  through  his  teeth. 

Decoud  had  no  answer  to  make.  It  was  not  a  position 
for  argument,  for  a  display  of  scruples  or  feeling.  There 
were  a  thousand  ways  in  which  a  panic-stricken  man  could 
make  himself  dangerous.  It  was  evident  that  Hirsch  ooold 
not  be  spoken  to,  reasoned  with»  or  persuaded  into  a  rational 
line  of  oondnot.  The  story  of  his  own  escape  demonstrated 
that  clearly  enough.  Decoud  thought  that  it  was  a  thousand 
pities  the  wretch  had  not  died  of  fright.  Nature,  who  had 
made  him  what  he  was,  seemed  to  have  calculated  cruelly  how 
much  he  could  bear  in  the  way  of  atrocious  anguish  without 
actually  expiring.  Some  compassion  was  due  to  so  much 
terror.  Decoud,  though  imaginative  enough  for  sympathy, 
resolved  not  to  interfere  with  any  action  that  Nostromo  would 
take.  Bnt  Nostromo  did  nothing.  And  the  fate  of  Sefior 
Hirsch  remained  suspended  in  the  darkness  of  the  gulf  at  the 
mercy  of  events  which  could  not  be  foreseen. 

The  Capataz,  extending  his  hand,  put  out  the  caudle 
suddenly.  It  was  to  Decoud  as  if  his  companion  had  destroyed, 
by  a  single  touch,  the  world  of  affairs,  of  loves,  of  revolution, 
where  his  complacent  superiority  analysed  fearlessly  all  motives 
and  all  passions,  including  his  own. 

He  gasped  a  little.  Decoud  was  affected  by  the  novelty 
of  his  position.  Intalleotually  self-confident,  he  suffered  from 
bdng  deprived  of  the  only  weapon  he  could  use  with  effect.  ' 
No  intelligence  could  penetrate  the  darkness  of  the  Placid 
Gulf.  There  remuined  only  one  thing  he  was  certain  of,  and 
that  was  the  overweening  vanity  of  his  companion.  It  was 
direct,  uncomplicated,  muve,  and  effectual.  Decoud,  who  had 
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been  makiug  use  of  him,  had  tried  to  understand  his  man 
thoroughly.  He  had  discovered  a  complete  singleness  of 
motive  behind  the  varied  manifestations  of  a  consistent 
character.  This  was  why  the  man  remained  so  astonishingly 
simple  in  the  jealons  greatness  of  his  conceit.  And  now  there 
was  a  complication.  It  was  evident  that  he  resented  baying 
been  giyen  a  task  in  which  there  were  so  many  chances  of 
f^nre.  I  wonder,"  thought  Decond,  how  he  would  behave 
if  I  were  not  here." 

He  heard  Nostromo  mutter  again,  "  No  I  there  is  no  room 
for  fear  on  this  lighter.  Courage  itself  does  not  seem  good 
enough.  I  have  a  good  eye  and  a  steady  hand  ;  no  man  can 
Bay  he  ever  saw  me  tired  or  uncertain  what  to  do  ;  but  por 
Dios^  Don  Martin,  I  have  been  sent  out  into  this  black  calm  on 
a  business  where  neither  a  good  eye,  nor  a  steady  hand,  nor 
judgment  are  any  use.  •  .  .*'  He  swore  a  string  of  oaths  in 
Bpanish  and  Italian  under  his  breath.  Nothing  but  sheer 
desperation  will  do  for  this  affair." 

These  words  were  in  strange  contrast  to  the  prevailing 
peace — to  this  almost  solid  stillness  of  the  gulf.  A  shower 
fell  with  an  abrupt  whispering  sound  all  round  the  boat,  and 
Decoud  took  off  his  hat,  and,  letting  his  head  get  wet,  felt 
greatiy  refreshed.  Presently  a  steady  little  draught  of  air 
caressed  his  cheek.  The  Ughtw  began  to  move,  but  the 
shower  distanced  it.  The  drops  ceased  to  fall  upon  his  head 
and  hands,  the  whispering  died  out  in  the  distance.  Nostromo 
emitted  a  grunt  of  satisfaction,  and,  grasping  the  tiller,  chir- 
ruped softly,  as  sailors  do,  to  encourage  the  wind.  Never  for 
the  last  three  days  had  Decoud  felt  lees  the  need  for  what  the 
Capataz  would  desperation. 

I  fancy  I  hear  another  shower  on  the  water,"  he  observed 
in  a  tone  of  quiet  content.   ^'I  hope  it  will  catch  us  up." 

Nostromo  ceased  chirruping  at  once.  "  You  hear  another 
shower  ?  "  he  said  doubtfully.  A  sort  of  thinning  of  the  dark- 
ness seemed  to  have  taken  place,  and  Decoud  could  see  now 
the  outline  of  his  companion's  figure,  and  even  the  sail  came 
out  of  the  night  like  a  square  block  of  deose  snow. 
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The  sound  which  Decond  had  detected  came  along  the 
water  harshly.  Nostromo  leoognised  that  noise  partaking  of 
a  hiai  and  a  rnstle  whidi  spreads  out  on  all  sides  of  a  steamer 
makmg  her  my  throngh  smooth  water  on  a  qniet  night.  It 
conid  he  nothing  else  hnt  the  captured  transport  with  troops 
from  Esmeralda.  She  carried  uo  lights.  The  noise  of  her 
steaming,  growing  louder  every  minute,  would  stop  at  times 
altogether,  and  then  begin  again  abruptly,  and  sound  start- 
lingly  nearer,  as  if  that  invisible  vessel,  whose  position  could 
not  be  precisely  guessed,  were  making  straight  for  the  lighter. 
Meantime  that  last  kept  on  sailing  slowly  and  noiselessly  before 
a  breeze  so  faint  that  it  was  only  by  leaning  over  tiie  side 
and  feeling  the  water  slip  throngh  his  fingers  that  Decond 
convinced  himself  they  were  moving  at  all.  His  drowsy  feeling 
had  departed.  lie  was  glad  to  know  that  the  lighter  was  mov- 
ing. After  so  mnch  stillness  the  noise  of  the  steamer  seemed 
uproarious  and  distracting.  There  was  a  weirdness  in  not  being 
able  to  see  her.  Suddenly  all  was  still.'^  She  had  stopped,  bnt 
so  close  to  them  that  the  steam,  blowing  off,  sent  its  rambling 
▼iloation  right  orer  their  heads. 

They  are  tEyxQg  to  make  out  where  they  are,"  said  Decond 
in  a  whisper.  Again  he  leaned  over  and  pat  his  fingers  into 
the  water.  "  We  are  moving  quite  smartly,"  he  informed 
Nostromo. 

"  We  seem  to  be  crossing  their  bows,"  said  the  Capataz  in 
a  cautions  tone.  '^Bnt  this  is  a  blind  game  with  death. 
Moving  on  is  of  no  nse.   We  mustn^t  be  seen  or  heard." 

His  whisper  was  hoarse  with  excitement.  Of  all  his  face 
there  was  nothing  visible  bat  a  gleam  of  white  eyeballs.  His 
fingers  gripped  Deoond's  shonlder.  That  is  the  only  way  to 
save  this  treasure  from  this  steamer  full  of  soldiers.  Any 
other  would  have  carried  lights.  But  you  observe  there  is  not 
a  gleam  to  show  iis  where  she  is." 

Decond  stood  as  if  paralysed  ;  only  his  thoughts  were 
wildly  active.  In  the  space  of  a  second  he  remembered  the 
desolate  glance  of  Antonia  as  he  left  her  at  the  bedside  of  her 
father  in  the  gloomy  house  of  Avellanos,  with  shattered 
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windows,  bat  all  the  doors  standing  open,  and  deserted  bj  all 

the  servants  except  lui  old  negro  at  the  gate.  He  remembered 
the  Casa  Gould  on  his  last  visit,  the  arguuients,  the  tones  of 
his  voice,  the  impenetrable  attitude  of  Charles,  Mrs.  Gould's 
face  80  blanched  with  anxiety  and  fatigue  that  her  eyes  seemed 
to  have  changed  colonr,  appearing  nearly  black  by  contrast. 
Even  whole  sentenoes  of  the  [ffodamation  which  he  meant  to 
make  Barrios  issne  from  his  headqnarten  at  Oayta  as  soon  as 
he  got  there  passed  through  his  mind  ;  ihe  very  germ  of  the 
new  State,  the  Separationist  proclamation  which  he  had  tried 
before  he  left  to  read  hurriedly  to  Don  Jose,  stretched  out  on  his 
bed  under  the  fixed  gaze  of  his  daughter.  God  knows  whether 
the  old  statesman  had  understood  it ;  he  was  unable  to  speak, 
but  he  had  certainly  lifted  his  arm  off  the  coverlet ;  his  hand 
had  moved  as  if  to  make  the  sign  of  the  cross  in  the  air,  a 
geatnre  of  blessing,  of  consent.  Deoood  had  that  yeiy  diaft 
in  his  pocket,  written  in  pencil  on  seyeral  loose  sheets  of  paper, 
with  the  heavily-printed  heading,  Administration  of  the 
Sau  Tome  Silver  Mine.  Sulaco.  llepublic  of  Costaguana." 
He  had  written  it  furiously,  snatching  page  after  page  on 
Charles  Gould's  table.  Mrs.  Gould  had  looked  several  times 
over  his  shoulder  as  he  wrote  ;  but  the  Seuor  Administrador, 
standing  straddle-legged,  would  not  even  glance  at  it  when  it 
was  finished.  He  had  waved  it  away  firmly.  It  most  have 
been  scorn,  and  not  cantion,  since  hid  never  made  a  remark 
about  the  Qse  of  the  Administration's  paper  for  snch  a  com- 
promising document.  And  that  showed  his  disdain,  the  true 
English  disdain  of  common  prudence,  as  if  everything  outside 
the  range  of  their  own  thoughts  and  feelings  were  unworthy 
of  serious  recognition.  Decoud  had  the  time  in  a  second  or 
two  to  become  furiously  angry  with  Charles  Gould,  and  even 
resentful  against  Mrs.  Gould,  in  whose  care,  tacitly  it  is  true, 
he  had  left  the  safety  of  Antonia.  Better  perish  a  thousand 
times  than  owe  jonr  preservation  to  such  people,  he  ezdaimed 
mentally.  The  grip  of  Noetromo*s  fingers  never  removed 
from  his  should^,  tightening  fiercely,  recalled  him  to  himself. 
•*  The  dai'kness  is  our  friend,"  the  Capataz  luuiiuurcd  into 
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his  ear.  "  I  am  going  to  lower  the  sail,  and  trust  our  escape 
to  this  black  gulf.  No  eyes  could  make  us  out  lying  silent 
with  a  naked  mast.  I  will  do  it  now,  before  this  steamer  closes 
still  more  npon  ns.  The  faint  creak  of  a  block  would  betray 
nsandtheSan  Tom^treasnre  into  the  hands  of  those  thieves.*' 

He  moved  abont  as  warily  as  a  cat.  Decond  heard  no 
Bomid  t  and  it  was  only  by  the  disappearance  of  the  square 
blotch  of  darkness  that  he  knew  the  yard  had  come  down, 
lowered  as  carefully  as  if  it  had  been  made  of  glass.  Next 
moment  he  heard  Nostrorao^s  quiet  breathing  by  his  side. 

"  You  had  better  not  move  at  all  from  where  you  are,  Don 
Martin,"  advised  the  Capataz  earnestly.  "  Yon  might  stnmble 
or  displace  something  which  wonld  make  a  noise.  The  sweeps 
and  the  pnnting  poles  are  lying  abont.  Move  not  for  yonr 
life.  Puf  Dios^  Don  Martin,**  he  went  on  in  a  keen  bnt  friendly 
whisper,  "I  am  so  desperate  that  if  1  didn't  know  your  worship 
to  be  a  man  of  courage,  Ciipable  of  standing  stock  still  whatever 
happens,  I  would  drive  my  knife  into  your  heart." 

A  deathlike  stillness  snrroonded  the  lighter.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  believe  that  there  was  near  a  steamer  full  of  men  with 
numy  pain  of  eyes  peering  from  her  bridge  for  some  hint  of 
land  in  the  night.  Her  steam  had  ceased  blowing  off,  and  she 
remained  stopped  too  far  off  apparently  for  any  other  sound 
to  reach  the  lighter. 

"  Perhaps  jou  would,  Capataz,"  Decoud  began  in  a  whisper. 
"  However,  you  need  not  trouble.  There  are  other  things  than 
the  fear  of  your  knife  to  keep  my  heart  steady.   It  shall  not 

betray  you.  Only,  have  you  forgotten  " 

I  spoke  to  yon  openly  as  to  a  man  as  desperate  as  myself," 
explained  the  Oapataz.  The  silver  must  be  saved  from  the 
Monteriste.  I  told  Captain  Mitchell  three  times  that  I  preferred 
to  go  aluiie.  I  told  Don  Carlos  Gould  too.  It  was  in  the 
Casa  Gould.  Thev  had  sent  for  me.  The  ladies  were  there  ; 
and  when  I  tried  to  explain  why  I  did  not  wish  to  have  you 
with  me,  they  promised  me,  both  of  them,  great  rewards  for 
your  safety.  A  strange  way  to  talk  to  a  man  you  are  sending 
out  to  an  almost  certain  death.  Those  gentlefolk  do  not  seem 
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to  have  sense  enough  to  understand  what  they  are  giving  one 
to  do.  I  told  them  I  could  do  nothing  for  you.  You  would 
have  been  safer  with  the  bandit  Hernandez.  It  would  have 
been  posBible  to  ride  out  of  the  town  with  no  greater  risk  than 
a  chance  shot  sent  after  yon  in  the  dark.  Bat  it  was  as  if 
they  had  been  deaf.  I  had  to  promise  I  would  wait  for  you 
under  the  harbour  gate.  I  did  wait.  And  now  because  you 
are  a  brave  man  you  are  as  safe  as  the  silver.  Neither  more 
nor  less." 

At  that  moment,  as  if  by  way  of  comment  upon  Nostromo's 
words,  the  invisible  steamer  went  ahead  at  half  speed  only,  as 
could  be  judged  by  the  leisurely  beat  of  her  propeller.  The 
sound  shifted  its  place  markedly,  but  without  coming  nearer. 
It  even  grew  a  litde  more  distant  right  abeam  of  the  lighter, 
and  then  ceased  again. 

''They  are  tiylng  for  a  sight  of  the  Isabels,**  muttered 
Nostromo, "  in  order  to  make  for  the  harbour  in  a  straight  line 
and  seize  the  Custom  House  with  the  treasure  in  it.  Have 
you  ever  seen  the  Commandant  of  Esmeralda,  Sotillo?  A 
handsome  fellow,  with  a  soft  voice.  When  I  first  came  here 
I  used  to  see  him  in  the  Calle  talking  to  the  senoritas  at  the 
windows  of  the  houses,  and  showing  his  white  teeth  all  the 
time.  But  one  of  my  Oargadores,  who  had  been  a  sddier,  told 
me  that  he  had  once  ordered  a  man  to  be  flayed  alive  in  the 
remote  Campo,  where  he  was  sent  recruiting  amongst  the  people 
of  the  Estancias.  It  has  never  entered  his  head  that  the  Com- 
pania  had  a  man  capable  of  Ijaffling  his  game." 

The  murmuring  loquacity  of  the  Capataz  disturbed  Decoud 
like  a  hint  of  weakness.  And  yet,  tallcative  resolution  may  be 
as  genuine  as  grim  silence. 

Sotillo  is  not  baffled  so  far,"  he  said.  ''  Have  you  for- 
gotten that  crazy  man  forward  ?  '* 

Nostromo  had  not  forgotten  Bettor  Hirsch.  He  reproached 
himself  bitterly  for  not  having  visited  the  lighter  carefully 
before  leaving  the  wharf.  He  reproached  himself  for  not  having 
stabbed  and  flung  him  overboard  at  the  very  moment  of  dis- 
covery without  even  looking  at  his  face.   That  would  have 
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been  ooniistait  with  the  desperate  character  of  the  affair. 

Whatever  happened,  Sotillo  teas  already  baffled.  Even  if  that 
wretch,  now  as  silent  as  death,  did  anything  to  betray  the 
nearness  of  the  lighter,  Sotillo — if  Sotillo  it  was  in  command 
of  the  troops  on  board — ^would  be  still  baffled  of  his  plunder. 

**  I  have  an  axe  in  my  hand,"  Nostromo  whispered  wrath- 
folly,  ^  that  in  three  strokes  would  cat  through  the  side  down 
to  the  water's  edga  Moreover,  each  lighter  has  a  plug  in  the 
stem,  and  I  know  exactly  where  it  is.  I  feel  it  under  the  sole 
of  my  foot.'* 

Decoud  recognised  the  ring  of  genuine  determination  in 
the  nervous  murmurs,  the  vindictive  excitement  of  the  famous 
Capataz.  Before  the  steamer,  guided  by  a  shriek  or  two  (for 
there  could  be  no  more  than  that,  Nostromo  said,  gnashing  his 
teeth  audibly),  could  find  the  lighter  there  wonld  be  plenty  of 
time  to  sink  this  treasure  tied  up  round  his  neck. 

The  last  words  he  hissed  into  Decoud*s  ear.  Decoud  said 
nothing.  He  was  perfectly  convinced.  The  usual  characteristic 
quietness  of  the  man  was  gone.  It  was  not  equal  to  the  situa- 
tion as  he  conceived  it.  Something  deeper,  something  unsus- 
pected by  every  one,  had  come  to  the  surface.  Decoud,  with 
careful  movements,  slipped  off  his  overcoat  and  divested  himself 
of  his  boots ;  he  did  not  consider  himself  bound  in  honour  to 
sink  with  the  treasure.  His  object  was  to  get  down  to  BarrioSy 
in  Oayta,  as  the  Oapatas  knew  very  well ;  and  he,  too,  meant, 
in  his  own  way,  to  put  into  that  attempt  all  the  desperation  of 
which  he  was  capable.  Nostromo  muttered,  "  True,  true  I 
You  are  a  poUtician,  sefior.  Rejoin  the  army,  and  start  another 
revolution."  He  pointed  out,  however,  that  there  was  a  little 
boat  belonging  to  every  lighter  i^t  to  carry  two  men,  if  not  more. 
Theirs  was  towing  behind. 

Of  that  Decoud  had  not  been  aware.  Of  course,  it  was  too 
dark  to  see,  and  it  was  only  when  Nostromo  put  his  hand  upon 
its  painter  fastened  to  a  deat  in  the  stem  that  he  experienced 
a  full  measure  of  relief.  The  prospect  of  finding  himself  in 
the  water  and  swimming,  overwhelmed  by  ignorance  and  dark- 
ness, probably  in  a  circle,  till  he  sank  from  exhaustion,  was 
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revolting.  The  barren  and  cruel  futility  of  such  an  end 
intimidated  his  affectation  of  careless  pessimism.  In  com- 
parison to  it,  the  chance  of  being  left  floating  in  a  boat, 
exposed  to  thirst,  hunger,  discovery,  imprisonment,  execution, 
presented  itself  with  an  aspect  of  amenity  worth  securing  even 
at  the  cost  of  some  self -contempt.  He  did  not  accept  Nostromo^B 
proposal  that  he  should  get  into  the  boat  al  once.  "  Something 
sndden  may  overwhelm  ns,  sefior,**  the  Oapatas  lemariked, 
promising  faithfully,  at  the  same  time,  to  let  go  the  paintw  at 
the  moment  when  the  necessity  became  manifest. 

But  Docoud  assured  him  lightly  that  he  did  not  mean  to 
take  to  the  boat  till  the  very  last  moment,  and  that  then  he 
meant  the  Capataz  to  come  along  too.  The  darkness  of  the 
gulf  was  no  longer  for  him  the  end  of  all  things.  It  was  part 
of  a  living  world  since,  pervading  it»  failnie  and  death  could 
be  felt  at  yonr  elbow.  And  at  the  same  time  it  was  a  shelter. 
He  exulted  in  its  impenetrable  obsooritj.  Like  a  wall,  like  a 
wall,"  he  muttered  to  himself. 

The  oulj  thing  which  checked  his  confidence  was  the  thought 
of  Sefior  Hirsch.  Not  to  have  bound  and  gagged  him  seemed 
to  Decoud  now  the  height  of  improvident  folly.  As  long  as 
the  miserable  creature  had  the  power  to  raise  a  yell  he  Avas  a 
constant  danger.  His  abject  terror  was  mute  now,  but  there 
was  no  saying  from  what  cause  it  might  suddenly  find  vent  in 
shrieks. 

This  very  madness  of  fear  which  both  Decoud  and  Nostromo 
had  seen  in  the  wild  and  irrational  glances,  and  in  the  continuous 

twitchings  of  his  mouth,  protected  Seuor  llirsch  from  the  cruel 
necessities  of  this  desperate  affair.  The  moment  of  silencing 
him  for  ever  had  passed.  As  Nostromo  remarked,  in  answer 
to  Decoud^s  regrets,  it  was  too  late  1  It  oould  not  be  done  with- 
out noise,  especially  in  the  ignorance  of  the  man^s  exact  position. 
Wherever  he  had  elected  to  crouch  and  tremble,  it  was  too 
hasardous  to  go  near  him.  He  would  begin  proSxtUy  to  yell 
for  mercy.  It  was  much  better  to  leave  him  quite  alone  since 
he  was  keeping  so  still.  But  to  trust  to  his  silence  became 
every  moment  a  greater  strain  upon  Decoud's  composure. 
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I  wish,  Oapataz,  70a  had  not  let  the  right  moment  pass," 
lie  innrmnred. 

"  What  I  To  silence  him  for  ever  I  I  thought  it  good  to 
hear  first  how  he  came  to  be  here.  It  was  too  strange.  Who 
could  imagine  that  it  was  all  an  accident  ?  Afterwards,  senor, 
when  I  saw  yon  giving  him  water  to  drink,  I  could  not  do  it. 
Not  after  I  had  seen  yon  holding  up  the  can  to  his  lips  as 
though  he  were  your  brother.  Sefior,  that  sort  of  necessity 
must  not  be  thought  of  too  long.  And  yet  it  would  have  been 
no  cruelty  to  take  away  from  him  his  wretched  life.  It  is 
nothing  but  fear.  Your  compassion  saved  him  then,  Don 
Martin,  and  now  it  is  too  late.  It  couldn't  be  done  without 
noise." 

In  the  steamer  they  were  keeping  a  perfect  silence,  and  the 
stillness  was  so  profound  that  Deooud  felt  as  if  the  slightest 
sound  conceivable  must  travel  unchecked  and  audible  to  the 
end  of  the  world.  What  if  Hirsch  coughed  or  sneezed  ?  To 

feel  himself  at  the  uiercy  of  such  au  idiotic  contingency  was 
too  exasperating  to  be  looked  upon  with  irony.  Nostromo, 
too,  seemed  to  be  getting  i-cstless.  Was  it  possible,  he  asked 
himself,  that  the  steamer,  finding  the  night  too  dark  altogether, 
intended  to  remain  stopped  where  she  was  till  daylight  ?  He 
began  to  think  that  this,  after  all,  was  the  real  danger.  Hewas 
afraid  that  the  darkness,  which  was  his  protectiou,  would,  in 
the  end,  cause  his  uudoing. 

Sotillo,  as  Nostromo  bad  surmised,  was  in  command  on 
board  the  transport.  The  events  of  the  last  forty-eight  hours 
in  Sulaco  were  not  known  to  him  ;  neither  was  he  aware  that 
the  telegraphist  in  Esmeralda  had  managed  to  warn  his 
colleague  in  Snlaoo.  Like  a  good  many  officers  of  the  troops 
garrisoning  the  province,  Sotillo  had  been  influenced  in  his 
adoption  of  the  Ribierlst  cause  hj  the  belief  that  it  had  the 
enormous  wealth  of  the  Gould  Concession  on  its  side.  He 
had  been  one  of  the  frequenters  of  the  Casa  Gk>uld,  where  he 
had  aired  his  Blanco  convictious  and  his  ardour  for  reform 
before  Don  Jose  Avellanos,  casting  frank,  honest  glances 
towards  Mrs.  Gould  and  Antonia  the  while.   He  was  known 
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to  belong  to  a  good  family  persecuted  and  impoverished  during 
the  tyranny  of  Goanan  Bento.  The  opinionB  he  ezprened 
append  eminently  natoral  and  proper  in  a  man  of  his 
parentage  and  antecedents.  And  he  was  not  a  deceiver ;  it 

was  perfectly  natural  for  him  to  express  elevated  sentiments 
while  his  whole  faculties  were  taken  up  with  what  seemed 
then  a  solid  and  practical  notion — the  notion  that  the  husband 
of  Antonia  AveUanos  wotild  be,  natnrallj,  the  intimate  friend 
of  the  Gould  Ck)nce8sion.  He  even  pointed  this  out  to  Anzani 
once,  when  negotiating  the  sixth  or  seyenth  small  loan  in  the 
gloomy,  damp  apartment  with  enonnons  iron  bars,  behind  the 
principal  shop  in  the  whole  row  under  the  Arcades.  He  hinted 
to  the  universal  shopkeeper  at  the  excellent  terms  he  was  on 
with  the  emancipated  senorita,  who  was  like  a  sister  to  the 
Englishwoman.  He  would  advance  one  leg  and  put  his  arms 
akimbo,  posing  for  Anzani's  inspection,  and  fixing  him  with 
a  haughty  stare. 

"  Look,  miserable  shopkeeper  1  How  can  a  man  like  me 
fail  with  any  woman,  let  alone  an  emancipated  girl  living  in 
scandalous  freedom  ?  "  he  seemed  to  say. 

His  manner  in  the  Casa  Gkrald  was,  of  coarse,  very  difiPerent 
—devoid  of  all  tmculence,  and  even  slightly  mournful.  Like 
most  of  his  countrymen,  he  was  carried  away  by  the  sound  of 
fine  words,  especially  if  uttered  by  himself.  He  had  no  con- 
victions of  any  sort  upon  anything  except  as  to  the  in-esistible 
power  of  his  personal  advantages.  But  that  was  so  firm  that 
even  Decoud's  appearance  in  Snlaoo,  and  his  intimaqy  with 
the  Gh>ulds  and  the  Avellanos,  did  not  disquiet  him.  On  the 
contrary,  he  tried  to  make  friends  with  that  rich  Oostaguanero 
from  Europe  in  the  hope  of  borrowing  a  large  sum  by-and- 
by.  The  only  guiding  motive  of  his  life  was  to  get  money 
for  the  satisfaction  of  his  expensive  tastes,  which  he  indulged 
recklessly,  having  no  self-control.  He  imagined  himself  a 
master  of  intrigue,  but  his  corruption  was  as  simple  as  an 
animal  instinct.  At  times,  in  solitude,  he  had  his  moments 
of  ferocity,  and  also  on  snch  occasions  as,  for  instance^  whea 
alone  in  a  room  with  Amani  trying  to  get  a  loan. 
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He  bad  talked  himflelf  into  the  oommand  of  the  Esmeralda 

garrison.  Thab  small  seaport  had  its  importance  as  the  station 
of  the  main  submariue  cable  connecting  the  Occidental  pro- 
vinces with  the  outer  world,  and  the  junction  with  it  of  the 
Sulaco  branch.  Don  Jose  Avellanos  proposed  him,  and 
BarrioB,  with  a  rade  and  jeering  gnifaw,  had  said,  **0h,  let 
Sotillo  go.  He  is  a  very  good  man  to  keep  guard  over  the 
cable,  and  the  ladies  of  Esmeralda  onght  to  have  their  tnm.** 
BarrioSy  an  indnbitably  brave  man,  had  no  great  opinion  of 
Solfflo. 

It  was  through  the  Esmeralda  cable  alone  that  the  San 
Tom6  mine  could  be  kept  in  constant  touch  with  the  great 
financier,  whose  tacit  approval  made  the  strength  of  the 
Eibierifit  movement.  This  movement  had  its  adversaries  even 
there.  Sotillo  governed  Esmeralda  with  repressive  severity 
till  the  adverse  ooorse  of  events  upon  the  distant  theatre  of 
dvil  war  forced  npon  him  the  reflection  that,  after  all,  the 
great  silver  mine  was  fated  to  become  the  spoil  of  the  victors. 
But  caution  was  necessary.  He  began  by  assuming  a  dark 
and  mysterious  attitude  towards  the  faithful  Ribierist  munici- 
pality of  Esmeralda.  Later  on,  the  information  that  the 
commandant  was  holding  assemblies  of  officers  in  the  dead 
of  night  (which  had  leaked  out  somehow)  caused  those  gentle- 
men to  neglect  their  civil  duties  altogether,  and  remain  shut 
np  in  their  houses.  Suddenly  one  day  all  the  letters  from 
Sulaco  by  the  overland  courier  were  carried  off  by  a  file  of 
soldiers  from  the  post-office  to  the  Gommandancia,  without 
dii^n^B^)  concealment,  or  apology.  Sotillo  had  heard  through 
Cayta  of  the  final  defeat  of  Ribiera. 

This  was  the  first  open  sign  of  the  change  in  his  con- 
victions. Presently  notorious  democrats,  who  had  been  living 
till  then  in  constant  fear  of  arrest,  leg  irons,  and  even  floggings, 
could  be  observed  going  in  and  out  at  the  great  door  of  the 
Gommandancia,  where  the  horses  of  the  orderlies  doze  under 
their  heavy  saddles,  while  the  men,  in  ragged  uniforms  and 
pointed  straw  hats,  lounge  on  a  bench,  with  their  naked  feet 
stuck  out  beyond  the  strip  of  shade ;  and  a  sentry,  in  a  red 
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btiie  ootA  with  holet  at  the  elbowii  standi  ai  Ihe  top  of  the 

steps  glaring  haughbilj  at  the  common  people,  who  nnooTO 
their  heads  to  him  as  they  pass. 

Sotillo*8  ideas  did  not  soar  above  the  care  for  his  personal 
safety  and  the  chance  of  plundering  the  town  in  his  charge, 
but  he  feared  that  such  a  late  adhesion  would  earn  but  scant 
gratitude  from  the  victors.  He  had  believed  just  a  little  too 
long  in  the  power  of  the  San  Tom^  mine.  The  seized  oom- 
apondenoe  had  oonfirmed  his  prsTions  information  of  a  iaige 
amoont  of  ailyer  ingots  lying  in  the  Snlaco  Custom  Honae. 
To  gain  possession  of  it  would  be  a  clear  Monterist  move  ;  a 
sort  of  service  that  would  have  to  be  rewarded.  With  the 
silver  in  his  hands  he  could  make  terms  for  himself  and  his 
soldiers.  He  was  aware  neither  of  the  riots,  nor  of  the  Presi- 
dent's escape  to  ^olaco  and  the  close  poianit  led  by  Montero*s 
brother,  the  gneriUero.  The  game  seemed  in  his  own  hands. 
The  initial  mora  were  the  seizoie  of  the  cable  telegraph  office 
and  the  secoring  of  the  Cknremment  steamer  lying  in  the 
narrow  creek  which  is  the  harbonr  of  Bsmendda.  The  first 
was  effected  without  difficulty  by  a  company  of  soldiers  swarm- 
ing with  a  rush  over  the  gangways  as  she  lay  alongside  tlie 
quay  ;  but  the  lieutenant  charged  with  the  duty  of  arresting  the 
telegraphist  halted  on  the  way  before  the  only  cafe  in  Esmeralda, 
where  he  distributed  some  bnuidj  to  his  men,  and  refreshed  him- 
self at  the  expense  of  the  owner,  a  known  Eibierist.  The  whole 
party  became  intoxicated,  and  proceeded  on  their  mission  np 
the  street  yelling  and  firing  random  diote  at  the  windows. 
This  little  festivity,  whidi  might  have  tamed  out  dangerous 
to  the  telegraphist's  life,  enabled  him  in  the  end  to  send  his 
warning  to  Sulaco.  The  lieutenant,  staggering  upstairs  with 
a  drawn  sabre,  was  before  long  kissing  him  on  both  cheeks  in 
one  of  those  swift  changes  of  mood  peculiar  to  a  state  of 
drunkenness.  He  clasped  the  telegraphist  close  round  the 
neck,  assuring  him  that  all  the  officers  of  the  Eimerakia  garri- 
son were  going  to  be  made  colonels,  while  tears  ci  happiness 
streamed  down  his  sodden  face.  Thus  it  came  aboot  ^at  the 
town  major,  coming  along  later,  found  the  whole  party  sleeping 
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on  the  stairs  and  in  passagcs,'and  the  telegraphist  (who  scorned 
this  chance  of  escape)  veiy  busy  clicking  the  key  of  the  trans- 
mitter. He  led  him  away  bareheaded,  with  his  hands  tied 
behind  his  back,  bat  concealed  the  truth  from  Sotillo,  who 
remained  in  ignorance  of  the  warning  despatched  to  Sulaoo. 

The  colonel  was  not  the  man  to  let  any  sort  of  darkness 
stand  in  the  way  of  the  planned  surprise.  It  appeared  to  him 
a  dead  certainty ;  his  heart  was  set  npon  his  object  with  an 
ungovernable,  childlike  impatience.    Ever  since  the  steamer 
had  rounded  Punta  Mala  to  enter  the  deeper  shadow  of  the 
gnlf  he  had  remained  on  the  bridge  in  a  group  of  officers  as 
excited  as  himself.   Distracted  between  the  coaxings  and 
menaces  of  Botillo  and  his  Staff,  the  miserable  commander  of 
the  steamer  kept  her  moving  with  as  much  prudence  as  they 
would  let  him  exercise.  Bome  of  them  had  been  drinking 
heavily,  no  donbt ;  bnt  the  prospect  of  laying  hands  on  so 
much  wealth  made  them  absurdly  foolhardy,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  extremely  anxious.   Tlie  old  major  of  the  battalion,  a 
stupid,  suspicious  man,  who  had  never  been  afloat  in  his  life,  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  patting  out  suddenly  the  binnacle  light, 
the  only  one  allowed  on  board  for  the  necessities  of  navigation. 
He  could  not  understand  of  what  nse  it  oonld  be  for  finding 
the  way.  To  the  vehement  protestations  of  the  ship's  captain, 
he  stamped  his  foot  and  tapped  the  handle  of  his  sword. 
*•  Aha  1  I  have  onmasked  you,"  he  cried  triranphantly.  "You 
are  tearing  your  hair  from  despair  at  my  acuteness.   Am  I  a 
child  to  believe  that  a  light  in  that  brass  box  can  show  you 
where  the  harbour  is  ?  I  am  an  old  soldier,  I  am.  I  can  smell 
a  traitor  a  league  off.   You  wanted  that  gleam  to  betray  our 
approach  to  your  fnend  the  Englishman.   A  thing  like  that 
show  you  the  way !  What  a  miserable  lie !  Que  picardia  I 
You  l^olaco  people  are  all  in  the  pay  of  those  foreigners.  You 
deserve  to  be  run  through  the  body  with  my  sword."  Other 
officers,  crowding  round,  tried  to  calm  his  indignation,  repeating 
persuasively,  "No, no  !  This  is  an  appliance  of  the  mariners, 
major.   This  is  no  treachery."   The  captain  of  the  transport 
flung  himself  face  downwards  on  the  bridge,  and  refused  to 
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riia.  ^  Pat  an  ond  to  me  at  onoe^**  he  repeated  in  a  stifled 
Toioe.  Sotillo  had  to  interfere. 

The  uproar  and  conf nsion  on  the  bfid^  became  so  ^eat 
that  the  helmsman  fled  from  the  wheel.  lie  took  refno^e  in 
the  engine-room,  and  alarmed  the  engineers,  who,  disregarding 
the  threats  of  the  soldiers  set  on  guard  over  them,  stopped  the 
engiuee,  protesting  that  they  would  rather  be  shot  than  ran 
the  risk  of  being  drowned  down  bdow. 

This  was  the  first  time  Nostromo  and  Deoond  heard  the 
steamer  stop.  After  order  had  been  restored,  and  the  binnacle 
lamp  relighted,  she  went  ahead  again,  passing  wide  of  the 
lighter  in  her  search  for  the  Isabels.  The  group  could  not  be 
made  out,  and,  at  the  pitiful  entreaties  of  the  captain,  Sotillo 
allowed  the  engines  to  be  stopped  again  to  wait  for  one  of 
those  periodical  lightonings  of  darkness  caused  bj  the  shifting 
of  the  cloud  canopy  spread  above  the  waters  of  the  golf. 

Sotillo,  on  the  bridge,  muttered  from  time  to  time  angrily 
to  the  captain.  The  other,  in  an  apolog^ic  and  cringing  tone, 
begged  8u  merced  the  colonel  to  take  into  consideration  the 
limitations  pnt  upon  human  focnlties  by  the  darkness  of  the 
night.  Sotillo  swelled  with  rage  and  impatience.  It  was 
the  chance  of  a  lifetime. 

**  If  your  eyes  are  of  no  more  use  to  you  than  this,  I  shall 
have  them  put  out,"  he  buret  out. 

The  captain  of  the  steamer  made  no  answer,  for  just  then 
the  mass  of  the  Great  Isabel  loomed  up  darkly  after  a  passing 
shower,  then  vanished,  as  if  swept  away  by  a  wave  of  greater 
obscurity  preceding  another  downpour. 

This  was  enough  for  him.  In  the  voice  of  a  man  come 
back  to  life  again,  he  informed  Sotillo  that  in  au  hour  he 
would  be  alongside  the  Sulaco  wharf.  The  ship  was  put  then 
full  speed  on  the  course,  and  a  great  bustle  of  preparation  for 
Iftfiding  arose  among  the  soldiers  on  her  deck. 

It  was  heard  distinctly  by  Decoud  and  Nostromo.  The 
Oapataa  understood  its  meaning.  They  had  made  oat  the 
Isabels,  and  wore  going  on  now  in  a  straight  line  for  Salaoo. 
He  judged  that  they  woald  pass  dose ;  but  believed  that  lying 
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Btill  like  abkf  with  the  tail  lowered,  the  lighter  oonld  not  be 
sera.  ^No,  not  even  if  they  rubbed  ddes  with  ns,"  he 
mnttered. 

The  rain  began  to  fall  again  ;  first  like  a  wet  mist,  then 
with  a  heavier  touch,  thickening  into  a  smart  pi-rpendicular 
downpour  ;  and  the  h'm  and  thump  of  the  approaching  steamer 
was  coming  extreme  ly  near.  Decoud,  with  his  eyes  full  of 
water,  and  lowered  head,  asked  himself  how  long  it  would  be 
before  she  drew  past,  when  nnezpectedly  he  felt  a  Inrch.  An 
inroBh  of  foam  broke  swishing  over  the  stem,  simnltaneonsly 
with  a  crack  of  timbers  and  a  staggering  shock.  He  had  the 
impression  of  an  angry  hand  laying  hold  of  the  lighter  and 
dragging  it  along  to  destruction.  The  shock,  of  course,  had 
knocked  him  down,  and  he  found  himself  rolling  in  a  lot  of 
water  at  the  bottom  of  the  lighter.  A  violent  churning  went 
on  alongside ;  a  strange  and  amazed  voice  cried  out  something 
above  him  in  the  night.  He  heard  a  piercing  shriek  for  help 
from  Sefior  Hirsch.  He  kept  his  teeth  hard  set  all  the  time. 
It  was  a  collision  t 

The  steamer  had  stmdc  the  lighter  obliquely,  heeling  her 
over  till  she  was  half  swamped,  starting  some  of  her  timbers, 
and  swinging  her  head  parallel  to  her  own  course  with  the 
force  of  the  blow.  The  shock  of  it  on  board  of  her  was 
hardly  perceptible.  AH  the  violence  of  that  collision  was,  as 
nsnal,  felt  only  on  board  the  smaller  craft.  Even  Nostromo 
himself  thought  that  this  was  perhaps  the  end  of  his  desperate 
adventure.  He,  too,  had  been  flnng  away  from  the  long  tiller, 
which  took  charge  in  the  Inrch.  Next  moment  the  steamer 
wonld  have  passed  on,  leaving  the  lighter  to  sink  or  swim 
after  having  shouldered  her  thus  out  of  her  way,  and  without 
even  getting  a  glimpse  of  her  form,  had  it  not  been  that, 
being  deeply  laden  with  stores,  and  the  great  number  of  people 
on  board,  her  anchor  was  low  enough  to  hook  itself  into  one 
of  the  wire  sfironds  of  the  lighter's^  mast.  For  the  space 
of  two  or  three  gasping  breaths  that  new  rope  held  against 
the  sodden  strain.  It  was  this  that  gave  Decond  the  sensa- 
tion of  the  snatching  poll,  dragging  the  lighter  away  to 
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destruction.  The  cause  of  it,  of  coarse,  was  inexplicable  to 
him.  The  whole  thing  was  so  saddeE  that  he  had  no  time 
to  think.  But  all  his  sensations  were  perfectly  dear;  he 
had  kept  complete  possession  of  himself;  in  fact,  he  was 
even  pleasantly  aware  of  that  calmness  at  the  very  moment 
of  bciug  pitched  heud  firbt  over  the  transom,  to  struggle  on 
his  back  in  a  lot  of  water.  Sefior  Hirsch's  shriek  he  had 
heard  and  recognised  while  he  was  regaining  his  feet,  always 
with  that  mysterious  sensation  of  being  dragged  headlong 
through  the  darkness.  Not  a  word,  not  a  cry  escaped  him ; 
he  had  no  time  to  see  anything;  and  following  upon  the 
despairing  screams  for  help,  the  dragging  motion  ceased  so 
suddenly  that  he  staggered  forward  with  open  arms  and  fell 
against  the  pile  of  the  treasure  boxes.  He  clung  to  them 
instinctively,  in  the  vague  apprehension  of  being  flung  about 
again  ;  and  immediately  he  heard  another  lot  of  shrieks  for 
help,  prolonged  and  despairing,  not  near  him  at  all,  but  un- 
accountably in  the  distance,  away  from  the  lighter  altogether, 
as  if  some  spiiit  in  the  night  were  mocking  at  SeJior  Hirsoh's 
terror  and  despair. 

Then  all  was  still--as  still  as  when  yon  wake  up  m  yonr 
bed  in  a  dark  room  from  a  bicarre  and  agitated  dream.  The 
lighter  rocked  slightly ;  the  rain  was  still  falling.  Two 
groping  hands  took  hold  of  his  bruised  sides  from  behind, 
and  the  Capataz's  voice  whispered  in  his  ear,  "Silence,  for 
your  life  1    Silence  !    The  steamer  has  stopped." 

Decond  listened.  The  gulf  was  dumb.  He  felt  the  water 
nearly  np  to  his  knees.  ''Are  we  sinking ? *'  he  asked  in  a 
faint  breath. 

'' I  don't  know,"  Noetromo  breathed  back  to  him.  ''Sefior, 

make  not  the  slightest  sound." 

Hirsch,  when  ordered  forward  by  Nostromo,  had  not 
returned  into  his  first  hiding-place.  He  had  fallen  near  the 
mast,  and  had  no  strength  to  rise ;  moreover,  he  feared  to 
move.  He  had  given  himself  np  for  dead,  but  not  on  any 
rational  gronnds.  It  was  simply  a  cmel  and  terrifying  feeling. 
Whenever  he  tried  to  think  what  would  become  of  him  his 
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teeth  would  start  chattering  violently.  He  was  too  absorbed 
in  Uie  utter  miseiy  of  his  fear  to  take  notice  of  anything. 

Though  he  was  stifling  under  thib  lighter's  sail  which 
Nostramo  had  unwittingly  lowered  on  (op  of  him,  he  did  not 
eren  daie  to  put  out  his  head  till  the  very  moment  of  the 
steamer  striking.  Tlicn,  indeed,  he  leaped  right  out,  spurred 
on  to  new  miracles  of  bodily  vigour  by  this  new  shape  of 
danger.  The  inrush  of  water  when  the  lighter  heeled  over 
unsealed  his  lips.  His  shriek,  ^'  Save  me  I "  was  the  first 
distinct  warning  of  the  collision  for  the  people  on  board  the 
steamer.  Next  moment  the  wire  shroud  parted,  and  the 
released  anchor  swept  oyer  the  lighter's  forecastle.  It  came 
against  the  breast  of  Sefior  Hirsch,  who  simply  seized  hold  of 
it,  without  in  the  least  knowing  what  it  was,  but  curling  his 
arms  and  legs  upon  the  part  above  the  fluke  with  an  invinciblo, 
unreasonable  tenacity.  The  lighter  yawed  off  wide,  and  the 
steamer,  moving  on,  carried  him  away,  clinging  hard,  and 
shouting  for  help.  It  was  some  time,  however,  after  the 
steamer  had  stopped  that  his  position  was  discoyered.  His 
sustained  yelping  for  help  seemed  to  come  from  somebody 
swinmiing  in  the  water.  At  last  a  couple  of  men  went  over 
the  bows  and  hauled  him  on  board.  He  was  carried  straight 
off  to  Sotillo  on  the  bridge.  His  examination  confirmed  the 
impression  that  some  craft  had  been  run  over  and  mnk  ;  but 
it  was  impracticaVde  on  such  a  dark  night  to  look  for  the  positive 
proof  of  floating  wreckage.  Sotillo  was  more  anxious  than 
ever  now  to  enter  the  harbour  without  loss  of  time  ;  the  idea 
that  he  had  destroyed  the  principal  object  of  his  expedition  was 
too  intolerable  to  be  accepted.  This  feeling  made  the  story 
he  had  heard  appear  the  more  incredible.  Sefior  Hirsdi,  after 
being  beaten  a  little  for  telling  lies,  was  thrust  into  the  chart- 
room.  But  he  was  beaten  only  a  little.  His  tale  had  taken 
the  heart  out  of  Sotillo's  Staff,  though  they  all  repeated  round 
their  chief,  Impossible  I  impossible  I  with  the  exception  of 
the  old  major,  who  triumphed  gloomily. 

'*  I  told  you ;  I  told  you,*'  he  mumbled.  I  could  smell 
some  treachery,  some  diabJma  a  league  off." 
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Me«intime  the  steamer  had  kept  on  her  way  towards  Sulaco, 
where  only  the  truth  of  that  matter  could  be  ascertained. 
Decoud  and  Nostromo  heard  the  loud  churning  of  her  propeller 
diminish  and  die  out ;  and  then,  with  no  useless  words,  busied 
themselv^  in  making  for  the  Isabels.  The  last  show^  had 
InNmght  with  it  a  gentle  but  steady  breeze.  The  danger  was 
not  over  jet,  and  there  was  no  time  for  talk.  The  lighter  was 
leaking  like  a  sieve.  They  splashed  in  the  water  at  every  step. 
The  Capataz  put  into  Decoad's  hands  the  handle  of  the  pnmp 
which  was  fitted  at  the  side  aft,  and  at  once,  without  question 
or  remark,  Decoud  began  to  pump  in  utter  forgetfulness  of 
every  desire  but  that  of  keeping  the  treasure  afloat.  Nostromo 
hoisted  the  sail,  flew  back  to  the  tiller,  pulled  at  the  sheet  like 
mad.  The  short  flare  of  a  match  (they  had  been  kept  dry  in 
a  tight  tin  box,  though  the  man  himself  was  completely  wet), 
the  vivid  flare  of  a  match,  disclosed  to  the  toiling  Deoood  Uie 
eagerness  of  his  faoe,  bent  low  over  the  box  of  the  compass,  and 
the  attentive  stare  of  his  eyes.  He  knew  now  where  he  was, 
and  he  hoped  to  run  the  sinking  lighter  ashore  in  the  shallow 
cove  where  the  high,  cliff-like  end  of  the  Great  Isabel  is  divided 
in  two  equal  parts  by  a  deep  and  overixrown  ravine. 

Decoud  pumped  without  intermission.  Kostromo  steered 
without  relaxing  for  a  second  the  intense  peering  effort  of  his 
stare.  Each  of  them  was  as  if  utterly  alone  with  his  task.  It 
did  not  occur  to  them  to  speak.  There  was  nothing  in  common 
between  them  but  the  knowledge  that  the  damaged  lighter  must 
be  slowly  but  surely  sinking.  In  that  knowledge,  which  was 
like  the  crucial  test  of  their  desires,  they  seemed  to  have  become 
completely  estranged,  as  if  they  had  discovered  in  the  very 
shock  of  the  collision  that  the  loss  of  the  lisjhter  would  not 
mean  the  same  thing  to  them  both.  This  common  danger 
brought  their  difl'erences  in  aim,  in  view,  in  character  and  in 
poffition,  into  absolute  prominence  m  the  private  vision  of  each. 
There  was  no  bond  of  conviction,  of  common  idea ;  they  were 
merely  two  adventurers  pursuing  each  his  own  adventure, 
involved  in  the  same  imminence  of  deadly  peril.  Therefore 
they  had  nothing  to  say  to  each  other.    But  this  peril,  this 
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(Hilj  inoontrovertlble  tsnih  in  which  they  ahaied,  seemed  to  act 
as  an  inspiradon  to  iheir  mental  and  bodily  powetB. 

There  was  certainly  eomething  almost  miracnlons  in  the 

way  the  Capataz  made  the  cove  with  nothiog  but  the  shadowy 
hint  of  the  island's  shape  and  the  vague  gleam  of  a  small  sandy 
strip  for  a  guide.  Where  the  ravine  opens  between  the  cliffs, 
and  a  slender,  shallow  rivulet  meanders  out  of  the  bushes  to 
lose  itself  in  the  sea,  the  lighter  was  nm  ashore ;  and  the  two 
men,  with  a  tacitum,  nndaanted  energy,  began  to  discharge 
her  preoioas  f rught,  carrying  each  ox-hkle  box  np  the  bed  of 
the  riynlet  beyond  the  boshes  to  a  hollow  place  which  the  caving 
in  of  the  soU  had  made  below  the  roots  of  a  large  tree.  Its 
big  smooth  trunk  leaned  like  a  falling  column  far  over  the 
trickle  of  water  running  amongst  the  loose  stones. 

A  couple  of  years  before  Xostromo  had  8|>ent  a  whole 
Sunday,  all  alone,  exploring  the  island.  He  explained  this  to 
Decoad  after  their  task  was  done,  and  they  sat,  weary  in  every 
limb,  with  their  legs  hanging  down  the  low  bank,  and  their 
backs  against  the  tree,  liksa  a  pair  of  blind  men  aware  of 
each  other  and  their  smrronndings  by  some  indefinable  sixth 
sense. 

•*  Yes,"  Nostromo  repeated,  "  I  never  forget  a  place  I  have 
carefully  looE?*d  at  once."  He  spoke  slowly,  almost  lazily,  as 
if  there  ha  1  been  a  whole  leisurely  life  before  him,  instead  of 
the  scanty  two  hours  before  daylight.  The  existence  of  the 
treasore,  barely  concealed  in  this  improbable  spot,  laid  a  burden 
of  secrecy  upon  every  contemplated  step,  upon  every  intention 
and  {to  of  f ntnre  conduct.  He  felt  the  pe^ial  failure  of  this 
desperate  aflEairentmsted  to  the  great  reputation  he  had  known 
how  to  make  for  himself.  However,  it  was  also  a  partial 
success.  His  vanity  was  half  appeased.  His  nervous  irritation 
had  subsided. 

"  You  never  know  what  may  be  of  use,"  he  pursued  with 
his  usual  quietness  of  tone  and  manner.  "  I  spent  a  whole 
miserable  Sunday  in  exploring  this  crumb  of  land." 

'*A  misantluropc  sort  of  occupation,'*  muttered  Deoond 
viciouBly.  "You  had  no  money,  I  suppose,  to  gamble  with, 
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and  to  fling  about  amongst  the  girls  in  jour  usoai  haonts, 
Capataz." 

vero  I  '*  ezoUuiiifid  the  Gapatas,  snrprifled  into  the  use 
of  his  native  UmgUB  by  so  mnch  peraiRcaoitj.  had  notl 
Therefore  I  did  not  wimt  to  go  amongst  those  beggarly  people 
accustomed  to  my  generosity.  It  is  looked  for  from  the  Capataz 
of  the  Carj^adores,  who  arc  the  rich  men,  and,  as  it  were,  the 
CabalkTos  amongst  the  common  people.  I  don't  care  for  cards 
but  as  a  pastime  ;  and  as  to  those  girls  that  boast  of  having 
opened  their  doors  to  mj  knock,  you  know  I  wouldn't  look  at 
anj  one  of  them  twioe  exoept  for  what  the  people  would  say. 
Thej  are  queer,  the  good  people  of  Suboo,  and  I  have  got 
mnch  useful  information  simply  by  listening  patiently  to  the 
talk  of  women  that  everybody  believed  I  was  in  love  with. 
Poor  'JVresa  could  never  understand  that.  On  that  particular 
Sunday,  sefior,  she  scolded  so  that  I  went  out  of  the  house 
BweariniT  that  I  would  never  darken  their  door  again  unless  to 
fetch  away  my  hammock  and  my  chest  of  clothes.  Sefior,  there 
is  nothing  more  exasperating  than  to  hear  a  woman  you  respect 
rail  against  your  good  reputation  when  you  have  not  a  single 
brass  coin  in  your  pocket  I  untied  one  of  the  small  boats  and 
pulled  myself  out  of  the  harbour  with  nothing  but  three  cigars 
in  my  pocket  to  help  me  spend  the  day  on  this  island.  But  the 
water  of  this  rivulet  you  hear  under  your  feet  is  cool  and  sweet 
and  good,  sefior,  both  before  and  after  a  smoke."  He  was 
silent  for  a  while,  then  added  reflectively,  "  That  was  the  first 
Sunday  after  I  brought  down  the  white-whiskered  English  rico 
all  the  way  down  the  mountains  from  the  Paramo  on  the  top 
of  the  Entrada  Pass  and  in  the  ooach,  too  I  No  coach  had 
gone  up  or  down  that  mountain  road  within  the  memory  of 
man,  sefior,  till  I  brought  this  one  down  in  charge  of  fifty 
peons  working  like  one  man  with  ropes,  pickaxes,  and  poles 
under  my  direction.  That  was  the  rich  Englishman  who,  as 
people  say,  pays  for  the  making  of  this  railway.  He  was  very 
pleased  with  me.  But  my  wages  were  not  due  till  the  end 
of  the  month.'' 

He  slid  down  the  bank  suddenly.   Decoud  heard  the 
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Bjfiaah  of  hk  feet  ia  the  brook  and  followed  his  f oototepe  down 
the  ravine.  His  form  was  lost  among  the  bushes  till  he  had 
reached  the  strip  of  sand  under  the  cliff.    As  often  happens 

in  the  gulf  when  the  showers  during  the  first  part  of  the  night 
had  been  frequent  and  heavy,  the  darkness  had  thinned  con- 
Biderably  towards  the  morning,  though  there  were  no  signs  of 
daylight  as  yet. 

The  cargo-lighter,  relieved  of  its  precious  burden,  rocked 
feeblj,  half-afloat,  with  her  fore-foot  on  the  sand.  A  long 
rope  away  like  a  blaok  cotton  thread  aoross  the  strip 

of  white  beaeh  to  the  gzapnd  Nostromo  had  carried  ashore 
and  hooked  to  the  stem  of  a  feroe-like  shrub  in  the  very  opening 
of  the  ravine. 

There  was  nothing  for  Decoud  but  to  remain  on  the  island. 
He  received  from  Nostromo's  hands  whatever  food  the  fore- 
sight of  Captain  Mitchell  had  put  on  board  the  lighter  and 
deposited  it  temporarily  in  the  little  dinghy  which  on  their 
arrival  they  had  hauled  up  out  of  sight  amongst  the  bushes. 
It  was  to  be  left  with  him.  The  island  was  to  be  a  hiding- 
place,  not  a  prison  ;  he  could  pull  out  to  a  passing  ship.  The 
O.S.N.  Company's  mail  boats  passed  close  to  the  islands  when 
going  into  Sulaco  from  the  north.  But  the  Mineri'a^  carrying 
off  the  ex-president,  had  taken  the  news  up  north  of  the  dis- 
turbances in  Sulaco.  It  was  possible  that  the  next  steamer 
down  would  get  instructions  to  miss  the  port  altogether  since 
the  town,  as  far  as  the  Mmtrva's  officers  knew,  was  for  Uie 
time  being  in  the  hands  of  the  rabble.  This  would  mean  that 
there  would  be  no  steamer  for  a  month,  as  far  as  the  mail 
service  went ;  but  Dccond  had  to  take  his  chance  of  that. 
The  island  was  his  only  shelter  from  the  proscription  hanging 
over  his  head.  The  Capataz  was,  of  course,  going  back.  The 
unloaded  lighter  leaked  much  less,  and  he  thought  that  she 
would  keep  afloat  as  far  as  the  harbour. 

He  paoed  to  Decoud,  standing  knee-deep  alongside,  one  of 
the  two  spades  which  belonged  to  the  equipment  of  eadh  lighter 
for  use  when  ballasting  ships.  By  working  with  it  carefully  as 
soon  as  there  was  daylight  enough  to  see,  Decoud  could  loosen 
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a  mass  of  earth  and  stonfis  overhiwiging  the  cavity  in  which 
thiBy  had  depoiited  the  fcreaime,  so  that  it  would  look  as  if  it 
had  fallen  natniaUy.  It  would  cover  up  not  only  the  cavity, 
bat  even  all  traces  of  their  work,  the  footsteps,  the  dispbced 
stones,  and  even  the  broken  bnshes. 

"  Besides,  who  would  tbiuk  of  lookin;^  cither  for  you  or 
the  treiisure  here  ?  "  Nostromo  continued,  as  if  he  conld  not 
tear  himself  away  from  the  spot.  "Nobody  is  ever  likely  to 
come  here.  What  could  any  man  want  with  this  piece  of  earth 
as  long  as  there  is  room  for  his  feet  on  the  mainland  1  The 
people  in  this  conntry  are  not  corioos.  There  are  eyen  no 
fishermen  here  to  intrade  upon  yomr  worship.  All  the  fishing 
that  is  done  in  the  gnlf  goes  on  near  Zapiga,  over  there.  Sefior, 
if  yon  are  forced  to  leave  this  island  before  anything  can  be 
arranged  for  yon,  do  not  try  to  make  for  Zapiira.  It  is  a 
settlement  of  thieves  and  matreros,  where  they  would  cut  your 
throat  promptly  for  the  sake  of  your  gold  watch  and  chain. 
And,  senor,  think  twice  before  confiding  in  any  one  whatever ; 
even  in  the  officers  of  the  Oompany's  steamers,  if  yon  ever  get 
on  board  one.  Honesty  alone  is  not  oiough  for  secnrity.  Yon 
mnst  look  to  discretion  and  pradence  in  a  man.  And  always 
remember,  sefior,  before  yon  open  yonr  lips  for  a  confidence, 
that  this  treasure  may  ]>e  left  safely  here  for  hundreds  of  years. 
Time  is  on  its  side,  senor.  And  silver  is  an  incorruptible 
metal  that  can  be  trusted  to  keep  its  value  for  ever.  .  .  .  An 
incorruptible  metal,"  he  repeated,  as  if  the  idea  had  given 
him  a  profonnd  pleasure. 

''As  some  men  are  said  to  be,"  Decond  pronounced  in- 
scrutably, while  the  Oapataz,  who  busied  himseif  in  baUng  out 
the  lighter  with  a  wooden  bucket,  went  on  throwing  the  water 
over  the  side  with  a  regular  splash.  Decoud,  incorrigible  in  his 
scepticism,  reflected,  not  cynically,  but  with  general  satisfaction, 
that  this  man  was  made  incorruptible  by  his  enormous  vanity, 
that  finest  form  of  egoism  which  can  take  on  the  aspect  of 
every  virtue. 

Nostromo  ceased  baling,  and,  as  if  struck  with  a  sudden 
thought,  drc^ped  the  bucket  with  a  clatter  mto  the  lighter. 
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Have  jon  any  message  ?  *'  he  asked  in  a  loweied  voloe. 
Bemember,  I  shall  be  asked  questions.** 

"  You  must  find  the  hopefnl  words  that  ought  to  be  spoken 
to  the  people  in  town.  I  trust  for  that  your  intelligence  and 
your  experience,  Capataz.   You  understand  ?  " 

"Si,  sefior.  .  .  .  For  the  ladies.*' 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Decoud  hastily.  "  Your  wonderful  repu- 
tation will  make  them  attach  great  value  to  your  words ;  there- 
fore be  careful  what  you  say.  I  am  looking  forwaid,"  he 
continued,  feeling  the  fatal  touch  of  contempt  for  himself  to 
which  his  complex  nature  was  subject,  "  I  am  looking  forward 
to  a  glorious  aud  successful  ending  to  my  mission.  Do  you 
hear,  Capataz  ?  Use  the  words  glorious  and  successful  when 
you  speak  to  the  senorita.  Your  own  mission  is  accomplished 
gloriously  and  successfully.  You  have  indubitably  saved  the 
silver  of  the  mine.  Not  only  this  silver,  but  probably  all  the 
silver  that  shall  ever  come  out  of  it." 

Nostromo  detected  the  ironic  tone.  "  I  dare  say,  Sefior 
Don  Martin,**  he  said  moodily.  "  There  are  very  few  things 
that  I  am  not  equal  to.  Ask  the  foreign  sigfiori.  I,  a  man 
of  the  people,  who  cauuot  always  understand  wluit  you  mean. 
But  as  to  this  lot  which  I  must  leave  here,  let  me  tell  you  that 
I  would  believe  it  in  greater  safety  if  you  had  not  been  with 
me  at  all.** 

An  exclamation  escaped  Decoud,  and  a  short  pause  followed. 
"  Shall  I  go  back  with  you  to  Sulaco  ?  "  he  asked  in  an  angry 
tone. 

^  Shall  I  strike  yon  dead  with  my  knife  where  you  stand  ?  ** 

retorted  Nostromo,  contemptuously.  "  It  would  be  the  same 
thing  as  taking  you  to  Sidaco.  Come,  senor.  Your  reputation 
is  in  your  poUtics,  and  mine  is  bound  up  with  the  fate  of  this 
silver.  Do  you  wonder  I  wish  there  had  been  no  other  man 
to  share  my  knowledge.  I  wanted  no  one  with  me, 
sefior.*' 

^'  You  could  not  haye  kept  the  lighter  afloat  without  me,*' 
Decoud  almost  shouted.  You  would  have  gone  to  the  bottom 
with  her." 
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TeB,*'  uttered  NoBtromo  slowly ;  ''alone." 
Here  was  a  man,  Deoond  reflected,  that  eeemed  as  thongh 

he  would  have  preferred  to  die  rather  than  deface  the  perfect 
form  of  his  egoism.  Such  a  man  was  safe.  In  silence  he 
helped  the  Capataz  to  get  the  grapnel  on  board.  Nostromo 
cleared  the  shelving  shore  with  one  push  of  the  heavy  oar,  and 
Decond  found  himself  solitary  on  the  beach  like  a  man  in  a 
dream.  A  sndden  deeire  to  hear  a  hnman  voice  once  more 
seised  upon  his  heart.  The  lighter  was  hardly  distinguishable 
from  the  black  water  npon  which  she  floated. 

*•  AVhat  do  you  think  has  become  of  Hirsch  ?  "  he  shouted. 

**  Knocked  overboard  and  drowned,"  cried  Xostromo's  voice 
confidently  out  of  the  black  wastes  of  sky  and  sea  around  the 
Islet.  "  Keep  close  in  the  ravine,  se&or.  I  shall  try  to  come 
oat  to  you  in  a  night  or  two." 

A  idight  swiihing  rustle  showed  that  Nostromo  was  setting 
the  sail  It  filled  all  at  once  with  a  sound  as  of  a  single  loud 
dmm-tap.  Decond  went  back  to  the  ravine.  Nostromo,  at 
the  tiller,  looked  back  from  time  to  time  at  the  vanishing 
mass  of  the  Great  Isabel,  which,  little  by  httle,  merged  into 
the  uniform  texture  of  the  night  At  last,  when  he  turned 
his  head  again,  he  saw  nothing  but  a  smooth  darkness,  like  a 
solid  wall. 

Then  he,  too,  experienced  that  feeling  of  soUtode  which 
had  weighed  heavily  on  Decond  after  the  lifter  had  sHpped 
off  the  shore.  But  while  the  man  on  the  island  was  oppressed 
by  a  bizarre  sense  of  unreality  affecting  the  very  gronnd  upon 

which  he  walked,  the  mind  of  the  Capataz  of  the  Cargadores 
turned  alertly  to  the  problem  of  future  conduct.  Nostromo'a 
faculties,  working  on  parallel  lines,  enabled  him  to  steer 
straight,  to  keep  a  look-ont  for  Hermosa,  near  which  he  had 
to  pass,  and  to  try  to  imagine  what  would  happen  to-morrow  in 
Bulaoo.  To-morrow,  or,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  to-day,  since  the 
dawn  was  not  very  far,  Sotillo  would  find  out  in  what  way  the 
treasure  had  gone.  A  gang  of  Oargadores  had  been  employed 
in  loading  it  into  a  railway  track  from  the  Custom  House  stove 
rooms,  and  running  the  truck  on  to  the  wharf.   There  would 
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beamiti  made,  and  ootainly  before  noon  SotiUo  would  know 
in  wbai  manner  the  aQver  had  left  Solaco,  and  who  it  waa 

that  took  it  ont. 

Nostromo's  intention  had  been  to  sail  right  into  the 
harbour  ;  but  at  this  thought  by  a  sudden  touch  of  the  tiller 
he  threw  the  lighter  into  the  wind  and  checked  her  rapid 
way.  Hia  re-appearance  with  the  very  boat  would  raise  sua- 
picions,  would  cause  surmises,  would  absolutely  put  SotiUo  on 
the  track.  He  himaelf  would  be  arrested ;  and  once  in  the 
Calaboao  there  wat  no  saying  what  they  wonld  do  to  him  to 
make  him  speak.  He  trosted  himself,  bat  he  stood  np  to  look 
round.  Near  by,  Hermosa  showed  low  its  white  surface  as 
flat  as  a  table,  with  the  slight  run  of  the  sea  raised  by  the  breeze 
washing  over  its  edges  noisily.  The  lighter  must  be  sank  at 
once. 

He  allowed  her  to  drift  with  her  sail  aback.  There  was 
already  a  good  deal  of  water  in  her.  He  allowed  her  to  drift 
towards  the  harbour  entnince,  and,  letting  the  tiller  swing 
•  about,  squatted  down  and  busied  himself  in  loosening  the 
plug.  With  that  out  she  would  fill  very  quickly,  and  every 
lighter  carried  a  little  iron  ballast— enough  to  make  her  go 
down  when  full  of  water.  When  he  stood  up  again  the  noisy 
Wiish  about  the  Hermosa  sounded  far  away,  almost  inaudible  ; 
and  already  he  could  make  out  the  shape  of  land  about  the 
harbour  entrance.  This  was  a  desperate  affair,  and  he  was  a 
good  swimmer.  A  mile  was  nothing  to  him,  and  he  knew  of 
an  easy  place  for  landing  just  below  the  earthworks  of  the  old 
abandoned  fort.  It  occurred  to  him  with  a  peculiar  fascina- 
tion that  this  fort  was  a  good  place  in  which  to  sleep  the  day 
through  after  so  many  sleepless  nights. 

With  one  blow  of  the  tiller  he  unshipped  for  the  purpose, 
he  knocked  the  plug  out,  but  did  not  take  the  trouble  to 
lower  the  sail.  He  felt  the  water  welling  up  heavily  about  his 
legs  before  he  leaped  on  to  the  ta£traiL  There,  upright  and 
motionless,  in  his  shirt  and  trousers  only,  he  stood  waiting. 
Wh^  he  had  felt  her  settle  he  sprang  far  away  with  a  mighty 
plash. 
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At  once  he  turued  his  head.  The  gloomy  ciooded  dawu 
from  behind  the  moontaing  showed  him  on  the  smooth  watas 
the  ai^r  comer  of  the  flail,  a  dark  wet  triangle  of  canTaa 
waving  slightly  to  and  fro.  He  saw  it  yaniah,  aa  if  jerked 
onder,  and  then  atmokont  for  the  ahme. 
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CHAPTER  L 

DiBBOiLT  the  cargo  boat  had  slipped  away  from  the  wharf  and 
got  lost  in  the  darkness  of  the  harbonr  the  Europeans  of 
Bnlaco  separated,  to  prepare  for  the  coming  of  the  Monterist 
rkgvm^  which  was  approaching  Snlaco  from  the  mountains,  as 

well  as  from  the  sea. 

This  bit  of  manual  work  in  loading  the  silver  was  their 
last  concerted  action.  It  ended  the  three  days  of  danger, 
during  which,  according  to  the  newspaper  press  of  Europe, 
their  ^ergy  had  preserved  the  town  from  the  calamities  of 
popnlar  disorder.  At  the  shore  end  of  the  jetty,  Captain 
Mitchdl  said  good  night  and  tnmed  hack.  His  intention  was 
to  walk  the  planks  of  the  wharf  till  the  steamer  from  Esmeralda 
tnmed  up.  The  engineers  of  the  railway  staff,  collecting  their 
Basque  and  Italian  workmen,  marched  them  away  to  the 
railway  yards,  leaving  the  Custom  House,  so  well  defended  on 
the  first  day  of  the  riot,  standing  open  to  the  four  winds  of 
heaven.  Their  men  had  conducted  themselves  bravely  and 
faithfully  during  the  famous  <^  three  days  *'  of  Snlaco.  In  a 
great  part  this  faithfulness  and  that  courage  had  been  exercised 
in  self-defence  rather  than  in  the  cause  of  those  material 
interests  to  which  Charles  Gould  had  pinned  his  faith. 
Amongst  the  cries  of  tlic  mob  not  the  least  loud  had  been 
the  cry  of  death  to  foreigners.  It  was,  indeed,  a  lucky  cir- 
cnmatauce  for  Bulaco  that  the  relations  of  those  imported 
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workmen  with  the  people  of  Uie  oountry  had  been  nniformly 
bad  from  the  fint. 

Doctor  Monygham,  going  to  the  door  of  Viola's  kitchen^ 
observed  this  retreat  marking  the  end  of  the  foreign  interference, 
this  withdrawal  of  the  army  of  material  progress  from  the 
field  of  Costagiiana  revolutions. 

Algarrobe  torches  carried  on  the  outskirts  of  the  moving 
body  sent  their  penetrating  aroma  into  his  nostrils.  Their 
lighti  sweeping  along  the  front  of  the  honse,  made  the  letters  of 
the  inscription, Albergo  d^taUa  Una,"  leap  ont  black  from 
end  to  end  of  the  long  wall.  His  eyes  blinked  in  the  clear 
blaze.  Several  youni,^  men,  mostly  fair  and  tall,  shepherding 
this  mob  of  dark  bronzed  heads,  surmounted  by  the  glint  of 
slanting  rifle  barrels,  nodded  to  him  familiarly  as  they  went 
by.  The  doctor  was  a  well-known  character.  Some  of  them 
wondered  what  he  was  doing  there.  Then,  on  the  flank 
of  their  workmen  they  tramped  on,  following  the  line  of  rails. 

Withdrawing  yonr  people  from  the  harbour  ?  ^  said  the 
dootor,  addressing  himself  to  the  chief  engineer  of  the  railway, 
who  had  accompanied  Oharles  €k>nld  so  far  on  his  way  to  the 
town,  walking  by  the  side  of  the  horse,  with  his  hand  on  the 
saddle-bow.  They  had  stopped  just  outside  the  open  door  to 
let  the  workmen  cross  the  road. 

*'As  quick  as  I  can.  We  are  not  a  political  faction,^' 
answered  Uie  Engineer  meaningly.  And  we  are  not  going  to 
give  onr  new  rulers  a  handle  against  the  railway.  Yon 
approve  me,  Gonld  ?  *' 

Absolntely,"  said  Charles  Gonld's  impassive  voice,  high  up 
and  outside  the  dim  parallelogram  of  light  falling  on  the  road 
through  the  open  door. 

With  Sotillo  expected  from  one  side,  and  Pedro  Montero 
from  the  other,  the  Engineer-in-chief  *b  only  anxiety  now  was  to 
avoid  a  collision  with  either.  Sulaco,  for  him,  was  a  railway 
station,  a  teraunns,  workshops,  a  great  accumulation  of  stores.  ' 
As  against  the  mob  the  railway  defended  its  property,  bnt 
politically  the  railway  was  neutral  He  was  a  brave  man ;  and 
in  that  spirit  of  neutrality  he  had  carried  proposals  of  truce  to 
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the  self-appointed  chiefs  of  the  popular  party,  the  deputies 
Faentes  and  Gamacho.  Bullets  were  still  fljing  about  when 
he  had  crossed  the  Plasa  on  that  mission,  mving  above  his 
head  a  white  napkin  belonging  to  the  table  linen  of  the 
Ainarilla  Olabi 

He  was  rather  proud  of  this  exploit ;  and  reflecting  that 
the  doctor,  busy  all  day  with  the  wounded  in  the  patio  of  tlie 
Casa  Gould,  had  not  had  time  to  hear  the  news,  he  began  a 
succinct  narrative.  He  had  communicated  to  them  the  intelli- 
gence from  the  Construction  Camp  as  to  Pedro  Montero.  The 
brother  of  the  victorions  general,  he  had  assured  them,  oonld 
be  expected  at  Snlaco  at  any  time  now.  This  news  (as  he 
anticipated),  when  shonted  out  of  the  window  by  Sefior 
Gamacho,  induced  a  rash  of  the  mob  along  the  Caropo  Road 
towards  Rincon.  The  two  deputies  also,  after  shaking  hands 
with  him  effusively,  mounted  and  pralloped  off  to  meet  the 
great  man.  "  I  have  misled  them  a  little  as  to  the  time,"  the 
chief  engineer  confessed.  However  hard  he  rides,  he  can 
scarcely  get  here  before  the  morning.  But  my  object  is 
attained.  I've  secured  several  honrs'  peace  for  the  losing 
party.  Bnt  I  did  not  tell  them  anything  about  Sotillo,  for  fear 
they  would  take  it  into  their  heads  to  try  to  get  hold  of  the 
harbour  again,  either  to  oppose  him  or  welcome  him — there's 
no  saying  which.  There  was  Gould's  silver,  on  which  rests 
the  remnant  of  our  hopes.  Decoud's  retreat  had  to  be  thought 
of,  too.  I  think  the  railway  has  done  pretty  well  by  its  friends 
without  compromising  itself  hopelessly.  Now  the  parties  must 
be  left  to  themselves.*' 

^Costaguana  for  the  Costagnaneroe,**  interjected  the 
doctor, sardonically.  "It  is  a  fine  country,  and  they  have 
raised  a  fine  crop  of  hates,  vengeance,  murder,  and  rapine — 
those  sons  of  the  country." 

"Well,  I  am  one  of  them,"  Charles  Gould's  voice  sounded 
calmly,  and  I  must  l)e  going  on  to  see  to  ray  own  crop  of 
trouble.    My  wife  has  driven  straight  on,  doctor  ?  ** 

"  Yes.  All  was  quiet  on  this  side.  Mrs.  Gould  has  taken 
the  two  girls  with  her." 
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Ohaiki  Qonld  rode  on,  aad  the  engineer^in-ohief  followed 
the  doctor  indoors. 

**  That  man  is  calumess  personified,"  he  said  appreciatively^ 
dropping  on  a  bench,  and  stretching  his  weU-shaped  legs  in 
cycling  stockings  nearly  acroBfl  the  doorway.  "  He  rnoBt  be 
extremely  snre  of  himself." 

"  If  that's  all  he  is  sure  of,  then  he  is  sure  of  nothing," 
said  the  doctor,  fie  had  perched  himself  again  on  the  end  of 
the  table.  He  nnraed  his  cheek  in  the  pahn  of  one  hand, 
while  the  other  sustained  the  elbow.  "  It  is  the  last  thing 
a  man  ought  to  be  sure  of."  The  candle,  half-consumed 
and  burning  dimly  with  a  long  wick,  hghted  up  from  below 
his  inclined  face,  whose  expression,  affected  by  the  drawn-in 
cicatrices  in  the  cheeks,  had  something  vaguely  unnatural,  an 
exaggerated  remorseful  bitterness.  As  he  sat  there  he  had 
the  air  of  meditating  upon  sinistor  things.  The  Engineer-in- 
chief  gazed  at  him  for  a  time  before  he  protested. 

really  don*t  see  that.  For  me  there  seems  to  be 
nothing  else.   However  ** 

He  was  a  wise  man,  but  he  could  not  quite  conceal  his 
contempt  for  that  sort  of  paradox  ;  in  fact.  Dr.  Monygham 
was  not  liked  by  the  Europeans  of  Sulaco.  His  outward 
aspect  of  an  outcast,  which  he  preserved  even  in  Mrs.  Gould's 
drawing-room,  provoked  unfavourable  criticism.  There  could 
be  no  doubt  of  his  inteUigenoe ;  and  as  he  had  lived  for  ovor 
twenty  years  in  tiie  oountry,  the  pessimism  of  his  outlook  could 
not  be  altogether  ignored.  But  instinctively,  in  self-defence 
of  their  activities  and  hopes,  his  hearers  put  it  to  the  account 
of  some  hidden  imperfection  in  the  man's  chamcter.  It  was 
known  tliat  many  years  before,  when  quite  young,  he  had  been 
made  by  Guzman  Bento  chief  medical  oMcer  of  the  army. 
Not  one  of  the  Europeans  then  in  the  service  of  Costaguana 
had  been  so  much  liked  and  trusted  by  the  fierce  old  Dictator. 

Afterwards  his  stoiy  was  not  so  dear.  It  lost  itself 
amongst  the  innumentUe  tales  of  oonspirades  and  plots  against 
the  tyrant  as  a  stream  is  lost  in  an  arid  belt  of  sandy  country 
before  it  emerges,  diminished  and  troubled,  perhaps,  on  the 
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other  side.  He  made  no  secret  of  it  that  he  had  lived  for 
years  in  the  wildest  parts  of  the  Republic,  wandering  with 
almost  onkiiowii  Indian  tribes  in  the  great  foreBts  of  the  far 
interior  where  the  great  rivers  have  their  sonrcee.  Bat  it  was 
mere  aimless  wandering;  he  had  written  nothing,  collected 
nothing,  brought  nothing  for  science  ont  of  the  twilight  of  the 
forests,  which  seemed  to  cling  to  his  battered  penonalitj 
limping  about  Sulaco,  where  it  had  drifted  in  cuiiually,  only 
to  get  stranded  on  the  shores  of  the  sea. 

It  was  also  known  that  he  had  lived  in  a  state  of  destitution 
tQl  the  arrival  of  the  Goulds  from  Europe.  Don  Carlos  and 
Sefiora  Emilia  had  taken  up  the  mad  English  doctor,  when  it 
became  apparent  that  for  all  his  savage  independence  he  conld 
be  tamed  by  kindness.  Perhaps  it  was  only  hanger  that  had 
tamed  him.  In  years  gone  by  he  had  certainly  been  acquainted 
with  Charles  Gould*s  father  in  Sta.  Marta;  and  now,  no 
matter  what  were  the  dark  passages  of  his  history,  as  the 
medical  olhcer  of  the  San  Tome  mine  he  became  a  recognised 
personality.  He  was  recognised,  but  not  unreservedly  accepted. 
So  much  defiant  eccentricity  and  such  an  outspoken  scorn  for 
mankind  seemed  to  point  to  mere  recklessness  of  judgment, 
the  bravado  of  gailt.  Besides,  since  he  had  become  again  of 
some  account,  vague  whispers  had  been  heard  that  years  ago, 
when  fallen  into  disgrace  and  thrown  into  prison  by  Guzman 
Bento  at  the  time  of  the  so-called  Great  Conspiracy,  he  had 
betrayed  some  of  his  best  friends  amongst  the  conspirators. 
Nobody  pretended  to  believe  that  whisper  ;  the  whole  story  of 
the  Great  Conspiracy  was  hopelessly  involved  and  obscure  ;  it  is 
admitted  in  Costaguana  that  there  never  had  been  a  con* 
spiracy  eioept  in  the  diseased  imagination  of  the  Tyrant ;  and, 
therefore,  nothing  and  no  one  to  betray ;  though  the  most  dis- 
tinguished  Costaguaneros  had  been  imprisoned  and  executed 
upon  that  accusation.  The  procedure  had  dragged  on  for 
years,  decimating  the  better  class  like  a  pestikuco.  The  mere 
expression  of  sorrow  for  the  fate  of  executed  kinsmen  had  been 
punished  with  death.  Don  Jos6  Avellanos  was  perhaps  the 
only  one  liviog  who  knew  the  whole  story  of  those  unspeakable 


Digitized  by  Googk 


.  262 


KOSTBOMa 


cradtiefl.  He  had  Buffered  from  them  himself,  and  he,  with  a 
flhnig  of  the  shoolden  and  a  nervous,  jerky  gesture  of  the 
arm,  was  wont  to  put  away  from  him,  as  it  were,  every 
allasion  to  it.  But  whatever  the  reason,  Dr.  Monygham,  a 
personaj^e  in  the  administration  of  the  Gould  Concession, 
treated  with  reverent  awe  by  the  miners,  and  indulged  in  his 
peonliarities  by  Mrs.  Gould,  remained  somehow  outside  the  pale. 

It  was  not  from  any  liking  for  the  doctor  that  the 
Engineerin-chief  had  lingered  in  the  inn  npon  the  plain.  He 
liked  old  Viohi  mnch  better.  He  had  oome  to  look  npon  the 
Albergo  d'ltalia  Una  as  a  dependence  of  the  railway.  Mauy 
of  his  subordinates  had  their  quarter  there.  Mrs.  Gould's 
interest  in  the  family  confeiTt'd  upon  it  a  sort  of  distinction. 
The  Englneer-in-chief,  with  an  army  of  workers  under  his 
orders,  appreciated  the  moral  ioflaence  of  the  old  Garibaldino 
upon  his  countrymen.  His  anstere,  old-world  Republicanism 
had  a  severe  soldier-like  standard  of  faithf alneas  and  duty  as 
if  the  world  were  a  battlefield  where  men  had  to  fight  for  the 
sake  of  tmiyersal  love  and  brotherhood,  instead  of  a  more  or 
IcoS  large  share  of  booty. 

"  Poor  old  cliap  1  "  he  said,  after  he  had  heard  the  doctor's 
account  of  Teresa.  "  He'll  never  be  able  to  keep  the  place 
going  by  liimself.    I  shall  be  sorry." 

He's  quite  alone  up  there,"  grunted  Doctor  Monygham, 
with  a  toss  of  his  heavy  head  towards  the  narrow  staizcase. 
**  Every  living  soul  has  cleared  out,  and  Mrs.  Gould  took  the 
girls  away  just  now.  It  might  not  be  overeafe  for  them  out 
here  before  very  long.  Of  course,  as  a  doctor  I  can  do  nothing 
more  here  ;  bat  she  has  asked  me  to  stay  witli  old  Viola,  and 
as  I  have  no  horse  to  get  back  to  the  mine,  where  I  ought  to 
be,  I  made  no  difiicolty  to  stay.  They  can  do  without  me  in 
the  town." 

I  have  a  good  mmd  to  remain  with  you,  doctor,  till  we 
see  whether  anything  happens  to-night  at  the  harbour,*' 
declared  tiie  Engineer-in-chief.  He  must  not  be  molested 
by  Sotillo*s  soldiery,  who  may  push  on  as  far  as  this  at  once. 
Sotillo  used  to  be  very  cordial  to  me  at  the  Goulds,  and  at  Lhe 
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clab.  How  diat  man*ll  ever  dare  to  look  any  of  his  friends 
here  in  the  face  I  can't  imagine.'* 

**  He'll  uo  doubt  begin  by  shooting  some  of  them  to  get 
over  the  fii^st  awkwardness,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Nothing  in 
this  country  serves  better  your  military  man  who  has  changed 
sides  than  a  few  sommary  execation£«'*  He  spoke  with  a 
gloomy  positiveness  that  left  no  room  for  protest.  The 
Engineer-in-chief  did  not  attempt  anj.  He  simplj  nodded 
several  tunes  regretfnUj,  then  said — 

^  I  think  we  shall  be  able  to  monnt  yon  in  the  mornings 
doctor.  Our  peons  have  recovered  some  of  onr  stampeded 
horses.  By  riding  hard  and  taking  a  wide  circuit  by  Los 
Hatos  and  along  the  edge  of  the  forest,  clear  of  Rincon 
altogether,  you  may  hope  to  reach  the  San  Tome  bridge  with- 
out being  interfered  with.  The  mine  is  just  now,  to  my  mind, 
the  safest  place  for  anybody  at  all  compromised.  I  only  wish 
the  railway  was  as  difficnlt  to  tonch.*' 

Am  I  compromised  ?  **  Doctor  Uonygham  brought  oat 
slowly  after  a  short  silence. 

"  The  whole  Gould  Concession  is  compromised.  It  could 
not  have  remained  for  ever  outside  the  political  life  of  the 
country — if  those  convulsions  may  be  called  life.  The  thing 
is — can  it  be  touched  ?  The  moment  was  bound  to  come  when 
neutrality  would  become  impossible,  and  Charles  Gould  under- 
stood this  well.  I  believe  he  is  prepared  for  every  extremity. 
A  man  of  his  sort  has  never  contemplated  remaining  indefi- 
nitely at  the  mercy  of  ignorance  and  corruption.  It  was  like 
being  a  prisoner  in  a  cavern  of  banditti  witii  the  price  of  yonr 
ransom  in  your  pocket,  and  buyini^  your  life  from  day  to  day. 
Your  mere  safety,  not  your  liberty,  mind,  doctor.  I  know 
what  I  am  talking  about.  The  image  at  which  you  shrug 
your  shoulders  is  perfectly  correct,  especially  if  you  conceive 
such  a  prisoner  endowed  with  the  power  of  replenishing  his 
•pocket  by  means  as  remote  from  the  faculties  of  his  captors  as 
h  they  were  magic.  Yon  must  have  understood  that  as  well 
as  I  do,  doctor*  He  was  in  the  position  of  tiie  goose  with  the 
golden  eggs.   I  broached  this  matter  to  him  as  far  back  as 
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Sir  Jobn'*^  visit  here.  The  prisoner  of  stupid  and  greedy 
banditti  is  always  at  the  mercy  of  the  fiiat  imbecile  raffiAn, 
wbo  may  blow  oat  his  brains  in  a  fit  of  temper  or  for  some 
proipeci  of  an  immediate  Ing  haal.  The  tale  of  killing 
the  gooee  with  the  golden  egga  has  not  been  evol^ 
for  nothing  out  of  the  wisdom  of  mankind.  It  is  a  story  that 
will  never  grow  old.  That  is  why  Charles  Gould  in  his 
deep,  dumb  way  has  countenanced  the  Kibierist  Mandate, 
the  first  public  act  that  promised  him  safety  on  other  than 
venal  grounds.  Kibierism  has  failed,  as  everything  merely 
rational  fails  in  this  country.  But  Gould  remains  logical  in 
wishing  to  save  this  big  lot  of  silver.  Deoood's  plan  of  a 
connter-revolntion  may  be  practicable  or  not^  it  may  have  a 
chanoe,or  it  may  not  have  a  oliance.  With  all  my  experienoe 
of  this  revolntionary  continent,  I  can  hardly  yet  look  at  their 
methods  seriously.  Decoud  has  been  reading  to  us  his  draft  of 
a  proclamation,  and  talking  very  well  for  two  hours  about  his 
plan  of  action,  lie  had  arguments  which  should  have  appeared 
solid  enoogh  if  we,  members  of  old,  stable  political  and  national 
organisations,  were  not  startled  by  the  mere  idea  of  a  new 
State  evolved  like  this  ont  of  the  head  of  a  scoffing  yonng  man 
fleeing  for  his  life,  with  a  proclamation  in  his  pocket,  to  a 
Tongh,  jeering,  half-bred  swasbbnoklar,  who  in  this  part  of  the 
world  is  called  a  general.  It  sounds  like  a  comic  fairy  tale — 
and  behold,  it  may  come  off ;  because  it  is  true  to  the  very 
spirit  of  the  country." 

"  Is  the  silver  gone  off,  then  ?  "  asked  the  doctor,  moodily. 

The  chief  engineer  pulled  out  his  watch.  *'  By  Captain 
Mitchell's  reckoning^-and  he  onght  to  know— it  has  been  gone 
long  enough  now  to  be  some  three  or  f onr  miles  outside  the 
harbour ;  and,  as  Mitchell  says,  ^  Nostromo  is  the  sort  of  seaman 
to  make  the  best  of  his  opportunities."  Here  the  doctor 
grunted  so  heavily  that  the  other  changed  his  tone. 

"  You  have  a  poor  opinion  of  that  move,  doctor  ?  But 
why  ?  Charles  Gould  has  got  to  play  his  game  out,  though  he 
is  not  the  man  to  formulate  his  conduct  even  to  himself, 
perhaps,  let  alone  to  others.  It  may  be  that  the  game  has 
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been  partly  suggested  to  him  by  Holroyd  ;  bat  it  aoooids  with 
his  character,  too ;  and  that  is  why  it  has  been  so  snocessfol. 
HaTtti*t  they  oome  to  calling  him  '  El  Bey  de  Salaoo'  in  Sta. 
Marta  ?  A  nickname  may  be  the  best  record  of  a  sncoess. 
Tint's  what  I  call  potting  the  face  of  a  joke  npon  the  body 
of  a  troth.  My  dear  sir,  when  I  first  arrived  in  Sta.  Marta 
I  was  struck  by  the  way  all  those  journalists,  demagogues, 
members  of  Congress,  and  all  those  generals  and  judges  cringed 
before  a  sleepy-eyed  advocate  without  practice  simply  because 
he  was  the  plenipotentiary  of  the  Gould  Concession.  Sir 
John  when  he  came  ont  was  imimned,  too.'* 

A  new  State^  xrith  that  plump  dandy,  Decond,  for  the 
first  President,"  mused  Br.  Honygham,  nursing  his  cheek  and 
swinging  his  legs  all  the  time. 

**  Upon  my  word,  and  why  not  ? "  the  chief  engineer 
retorted  in  an  unexpectedly  earnest  and  confidential  voice.  It 
was  as  if  something  subtle  in  the  air  of  Costaguana  had  inocu- 
lated him  Yfitk  the  local  faith  in  ^*  pronnnoiamientos.'*  All  at 
once  he  began  to  talk,  like  an  expert  revolationist,  of  the 
instrnment  ready  to  hand  in  the  intact  army  at  Oayta,  which 
oonld  be  brought  back  in  a  few  days  to  Snlaoo  if  oidy  Decond 
managed  to  make  his  way  at  once  down  the  coast.  For  the 
military  chief  there  was  Barrios,  who  had  nothing  but  a  bullet 
to  expect  from  Montero,  his  former  professional  rival  and 
bitter  enemy.  Barrios's  concurrence  was  assured.  As  to  his 
army,  it  had  nothing  to  expect  from  Montero  either  ;  not  even 
a  month's  pay.  From  that  point  of  yiew  the  existence  of  the 
treasure  was  of  enormous  ^importance.  The  mere  knowledge 
that  it  had  been  sayed  from  the  Monterists  would  be  a  strong 
inducement  for  the  Cayta  troops  to  embrace  the  cause  of  the 
new  State. 

The  doctor  turned  round  and  contemplated  his  companion 
for  some  time. 

**  This  Decoud,  I  see,  is  a  persuasive  young  beggar,"  he 
remarked  at  last.  "  And  pray  is  it  for  this,  then,  that  Charles 
Gould  has  let  the  whole  lot  of  ingots  go  out  to  sea  in  charge  of 
that  Nostrano  ? 
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"  Charles  Gould,"  said  the  Engineer-in-chief,  "  has  said  no 
more  about  his  motive  than  usual.  You  know,  he  doesn't 
talk.  But  we  all  here  know  his  motive,  and  he  has  only  one — 
the  safety  of  the  San  Tom^  mine  with  the  preservation  of  the 
OoqM  Oonoeasion  in  the  spirit  of  his  compact  with  Holroyd. 
Holroyd  is  another  uncommon  man.  They  nnderstand  each 
other's  imaginative  side.  Que  is  thirty,  the  other  nearly  sixty, 
and  they  have  been  made  for  each  other.  To  be  a  millionaire, 
and  such  a  millionaire  as  Holroyd,  is  like  being  eternally 
youug.  The  audacity  of  youth  reckons  upon  what  it  fancies 
an  unlimited  time  at  its  disposal ;  but  a  millionaire  has  nn- 
limited  means  in  his  hand — ^which  is  better.  One*s  time  on 
earth  is  an  nncertain  quantity,  but  about  the  long  reach  of 
millions  there  is  no  doubt.  The  introduction  of  a  pore  f  onn 
of  Ohristianity  into  this  continent  is  a  dream  for  a  youthful 
enthusiast,  and  I  have  been  trying  to  explain  to  you  why 
Holroyd  at  fifty-eight  is  like  a  man  on  the  threshold  of  life, 
and  better,  too.  He's  not  a  missionary,  but  the  San  Tome 
mine  holds  just  that  for  him.  I  assure  you,  in  sober  truth, 
that  he  could  not  manage  to  keep  this  out  of  a  strictly  business 
conference  upon  the  finances  of  Ckwtaguana  he  had  with  Sur 
John  a  couple  of  yean  ago.  Bur  John  mentioned  it  with 
amasement  in  a  letter  he  wrote  to  me  here,  from  San  Francisco, 
when  on  his  way  home.  Upon  my  word,  doctor,  things  seem 
to  be  worth  nothing  by  wliat  they  are  in  themselves.  I 
begin  to  believe  that  the  only  solid  thing  about  them  is  the 
spiritual  value  which  every  one  discovers  in  his  own  form  of 
activity  " 

'^Bah  I  **  interrupted  the  doctor,  without  stopping  for  an 
instant  the  idle  swinging  movement  of  his  legs.  Seif-flatteiy. 
Food  for  that  vanity  which  makes  the  world  go  round.  Mean- 

time,  what  do  you  think  is  going  to  happen  to  the  treasure 
floating  about  the  gulf  with  the  great  Capataz  and  the  great 
pohtician  ?  " 

"  Why  are  you  uneasy  about  it,  doctor  ?  " 
I  uneasy  !   And  what  the  devil  is  it  to  me  ?   I  put  no 
spiritual  value  into  my  desires,  or  my  opinions,  or  my  actions. 
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They  have  not  enough  vastness  to  give  me  room  for  self-flatteiy. 
Looky  for  inafcance,  I  ahoold  certainly  have  liked  to  ease  the 
last  momentB  of  that  poor  woman.  And  I  can't.  It's  im- 
possible. Have  yon  met  the  impoBsible  face  to  face— or 
have  yon,  the  Napoleon  of  railways,  no  such  word  in  yonr 
dictionaiy  ?  '* 

"  Is  she  bound  to  have  a  very  bad  time  of  it  ?  "  asked  the 
chief  engineer,  with  humane  concern. 

Slow,  heavy  footsteps  moved  across  the  planks  above  the 
heavy  hard  wood  beams  of  the  kitchen.  Then  down  the 
narrow  opening  of  the  staircase  made  in  the  thickness  of  the 
wall,  and  narrow  enough  to  be  defended  by  one  man  against 
twenty  enemies,  came  the  mnrmnr  of  two  Toioes,  one  faint 
and  broken,  the  other  deep  and  gentle  answering  it,  and  in  its 
graver  tone  covering  the  weaker  sound. 

The  two  men  remained  still  and  silent  till  the  murmurs 
ceased,  then  the  doctor  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  muttered — 
Yes,  she's  bonnd  to.  And  I  oonld  do  nothing  if  I  went 
np  now." 

A  long  period  of  silence  above  and  below  ensned. 
I  fancy,"  began  the  engineer,  in  a  subdued  voice,  Uiat 

you  mifltmst  Captain  Mitchell's  Capataz." 

"  ]\Iistrust  him  I  "  muttered  the  doctor  through  his  teeth. 
"  I  believe  him  capable  of  anything — even  of  the  most  absurd 
fidelity.  I  am  the  last  person  he  spoke  to  before  he  left  the 
wharf,  you  know.  The  poor  woman  up  there  wanted  to  see. 
him,  and  I  let  him  go  up  to  her.  The  dying  must  not  be  ' 
contradicted,  yon  know.  She  seemed  then  fairly  calm  and 
resigned,  but  the  scoundrel  in  those  ten  minutes  or  so  has  done 
or  said  something  which  seems  to  have  driven  her  into  despair. 
You  know,"  went  on  the  doctor,  hesitatingly,  "  women  are  so 
very  unaccountable  in  every  position,  and  at  all  times  of  life, 
that  I  thought  sometimes  she  was  in  a  way,  don't  you  see  ?  in 
love  with  him — the  Capataz.  The  rascal  has  his  own  charm 
undubitably,  or  he  would  not  have  made  the  conquest  of  all  the 
populace  of  the  town.  No,  no,  I  am  not  absurd.  I  may  have 
given  a  wrong  name  to  some  strong  sentiment  for  hun  on  her 
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part,  to  an  unreasonable  and  simple  attitude  a  woman  is  apt  to 
take  up  emotionally  towards  a  man.  She  used  to  abuse  him  to 
me  frequently,  which,  of  cotine,  is  not  inconsistent  with  my 
idea.  Not  at  all.  It  looked  to  me  as  if  she  were  always  think- 
ing of  him.  He  was  something  important  in  her  life.  Yon 
know,  I  have  seen  a  lot  of  those  people.  Whenever  I  came 
down  from  the  mine  Mrs.  Gould  used  to  ask  me  to  keep  my 
eye  on  them.  She  likes  Italians  ;  she  has  lived  a  long  time  in 
Italy,  I  believe,  and  she  took  a  special  fancy  to  that  old 
Gkiribaldino.  A  remarkable  chap  enough.  A  rugged  and 
dreamy  character,  living  in  the  republicanism  of  his  young 
days  as  if  in  a  cloud.  He  has  encouraged  much  of  the 
Gapataz*  oonf onnded  nonsense— the  high-strong,  exalted  okl 
beggar  I 

"  What  sort  of  nonsense  ?  "  wondered  the  chief  engineer. 
"I  fonnd  the  Capataz  always  a  very  shrewd  and  sensible 
fellow,  absolutely  fearless,  and  remarkably  useful.  A  perfect 
handy  man.  Sir  John  was  greatly  impressed  by  his  resourceful- 
ness and  attention  when  he  made  that  overland  journey  from 
Sta.  Marta.  Later  on,  as  you  might  have  heard,  he 
rendered  us  a  sendee  by  disclosing  to  the  then  chief  of  police 
the  presence  in  the  town  of  some  professional  thieves,  who 
came  from  a  distance  to  wreck  and  rob  our  monthly  pay  train. 
He  h;is  certainly  organised  the  lighterage  service  of  the 
harbour  for  the  O.S.N.  Company  with  great  ability.  He 
knows  how  to  make  himself  obeyed,  foreigner  though  he  is. 
It  is  true  that  the  Cargadores  are  strangers  here  too,  for  the 
most  part — ^immigrants,  Islenos." 

**His  prestige  is  his  fortune,**  muttered  the  doctor, 
sourly. 

"  The  man  has  proved  his  Iraitworlhiness  up  to  the  hilt  on 

innumerable  occasions  and  in  all  sorts  of  ways,"  argued  the 
engineer.  "  When  this  question  of  the  silver  arose.  Captain 
Mitchell  naturally  was  very  warmly  of  the  opinion  that  his 
Gapataz  was  the  only  man  fit  for  the  trust.  As  a  sailor,  of 
course,  I  suppose  so.  But  as  a  man,  don't  you  know,  Gould, 
Peooud,  and  myself  judged  that  it  didn't  matter  in  the  least 
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who  went.  Any  boatman  would  have  done  just  as  well. 
Pray,  what  could  a  thief  do  with  such  a  lot  of  ingots  ?  If 
he  ran  oft  with  them  he  would  have  in  the  end  to  land  some- 
where, and  howooold  he  conceal  his  cargo  from  the  knowledge 
of  tihe  people  aaliwe  ?  We  diamiflBed  that  oonmdeiation  from 
our  minds.  ItoreoTer,  Deoond  was  going.  There  have  been 
oooasions  when  the  Capatas  has  been  more  implicitly  trasted.'* 

"  He  took  a  slightly  different  view,"  the  doctor  said.  "  I 
heard  him  declare  in  this  very  room  that  it  would  be  the  most 
desperate  affair  of  his  life.  He  made  a  sort  of  verbal  will  here 
in  my  hearing,  appointing  old  Yiola  his  executor ;  and,  by 
Jove  I  do  yon  know,  he — he's  not  grown  rich  by  his  fidelity  to 
yon  good  people  of  the  railway  and  ^e  barbonr.  I  snppose 
he  obtains  some — ^how  do  yon  say  that? — some  spiritnal 
yalne  for  his  labours,  or  else  I  don't  know  why  the  devil 
he  should  be  faithful  to  you,  Gould,  Mitchell,  or  anybody 
else.  He  knows  this  comitry  well.  He  knows,  for  in- 
stance, that  Gamacho,  the  Deputy  from  Javira,  has  been 
nothing  else  but  a  *  tramposo  *  of  the  commonest  sort,  a  petty 
pedlar  of  the  Campo,  till  he  managed  to  get  enough  goods  on 
credit  from  Anzani  to  open  a  little  store  in  the  wilds,  and  got 
himself  elected  by  the  dmnken  Mozos  that  hang  abont  the 
Estancias  and  the  poorest  sort  of  rancheros  who  were  in  hm 
debt.  And  Gamadio,  who  UMnorrow  will  be  probably  one 
of  our  high  officials,  is  a  stranger  too— an  Isleno.  He  might 
have  been  a  Cargador  on  the  O.S.N,  wharf  had  he  not  (the 
posadero  of  Rincon  is  ready  to  swear  it)  murdered  a  pedlar 
in  the  woods  and  stolen  his  pack  to  begin  life  on.  And  do 
yon  think  that  Ghunacho,  then,  wonld  have  ever  become  a 
hero  with  the  demooiacy  of  this  place,  like  onr  Capataz  ?  Of 
coarse  not.  He  isn*t  half  the  man.  No  ;  decidedly,  I  think 
that  Nostromo  is  a  fool.*' 

The  doctor's  talk  was  distasteful  to  the  builder  of  rail- 
ways. **  It  is  impossible  to  argue  that  point,"  he  said  philo- 
sophically. "  Each  man  has  his  gifts.  You  should  have  heard 
Gamacho  haranguing  his  friends  in  the  street.  He  has  a 
howling  voice,  and  he  shouted  like  mad,  lifting  his  clenched 


1 


Digitized  by  Google 


270 


NOSTROMO, 


fist  right  above  his  head,  aud  throwing  his  body  half  out  of 
the  window.  At  every  pause  the  rabble  below  yelled,  *  Down 
with  the  Oligarchs  I  Viva  la  Libertad  I '  Fuentes  inside 
looked  extremely  miserable.  You  know,  he  is  the  brother  of 
Jorge  Faentes,  who  has  been  Mmistar  of  the  Interior  for  eix 
months  or  so  some  few  yean  back.  Of  oonrse,  he  has  no  ocm- 
Bcience ;  bnt  he  is  a  man  of  birth  and  ednoation — at  one  time 
the  director  of  the  Customs  of  Cayta.  That  idiot-brute 
Gamacho  fastened  himself  upon  him  with  his  following  of  the 
lowest  rabble.  His  sickly  fear  of  that  rufiian  was  the  most 
rejoicing  sight  imaginable." 

He  got  up  and  went  to  the  door  to  look  out  towards  the 
harboor.  Ail  quiet,"  he  said ;  I  wonder  if  Sotilio  really 
means  to  tnm  np  here  ?  " 
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CHAPTER  II 

Captaih  Mitchbll,  pacing  the  wharf,  was  asking  himself  the 
flame  question.  There  was  always  the  douht  whether  the 
warning  of  the  Esmeralda  telegraphist— a  fragmentary  and 
intermpted  meBsage — ^had  been  properly  understood.  How- 
ever, the  good  man  had  made  np  his  mind  not  to  go  to  bed  till 
daj light,  if  even  then.  He  imagined  himself  to  have  rendered 
an  enormous  service  to  Charles  Gould.  When  he  thought  of 
the  saved  silver  he  rubbed  his  hands  together  with  satisfaction. 
In  his  simple  way  he  was  proud  at  being  a  party  to  this 
extremely  clever  expedient.  It  was  he  who  had  given  it  a 
practical  shape  by  suggesting  the  possibility  of  intercepting  at 
sea  the  north-bonnd  steamer.  And  it  was  advantageons  to  his 
Company  too,  whidi  wonid  have  lost  a  valnable  freight  if  the 
treasnre  had  been  left  ashore  to  be  confiscated.  The  pleasure 
of  disappointing  the  Monterists  was  also  very  great.  Authori- 
tative by  temperament  and  the  long  habit  of  command, 
Captain  Mitchell  was  no  democrat.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to 
profess  a  contempt  for  parliamentarism  itself.  "His  Excel- 
lency Don  Vincente  Ribiera,*'  he  used  to  say, "  whom  I  and  that 
fellow  of  mine,  Noetromo,  had  the  honour,  sir,  and  the  pleasure 
of  saving  from  a  cruel  death,  deferred  too  much  to  his  Con- 
gress.  It  was  a  mistake-Hi  distinct  mistake,  sir." 

The  guileless  old  seaman  superintending  the  O.S.N,  service 
imagined  that  the  last  three  days  had  exhausted  every  startling 
surprise  the  political  life  of  Costaguana  could  offer.  He  used 
to  confess  afterwaixis  that  the  events  which  followed  surpassed 
his  imagination.  To  begin  with,  Sulaco  (because  of  the  seizure 
of  the  cables  and  the  disorganisation  of  the  steam  servioe) 
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remained  for  a  whole  fortnight  cat  off  from  the  rest  of  the 
world  like  a  besieged  city. 

"  One  would  not  have  believed  it  poasible ;  bat  so  it  was, 
lir.  A  fall  fortnight;' 

The  aocoant  of  the  eitnordiotfy  things  that  happened 
dnring  that  time,  and  ihe  powerfoi  emotions  he  experienced, 
acquired  a  wearisome  impressiveness  from  ihe  pompons  manner 
of  his  personal  narrative.  He  opened  it  always  by  assuring 
his  hearer  that  he  was  **  in  the  thick  of  things  from  first  to 
last."  Then  he  would  boLnn  by  describing  the  patting  away 
of  the  silver,  and  his  natural  anxiety  lest  "  his  fellow  '*  in 
charge  of  the  lighter  should  make  some  mistake.  Apart  from 
the  loss  of  so  mnch  preoions  metal,  the  life  of  Se&or  Martin 
Decond,  an  agreeable,  wealthy,  and  well-inf<»med  yoong 
gentleman,  wonld  have  been  jeopardised  through  his  falling 
into  the  hands  of  his  political  enemies.  Captain  Mitchell  also 
admitted  that  in  his  solitary  vigil  on  the  wharf  he  had  felt  a 
certain  measure  of  concern  for  the  future  of  the  whole  country. 

"A  feeling,  sir,"  he  explained,  "perfectly  comprehensible 
in  a  man  properly  grateful  for  the  many  kindnesses  received 
from  the  best  families  ci  merchants  and  other  native  gentle- 
men of  indepmdent  means,  who,  barely  saved  by  ns  from 
the  ezoeeses  Uie  mob,  seemed,  to  my  mind*s  eye,  destined  to 
become  ihe  prey  in  peison  and  fcntnne  of  the  native  soldiery, 
which,  as  is  well  known,  behave  with  regrettable  barbarity  to 
the  inhabitants  during  their  civil  commotions.  And  then,  sir, 
there  were  the  Goulds,  for  both  of  whom,  man  and  wife,  I 
could  not  but  entertain  the  warmest  feelings  deserved  by  their 
hospitality  and  kindness.  I  felt,  too,  the  dangers  of  the  gentle- 
men of  the  AmarillaOlnb,  who  had  made  me  honorary  member, 
and  had  treated  me  with  nniform  regard  and  civility,  both  in 
my  capacity  of  Oonsnlar  Agent  and  as  Superintendent  of  an 
important  Steam  Service.  Miss  Antonia  Avellanos,  the  most 
beautiful  and  accomplished  young  lady  whom  it  had  ever  been 
my  pri\  ilege  to  speak  to,  was  not  a  little  in  my  mind,  I  confess. 
How  the  interests  of  my  Company  would  be  affected  by  the 
impending  change  of  ofdcials  claimed  a  large  share  of  my 
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attention  too.  In  short,  sir,  I  was  extremely  anxiom  and  very 
tiredy  as  yon  may  suppose,  by  the  exciting  and  memorable 
eventB  in  which  I  had  taken  my  little  part.   The  Company's 

bnUding  containing  my  residence  was  within  five  minutes' 
walk,  with  the  attraction  of  some  supper  and  of  my  hammock 
(I  always  take  my  nightly  rest  in  a  hammock,  as  the  most 
suitable  to  the  climate)  ;  but  somehow,  sir,  though  evidently  I 
could  do  nothing  for  any  one  by  remaining  about,  I  could  not 
tear  myself  away  from  that  whi^,  where  the  fatigue  made  me 
stumble  painfully  at  times.  The  night  was  excessively  dark — 
the  darkest  I  remember  in  my  life ;  so  that  I  began  to  think 
that  the  arrival  of  the  transport  from  Esmeralda  conld  not 
possibly  take  place  before  daylight,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of 
navigating  the  Gulf.  The  mosquitoes  bit  like  fury.  AYe  have 
been  infested  here  with  mos({uitoes  before  the  Inte  improve- 
ments ;  a  peculiar  harbour  brand,  sir,  renowned  for  its  ferocity. 
They  were  like  a  cloud  about  my  head,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder 
that  bnt  for  their  attacks  I  wonld  have  dozed  off  as  I  walked 
np  and  down,  and  got  a  heavy  fall.  I  kept  on  smoking  cigar 
after  cigar,  more  to  protect  myself  from  being  eaten  op  alive 
than  from  any  real  relish  for  the  weed.  Then,  sir,  when 
perhaps  for  the  twentieth  time  I  was  approaching  my  watch  to 
the  lighted  end  in  order  to  see  the  time,  and  observing  with 
surprise  that  it  wanted  yet  ten  minutes  to  midnight,  I  heard 
the  plash  of  a  ship's  propeller — an  unmistakable  sound  to  a 
sailor's  ear  on  such  a  calm  night.  It  was  faint  indeed,  because 
they  were  advandng  with  precaution  and  dead  slow,  both  on 
aoconnt  of  tiie  darkness  and  from  their  desire  of  not  revealing 
too  soon  their  presence  :  a  very  unnecessary  care,  because,  I 
verily  believe,  in  all  the  cnomons  extent  of  this  harbour  I  was 
the  only  living  soul  about.  Even  the  usual  staff  of  watchmen 
and  others  had  been  absent  from  their  posts  for  several  nights 
owing  to  the  disturbances.  I  stood  stock  still,  after  dropping 
and  stamping  out  my  dgar — a  circumstance  highly  agreeable, 
I  should  think,  to  the  mosquitoes,  if  I  may  jndge  from  the 
state  of  my  faoenext  morning.  Bnt  that  was  a  trifling  incon* 
venienoe  in  comparison  wiih  the  famtal  proceedings  I  became 
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victim  of  on  the  part  of  SotiUo.  Something  utterly  inoonoel?- 
aUe,  Bir ;  more  like  the  proceedings  of  ft  maniac  than  tlra 
action  oi  a  nne  man,  however  loet  to  all  mam  of  hononr  and 
deeencj.  Bnt  Sotillo  was  f nxions  at  the  f ailnre  of  his  Uueviah 

scheme." 

In  this  Captain  ^litchell  was  right.  Sotillo  was  indeed 
infuriated.  Captain  Mitchell,  however,  had  not  been  arrested 
at  once  ;  a  vivid  cnriosity  induced  him  to  remain  on  the  wharf 
(which  is  nearly  two  hundred  and  ifty  yards  long)  to  see,  or 
rather  hear,  the  whole  process  of  disembarkation.  CJoncealed 
by  the  railway  tmck  need  for  silver,  which  had  been  ran  back 
afterwards  to  the  shore  end  of  the  jetty,  Captain  Mitchell 
saw  the  small  detachment  thrown  forward,  a  pass  by,  taking 
different  directions  upon  the  plain.  Meantime  the  troups  were 
being  landed  and  formed  into  a  column,  whose  head  crept  up 
gradually  so  close  to  him  that  he  made  it  out,  barring  nearly 
the  whole  width  of  the  wharf,  only  a  very  few  yards  from  him. 
Then  the  low,  shoffliog,  murmuring,  clinking  sounds  ceased, 
and  the  whole  mass  remained  for  about  an  hour  motionless 
and  silent,  awaiting  the  return  of  the  scouts.  On  land  nothing 
was  to  be  heard  except  the  deep  baying  of  the  mastifh  at  the 
railway  yards,  answered  by  the  faint  barking  of  the  ours 
infesting  the  outer  limits  of  the  town.  A  detached  kiiuL  of 
dark  shapes  stood  in  front  of  the  head  of  the  column. 

J^resently  the  picket  at  the  end  of  the  wharf  began  to 
challenge  in  undertones  single  figures  approaching  from  the 
plain.  Those  messengers  sent  back  from  the  scouting  parties 
flung  to  ^eir  comrades  brief  sentences  and  passed  on  rapidly, 
becoming  lost  in  the  great  motionless  mass,  to  make  their 
report  to  the  Staff.  It  occurred  to  Captain  Mitdidl  that  his 
position  could  become  disagreeable  and  perhf^  dangerous, 
when  suddenly,  at  the  head  of  the  jetty,  there  was  a  shout  of 
command,  a  bugle  call,  followed  by  a  stir  and  a  ratthng  of 
arms,  and  a  murmuring  noise  that  ran  right  up  the  column. 
Near  by  a  loud  voice  directed  hurriedly,  Push  that  railway 
ear  out  of  the  way  I At  the  rush  of  bare  feet  to  execute  the 
order  Cai^tain  Mitchell  skipped  back  a  pace  or  two ;  the  oar, 
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Buddenlj  impelled  hj  many  hands,  flew  away  from  him  along 
the  rails,  and  before  he  knew  what  had  happened  he  found 
himself  surrounded  and  seized  by  his  arms  and  the  collar  of  his 
coat. 

We  have  caogkt  a  man  hiding  here,  mi  tenimte !  *'  cried 
one  of  his  captors. 

Hold  him  on  one  side  Ull  the  rearguard  comes  along," 
answered  the  voice.  The  whole  column  streamed  past  Captain 
MitcheU  at  a  run,  the  thundering  noise  of  their  feet  dying 
away  suddenly  on  the  shore.  His  captors  held  him  tightly, 
disregarding  his  declaration  that  he  was  an  Englishman  and 
his  loud  demands  to  be  taken  at  once  before  their  commanding 
officer.  Finally  he  lapsed  into  dignified  silence.  With  a  hollow 
rumble  of  wheels  on  the  planks  a  couple  of  field  guns,  dragged  by 
hand,  rolled  by.  Then,  after  a  small  body  of  men  had  marched 
past  escorting  f onr  or  five  figures  which  walked  in  advance,  with 
a  jingle  of  steel  scabbards,  he  felt  a  tug  at  his  arms,  and  was 
ordered  to  come  along.  During  the  passage  from  the  wharf  to 
the  Custom  House  it  is  to  be  feared  that  Captain  i\IiLchell  was 
subjected  to  certain  indignities  at  the  hands  of  the  soldiers 
— such  as  jerks,  thumps  on  the  neck,  forcible  application  of 
the  butt  of  a  rifle  to  the  small  of  his  back.  Their  ideas  of 
speed  were  not  in  accord  with  his  notion  of  his  dignity.  He 
became  fiustered,  fiushed,  and  heljdeai.  It  was  as  if  the  world 
were  coming  to  an  end. 

The  long  building  was  surrounded  by  troops,  which  were 
already  piling  arms  by  companies  and  preparing  to  pass  the 
night  lying  on  the  ground  in  their  ponchos  with  their  sacks 
under  their  heads.  Corporals  moved  with  swinging  lanterns 
posting  sentries  all  round  the  walls  wherever  there  was  a  door 
or  an  opening.  Sotillo  was  taking  his  measures  to  protect  his 
conquest  as  if  it  had  indeed  contained  the  treasure.  His  desire 
iomake  lus  fortune  at  one  audacioQS  stroke  of  genius  had  over- 
mastered his  reasoning  faculties.  He  would  not  believe  in  the 
possibility  of  failure  ;  the  mere  hint  of  such  a  thing  made  his 
brain  reel  with  rage.  Every  circumstance  pointing  to  it 
appeared  incredible.   The  statement  of  Hirsch,  which  was  so 
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absolutely  fatal  to  his  hopes,  could  hy  no  means  be  admitted. 
It  is  true,  too,  that  Hirsch's  story  had  been  told  so  in- 
coherently, with  such  excessive  signs  of  distraction,  that  it 
really  looked  improbable.  It  was  extremely  difficult,  as  the 
Baying  is,  to  make  head  or  tail  of  it.  On  the  bridge  of  the 
Steamer,  directly  after  his  resoae,  Sotillo  and  his  ofS,oers,  in 
iheir  impatience  and  excitement,  wonld  not  give  the  wretched 
man  tfane  to  collect  snch  few  wits  as' remained  to  him.  He 
onght  to  have  been  qnieted,  soothed,  and  reassnred,  whereas  he 
had  been  roughly  handled,  cuffed,  shaken,  and  addressed  in 
menacing  tones.  His  struggles,  his  wriggles,  his  attempts  to 
get  down  on  his  knees,  followed  by  the  most  violent  efforts  to 
break  away,  as  if  he  meant  incontinently  to  jump  overboard, 
his  shrieks  and  shrinkings  and  cowering  wild  glances  had  filled 
them  first  with  amazement,  then  with  a  donbt  of  his  gennine- 
ness,  as  men  are  wont  to  snspect  the  sincerity  of  every  great 
passion.  His  Spanish,  too,  became  so  mixed  np  with  German 
that  the  better  half  of  his  statements  remaiued  incom- 
prehensible. Uc  tried  to  propitiate  them  by  calling  them 
hochwohlgeboren  hcrreiiy  which  in  itself  sounded  suspicious. 
When  admonished  sternly  not  to  trifle  he  repeated  his 
entreaties  and  protestations  of  loyalty  and  innocence  again 
in  German,  obstinately,  because  he  was  not  aware  in  what 
language  he  was  speddng.  His  identity,  of  oonrse,  was 
perfectly  known  as  an  inhabitant  of  Esmeralda,  but  this  made 
the  matter  no  clearer.  As  he  kept  on  forgetting  Decoud^s 
name,  mixing  him  up  with  several  other  people  he  had  seen  in 
the  Casa  Gould,  it  looked  as  if  they  all  had  been  in  the  lighter 
together ;  and  for  a  moment  Sotillo  thought  that  he  had 
drowned  every  prominent  Bibierist  of  Solaca  The  improba- 
bility of  such  a  thing  threw  a  donbt  upon  the  whole  statement. 
Hiisch  was  either  mad  or  playing  a  part— pretending  fear  and 
distraction  on  the  spnr  of  the  moment  to  cover  the  truth. 
Sotillo's  rapacity,  excited  to  the  highest  pitch  by  the  prospect 
of  an  immense  booty,  could  believe  in  nothing  adverse.  This 
Jew  might  have  been  very  much  frightened  by  the  accident, 
but  he  knew  where  the  silver  was  concealed,  and  had  invented 
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this  story,  witli  hia  Jewiah  oanning,  to  pat  him  entirelj  (M  the 
track  88  to  what  had  been  done. 

Sotillo  had  taken  np  his  qnarters  on  the  upper  floor  in  a 

vast  apartment  with  heavy  black  beams.  But  there  was  no 
ceiling,  and  the  eye  lost  itself  in  the  darkness  under  the  high 
pitch  of  the  roof.  The  thick  shutters  stood  open.  On  a  long 
table  could  be  seen  a  large  inkstand,  some  stumpy,  inky  quill 
pens,  and  two  square  wooden  boxes,  each  holding  hedf  a  hundred- 
weight of  sand.  Sheets  of  grey  coarse  offidal  paper  bestrewed 
the  floor.  It  mnst  have  been  a  room  ooonpied  bj  some  higher 
official  of  the  Customs,  because  a  brge  leathern  armchaur  stood 
behind  the  table,  with  other  high-backed  chairs  scattered 
about.  A  net  hammock  was  swung  under  one  of  the  beams — 
for  the  officiars  afternoon  siesta,  no  doubt.  A  couple  of 
candles  stuck  into  tall  iron  candlesticks  gave  a  dim  reddish 
light.  The  colonel's  hat^  sword,  and  revolver  lay  between 
them,  and  a  couple  of  his  more  trusty  officers  lonnged  gloomily 
against  the  table.  The  oolonel  threw  himself  into  the  arm- 
chair, and  a  big  ue^io  with  a  sergeant's  stripes  on  his  ragged 
sleeve,  kneeling  down,  palled  on  his  boots.  Sotillo's  ebony 
moustache  contrasted  violently  with  the  livid  colouring  of  his 
cheeks.  His  eyes  were  sombre  and  as  if  sunk  very  far  into  his 
head.  He  seemed  exhausted  by  his  perplexities,  languid  with 
disappointment ;  but  when  the  sentry  on  the  landing  thrust  his 
head  in  to  announce  the  arrival  of  a  prisoner,  he  revived  at  once. 

"  Let  him  be  brought  in,"  he  ahonted  fiercely. 

The  door  flew  open,  and  Captain  Mitohell,  bareheaded,  his 
waistcoat  open,  the  bow  of  his  tie  under  his  ear,  was  hustled 
into  the  room. 

Sotillo  recognised  Liin  at  once.  He  could  not  have  hoped 
for  a  more  precious  capture  ;  here  was  a  man  who  could  tell 
him,  if  he  chose,  everything  he  wished  to  know — and  directly 
the  problem  of  how  best  to  make  him  talk  to  the  point  pre- 
sented itself  to  his  mind.  The  resentment  of  a  foreign  nation 
had  no  terrors  for  Botillo.  The  might  of  the  whole  armed 
Europe  would  not  have  protected  Captain  Mitohell  from  insults 
and  ill-usage,  so  well  as  the  quick  reflection  of  Sotillo  that  this 
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was  aa  igwgi«>»tnft«  who  would  most  likely  tani  obfitinate 
under  bad  tzeatmeat,  and  become  quite  nnmMiageable.  At  all 
eyenta,  the  colonel  smoothed  the  scowl  on  his  brow. 

"  What !  The  excellent  Sdlor  Mitchell  I "  he  cried,  in 

affected  dismay.  The  pretended  anger  of  his  swift  advance 
and  of  his  sliout,  "Release  the  caballero  at  once,"  was  so 
effective  that  the  astounded  soldiers  positively  sprang  away 
from  their  prisoner.  Thus  suddenly  deprived  of  forcible 
snpport,  Captain  Mitchell  reeled  as  though  about  to  fall. 
Sotillo  took  him  familiarly  under  the  arm,  led  him  to  a  chair, 
wayed  his  hand  at  the  room*  **Qo  out,  all  of  you,**  he 
commanded. 

When  they  had  been  left  alone  he  stood  looking  down, 
irresolute  and  silent,  waiting  till  Captain  Mitchell  had 
recovei'ed  his  power  of  speech. 

Here  in  his  very  grasp  was  one  of  the  men  concerned  iu 
the  romoval  of  the  silver.  Sotillo's  temperament  was  of  that 
sort  that  he  experienced  an  ardent  desire  to  beat  him ;  just  as 
formerly  when  negotiating  with  difficulty  a  loan  from  the 
cautiona  Anzani,  his  fingers  always  itched  to  take  the  shop- 
keeper by  the  throat.  As  to  Captain  Mitdiell,  the  suddenness, 
unexpectedness,  and  general  inconceivableness  of  this  experience 
had  confused  his  thoughts.  Moreover,  he  was  physically  out 
of  breath. 

"  I've  been  knocked  down  three  times  between  this  and  the 
wharf,*'  he  gasped  out  at  last.  Somebody  shaU  be  made  to 
pay  for  this."  He  had  certainly  stumbled  more  than  (mce, 
and  had  been  dragged  along  for  some  distance  before  he  could 

regain  his  stride.  With  his  reooyered  breath  h»  indignation 
seemed  to  madden  him.  He  jumped  up,  crimson,  all  his 
white  hair  bristling,  his  eyes  glaring  vengefuUy,  and  shook 
violently  the  flaps  of  his  ruined  waistcoat  before  the  dis- 
concerted Sotillo.  Look  I  Those  uniformed  thieve^  of  yours 
downstairs  have  robbed  me  of  my  watch." 

The  old  sailor's  aspect  was  veiy  threatening.  Sotillo  saw 
himself  cut  off  from  the  table  on  which  his  sabre  and  rovolv^ 
were  lying. 
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denumd  restitntioa  and  apologies,'*  Mitdhttll  thundered 
afc  bim,  qnite  beside  himsdtf .     From  jon  t  Yes,  from  yon  1 " 

For  the  space  of  a  second  or  so  the  colonel  stood  with  a 
perfectly  stony  expression  of  face  ;  then,  as  Captain  Mitchell 
flunt^  ont  an  arm  towards  the  table  as  if  to  snatch  np  the 
revolver,  Sotillo,  with  a  jell  of  alarm,  bounded  to  the  door  and 
was  gone  in  a  flash,  slamming  it  after  him.  Surprise  calmed 
Captain  Mitchell's  fniy.  Behind  the  closed  door  Sotillo 
shonted  on  the  landing,  and  there  was  a  great  tnmnlt  of  feet 
on  the  wooden  staircase. 

**  Disarm  him  I  Bind  him  I "  the  colonel  could  be  heard 
vociferating. 

Captain  Mitchell  had  jnst  the  time  to  glance  once  at  the 
windows,  with  three  perpendicular  bars  of  iron  each  and  some 
twenty  feet  from  the  ground,  as  he  well  knew,  before  the  door 
flew  open  and  the  rush  upon  him  took  place.  In  an  incredibly 
short  time  he  fonnd  himself  bound  with  many  turns  of  a  hide 
rope  to  a  high-backed  chair,  so  that  his  head  alone  remained 
free.  Not  till  then  did  Sotillo,  who  had  been  leaning  in  the 
doorway  trembling  visibly,  venture  again  within.  The  soldiers, 
picking  up  from  the  floor  the  rifles  they  had  dropped  to  grapple 
with  the  prisoner,  filed  ont  of  the  room.  The  oflicers  remained 
leaning  on  their  swords  and  looking  on. 

The  watch  1  the  watoh  I "  raved  the  colonel,  pacing  to 
and  fro  like  a  tiger  in  a  cage.     Give  me  that  man*s  watch.** 

It  was  tme,  that  when  searched  for  arms  in  the  hall  down- 
stairs, before  being  taken  into  Sotillo*s  presence,  Captain  Mitchell 
had  been  relieved  of  his  watch  and  chain  ;  but  at  the  coloners 
clamour  it  was  produced  quickly  enongh,  a  corporal  bringing 
it  up,  carried  carefully  in  the  palms  of  his  joined  hands. 
Sotillo  snatched  it,  and  pushed  the  clenched  fist  from  which  it 
dangled  close  to  Captain  MitchelFs  face. 

Now  then !  Yon  arrogant  Englishman  I  Yon  dare  to 
call  the  soldiers  of  the  army  thieves  I   Behold  yonr  watch." 

He  flonrished  his  fist  as  if  aiming  blows  at  the  prisoner's 
nose.  Osptain  Mitchell,  helpless  as  a  swathed  infant,  looked 
anxiously  at  the  sixty-guinea  gold  half -chronometer,  presented 
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to  him  years  ago  by  a  Committee  of  Underwriters  for  saving  a 
ship  from  total  loss  by  fire.  Sotillo,  too,  semed  to  peroehre 
its  valuable  appearance.  He  became  silent  snddenly,  stepped 
aside  to  the  table,  and  began  a  carefol  examination  in  the 

light  of  the  candles.  He  had  never  seen  anything  so  fine. 
His  officers  closed  in  and  craned  their  necks  behind  his 
back. 

He  became  so  interested  that  for  an  instant  lie  forgot  his 
precious  prisoner.  There  is  always  something  childish  in  the 
rapacity  of  the  passionate,  clear-minded,  Southern  races,  wanting 
in  the  misty  idealism  of  the  Northerners,  who  at  the  smallest 
enoonragement  dream  of  nothing  less  than  the  conquest  of  the 
earth.  SotiUo  was  fond  of  jewels,  gold  trinkets,  of  personal 
adornment  Aftjr  a  moment  he  turned  about,  and  with  a 
commanding  gesture  made  all  his  offia^rs  fall  back.  He  laid 
down  the  watch  on  the  table,  then,  n^ligently,  pushed  his  hat 
over  it. 

"  Ha  I  **  he  began,  going  up  very  close  to  the  chah*.  "  Yoa 
dare  call  my  valiant  soldiers  of  the  Esmeralda  regiment,  thieves. 
Yon  dare  I  What  impudence  1  Yon  foreigners  come  here  to 
rob  onr  country  of  its  wealtih.  You  never  have  .enough  I 
Your  audacity  knows  no  bounds.'* 

He  looked  towards  the  ofEccrs,  amongst  whom  there  was 
an  approving  murmur.   The  old  major  was  moved  to  declare — 

"  Si,  mi  colonel.    They  are  all  traitoi-s." 
I  shall  say  nothing,"  continued  Sotillo,  fixing  the  motion- 
less and  powerless  Mitchell  with  an  angry  but  uneasy  stare. 

shall  say  nothing  of  your  treacherous  attempt  to  get  posses- 
uon  of  my  revolver  to  shoot  me  while  I  was  trying  to  treat  you 
with  a  oonsideration  you  did  not  deserve.  You  have  forfeited 
your  life.   Your  only  hope  is  in  my  clemency." 

He  watched  for  the  effect  of  liis  words,  but  there  was  no 
obvious  sign  of  fear  on  Captain  MitchelFs  face.  1 1  is  white 
hair  was  full  of  dust,  which  covered  also  the  rest  of  his  helpless 
person.  As  if  he  had  heard  nothing,  he  twitched  an  eye- 
brow to  get  rid  of  a  bit  of  straw  which  hung  amongst  the 
hairs. 
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Sotillo  advanced  one  leg  and  put  his  arms  akimbo.  ^'  It  is 
yon,  Mitchell,"  he  said  emphatically,  who  are  the  thief,  not 
my  soldiers  1 "  He  pointed  at  his  prisoner  a  forefinger  with  a 
long,  almond-shaped  naiL  Where  is  the  silver  of  the  San 
Tom^  mine  ?  I  ask  yon,  Mitchell,  where  is  the  silver  that  was 
deposited  in  this  Custom  House  ?  Answer  me  that  I  You 
stole  it.  You  were  a  party  to  stealing  it.  It  is  stolen  from 
the  Government.  Aha  !  you  think  I  do  not  know  what  I  say  ; 
but  I  am  up  to  your  foreign  tricks.  It  is  gone,  the  silver  ! 
No  ?  Gone  in  one  of  yonr  lanchas,  yon  miserable  man  I  How 
dared  yon  ?  *' 

This  time  he  produced  his  efifect.  How  on  earth  conld 
Sotillo  know  that  ?  "  thought  MitcheU.   His  head,  the  only 

part  of  his  body  that  could  move,  betrayed  his  surprise  by 
a  sudden  jerk. 

"  Ha  !  you  tremble,"  Sotillo  shouted  suddenly.  "  It  is  a 
conspiracy.  It  is  a  crime  against  the  State.  Did  you  not 
know  that  the  silver  belongs  to  the  Republic  till  the  Govern- 
ment chums  are  satisfied  ?  Where  is  it  ?  Where  have  you 
hidden  it,  yon  miserable  thief  ?  *' 

At  this  question  Oaptain  Mitchell's  sinking  spirits  revived. 
In  whatever  inconiprehensible  manner  Sotillo  had  already  got 
his  information  about  the  lighter,  he  had  not  captured  it. 
That  was  clear.  In  his  outraged  heart.  Captain  Mitchell  had 
resolved  that  nothing  would  induce  him  to  say  a  word  while 
he  remained  so  disgracefully  bound,  but  his  desire  to  help  the 
escape  of  the  silver  made  him  depart  from  this  resolution. 
His  wits  were  very  much  at  work.  He  detected  in  Sotillo  a 
certain  au:  of  doubt,  of  irresolution. 

«That  man,**  he  said  to  himself,  *^  is  not  certain  of  what  he 
advances.'*  For  all  his  pomposity  in  social  intercourse,  Captain 
Mitchell  could  meet  the  realities  of  life  in  a  resolute  and  ready 
spirit.  Now  he  bad  got  over  the  first  shock  of  the  abominable 
treatment  he  was  cool  and  collected  enough.  The  immense 
contempt  he  felt  for  Sotillo  steadied  him,  and  he  said  oracu- 
larly, No  doubt  it  is  well  concealed  by  this  tune." 

Sotillo,  tooy  had  time  to  cool  down.  *<Muybien  Mitchell," 
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he  said  in  a  oold  and  thieatening  manner.  Bat  can  yon 
prodnoe  the  GoTenunent  leoeipt  for  the  royalty  and  the 
Custom  Hoose  permit  of  emharkation,  hey  ?  Oia  yon  ?  Ko. 
Then  the  silrer  hai  been  removed  fflegally,  and  the  gnilty 
shall  be  made  to  suffer,  nnless  it  is  produced  within  five  days 
from  this."  He  gave  orders  for  the  prisoner  to  be  unbound 
and  locked  up  in  one  of  the  smaller  rooms  downstaii-s.  He 
walked  about  the  room,  moody  and  silent,  till  Captain  Mitchell, 
with  each  of  hia  arms  held  by  a  oonple  of  men,  stood  ap,  shook 
himself,  and  stamped  his  feet. 

'<How  did  yon  like  to  be  tied  np,  MitoheU he  asked 
derisiyely. 

"  It  is  the  most  incredible,  abominable  use  of  power ! " 
Captain  Mitchell  declared  in  a  loud  voice.  "And  whatever 
your  purpose,  you  shall  gain  nothing  from  it,  I  can  promise 
you.'* 

The  tall  colonel,  livid,  with  his  coal-black  ringlets  and 
monstache,  cronohed,  as  it  were,  to  look  into  the  eyes  of  the 
short,  thick-set,  red-faced  prisoner  with  mmfded  white  hair. 

'^That  we  shall  see.  Yon  shall  know  my  power  a  little 
better  when  I  tie  yon  np  to  a  potalon  onteide  in  the  sun  for 
a  whole  day."  He  drew  hiniself  up  haughtily,  and  made  a 
sign  for  Captain  Mitchell  to  be  led  away. 

"  What  about  my  watch  ?  "  cried  Captain  Mitchell,  hanging 
back  from  the  efforts  of  the  men  pulling  him  towards  the  door. 

Sotillo  tamed  to  his  offioers.  '*NoI  Bat  only  listen  to 
this  picaroy  caballeros,"  he  prononnced  with  a£fed»d  wootn^ 
and  was  answered  hj  a  choms  of  derisiye  laughter.  *<He 
demands  his  watch!**  ...  He  ran  np  again  to  Captain 
^litchell,  for  the  desire  to  relieve  his  feelings  by  inflicting 
blows  and  pain  upon  this  Englishman  was  very  strong  within 
him.  "  Your  watch  I  You  are  a  prisoner  in  war  time, 
Mitchell  I  In  war  time  I  Y^'ou  have  no  rights  and  no 
property  I  Caramba  I  The  vezy  breath  in  yonr  body  belongs 
to  me.  Bemonber  that.*' 

Bosh  I  **  said  Captain  IGtcheOy  concealing  a  disagreeable 
impression. 
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Down  below,  in  a  great  hall»  with  the  earthen  floor  and 
with  a  tall  moond  thrown  np  by  white  ante  in  a  comer,  the 
soldien  had  kindled  a  small  fire  with  broken  chun  and  tablet 
near  the  arched  gateway,  through  which  the  faint  murmur  of 
the  harbour  waters  on  the  beach  could  be  heard.  While 
Captain  Mitchell  was  being  led  down  the  staircase,  an  officer 
passed  him,  running  up  to  report  to  Sotillo  the  capture  of 
more  {urisoners.  A  lot  of  smoke  hung  about  in  the  vast 
gloomj  place,  the  fire  crackled,  and,  as  if  through  a  haze, 
Captahi  Mitchell  made  oat,  snrroonded  by  short  soldien  with 
fixed  bayonets,  the  heads  of  three  tall  prisoners— the  doctor, 
the  Engineer-in-ehief,  and  the  white  leonine  mane  of  old 
Viola,  who  stood  half- turned  away  from  the  others  with  his 
chin  on  his  breast  and  his  arms  crossed.  Mitcheirs  astonish- 
ment knew  no  bounds.  He  cried  out ;  the  other  two  exclaimed 
also.  But  he  was  hurried  on,  diagonally,  across  the  big  cavern- 
like hall.  Lots  of  thooghts,  sormises,  hints  of  caution,  and 
BO  on  crowded  his  head  to  distraction. 

"  Is  he  actnally  keeping  yon  ?  *'  shonted  the  chief  engineer, 
whose  single  eyeglass  glittered  in  the  firelight. 

An  officer  from  the  top  of  the  stau'S  was  shouting  urgently, 
**  Bring  them  all  up — all  three." 

In  the  clamour  of  voices  and  the  rattle  of  arms,  Captain 
Mitchell  made  himself  heard  imperfectly.  By  heavens  I  the 
fellow  has  stolen  my  watch." 

The£ngineer-in-<shief  on  the  staircase  resisted  the  pressure, 
long  enough  to  shout,  What  ?  What  did  you  say  ?  " 

My  chronometer  I  ^  Oaptain  Mitchell  yelled  violently  at 
the  very  moment  of  being  thrust  head  foremost  through  a 
small  door  into  a  sort  of  cell,  perfectly  black,  and  so  narrow 
that  he  fetched  up  against  the  opposite  wall.  The  door  had 
been  instantly  slammed.  He  knew  where  they  had  put  him. 
This  was  the  strong  room  of  the  Custom  House,  whence  the 
silver  had  been  removed  only  a  few  hours  earlier.  It  was 
almost  as  narrow  as  a  corridor,  with  a  small  square  aperture, 
barred  by  a  heavy  grating,  at  the  distant  end.  Captain 
MitcheU  staggered  for  a  few  steps,  then  sat  down  on  the 


Digitized  by  Googk 


K06TR0H0. 


earthen  floor  with  his  back  to  the  wall.  Nothing,  not  even 
a  ^Icam  of  light  from  anywhere,  interfered  with  Captain 
Mitcheil'a  meditation.  He  did  some  hard  bat  not  very  ezteii* 
Bive  thinking.  It  was  not  of  a  gloomy  oast.  The  old  sailor, 
with  all  his  small  weakness  and  absnrdities,  was  constitn- 
tionally  incapable  of  entertainiug  for  any  length  of  time  a  fear 
of  liis  personal  safety.  It  was  not  so  much  firmness  of  soul 
as  the  lack  of  a  certain  kind  of  imagination — the  kind  whose 
undne  development  caused  intense  Buffering  to  Seuor  llirsch  ; 
that  sort  of  imagination  which  adds  the  blind  terror  of  bodily 
snffenng  and  of  death,  envisaged  as  an  accident  to  the  body 
alone,  8trictly--to  all  the  other  ai^rehendons  on  which  the 
sense  of  one*s  existence  is  based.  Unfortonately,  Captain 
Mitchell  had  not  mnoh  penetration  of  any  kind ;  characteristic, 
illuminating  trifles  of  expression,  action  or  movtmcnt,  cscapi:d 
him  completely.  He  was  too  pompously  and  innocently  aware 
of  his  own  existence  to  observe  that  of  othere.  For  instance, 
he  could  not  believe  that  Sotillo  had  been  really  afraid  of  him, 
and  this  simply  because  it  would  never  have  entered  into  his 
head  to  shoot  any  one  except  in  the  most  pressing  case  of 
self-defence.  Anybody  oonld  see  he  was  not  a  murdering  kind 
of  man,  he  reflected  quite  gravely.  Then  why  this  prepos- 
terous and  insulting  charge,  he  asked  himself.  But  his 
thoughts  mainly  clung  around  the  astounding  and  unanswer- 
able question  :  How  the  devil  the  fellow  got  to  know  that  the 
silver  had  gone  off  in  the  lighter  ?  It  was  obvious  that  he 
had  not  captured  it.  And,  obviously,  he  could  not  have 
captured  it  I  In  Uiis  last  conclusion  Captain  Mitchell  was 
miided  by  the  assumption  drawn  from  his  observation  of  the 
weather  during  his  long  vigil  on  the  wharf.  He  thought  that 
there  had  been  much  more  wind  than  usual  that  night  in  the 
gulf ;  whereas,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  reverse  was  the  case. 

"How  in  the  name  of  all  that's  marvellous  that  confounded 
fellow  got  wind  of  tlie  affair  ?  "  was  the  first  question  he  asked 
directly  after  the  bang,  clatter,  and  flash  of  the  open  door 
(which  was  closed  again  almost  before  he  could  lift  his  dropped 
head)  informed  him  that  he  had  a  companion  of  captivity. 
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Dr.  Moujgham's  voice  stopped  mattering  corses  in  Fnglwh  and 
Spanish. 

"  Is  that  you,  Mitchell  ?  "  he  made  answer  snrlilj.  "  I 
struck  my  forehead  against  this  confoonded  wall  with  enough 
force  to  fell  an  ox.  Where  are  yon  f  '* 

Captain  Ifitchell,  accnstomed  to  the  darkness,  conid  make 
ont  the  doctor  stretching  ont  his  hands  Uindly. 

•*  I  am  sitting  here  on  the  floor.  Don't  fall  over  my  legs," 
Captain  Mitchell's  voice  announced  with  great  dignity  of  tone. 
The  doctor,  entreated  not  to  walk  about  in  the  dark,  sank 
down  to  the  ground  too.  The  two  prisoners  of  SotiUo,  with 
their  heads  nearly  touching,  began  to  exchange  confidences. 

''Yes,"  the  doctor  related  in  a  low  tone  to  Captain 
Mitchell's  vehement  cnriosity,  ''we  hare  been  nabbed  in 
old  Viola's  place.  It  seems  that  one  of  their  pickets,  com- 
manded by  an  officer,  pushed  as  far  as  the  town  gate.  They 
had  orders  not  to  enter,  but  to  bring  along  every  soul  they 
could  find  on  the  plain.  AVe  had  been  talking  in  there  with 
the  door  open,  and  no  doubt  they  saw  the  glimmer  of  our  li^o^ht. 
They  must  have  been  making  their  approaches  for  some  time. 
The  engineer  laid  himself  on  a  bench  in  a  recess  by  the  fire- 
place, and  I  went  upstairs  to  have  a  look.  I  hadn't  heardany 
sound  from  there  for  a  longtime.  Old  Yiola,  as  soon  as  he  saw 
me  come  up,  lifted  his  arm  for  silence.  I  stole  in  on  tiptoe^  By 
Jove,  his  wife  was  lying  down  and  had  gone  to  sleep.  The 
woman  had  actually  dropped  off  to  sleep  I  *  Sefior  Doctor,' 
Viola  whispers  to  me,  *  it  looks  as  if  her  oppression  was  going 
to  get  better.'  *  Yes,'  I  said,  very  much  surprised  ;  *  your  wife 
is  a  wonderful  woman,  Giorgio.'  Just  then  a  shot  was  fired  in 
the  kitchen,  which  made  us  jump  and  cower  as  if  at  a  thunder 
dap.  It  seems  that  the  party  of  soldiers  had  stolen  quite  dose 
up,  and  one  of  them  had  crept  up  to  the  door.  He  looked  in, 
thought  there  was  no  one  there,  and,  holding  his  rifle  ready, 
entered  quietly.  The  chief  told  me  that  he  had  just  closed 
his  eyes  for  a  moment.  When  he  opened  them,  he  saw  the 
man  already  in  the  middle  of  the  room  peering  into  the  dark 
corners.  The  chief  was  so  startled  that,  without  thinking,  he 
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made  one  leap  from  the  receae  right  onfc  in  froiifc  of  the  fire- 
place. The  soldier,  no  less  startled,  up  with  his  rifle  and 
pulls  the  trigger,  deafening  and  singeing  the  engineer,  but  in 
liis  flurry  missing  him  completely.  Bat,  look  what  happens  !  At 
the  noise  of  the  report  the  sleeping  woman  sat  up,  as  if  moved 
bj  a  spring,  with  a  Bhriek,  *  The  children,  Gian' BattiBta  I  Save 
the  children  1  *  I  hate  it  in  my  ears  now.  It  was  the  trnest 
cry  of  distress  I  ever  heard.  I  stood  as  if  paralysed,  bat  the 
old  husband  ran  across  to  the  bedside,  stretching  ont  his  hands. 
She  clung  lu  ibem  !  I  could  stt'  her  eyes  go  glazed  ;  the  old 
fellow  lowered  her  down  on  the  pillows  and  then  looked  round 
at  me.  She  was  dead  I  All  this  took  less  than  five  minutes, 
and  then  I  ran  down  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  It  ^vas  no 
nse  thinking  of  any  resistance.  Nothing  we  two  could  say 
availed  with  the  officer,  so  I  Tolunteered  to  go  up  with  a 
conple  of  soldiers  and  fetch  down  old  Viola.  He  was  sitting  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed,  looking  at  his  wife*s  face,  and  did  not  seem 
to  hear  what  I  said  ;  but  after  I  had  polled  the  sheet  over  her 
head,  he  got  up  and  followed  ns  downstaii*s  quietly,  in  a  sort  of 
thoughtful  way.  They  marched  us  off  along  the  road,  leaving 
the  door  open  and  the  candle  burning.  The  chief  enirincer 
strode  on  without  a  word,  but  I  looked  back  once  or  twice  at 
the  feeble  gleam.  After  we  had  gone  some  considerable 
distance,  the  Garibaldino,  who  was  walking  fay  my  side,  sod* 
denly  said,  '  I  have  bnried  many  men  on  battlefields  on  this 
ccmtinent.  The  priests  talk  of  consecrated  ground  I  Bah  1 
All  the  earth  made  by  God  is  holy  ;  but  the  sea,  which  knows 
nothing  of  kings  and  priests  and  tyrants,  is  the  holiest  of  all. 
Doctor  1  I  should  like  to  bury  her  in  the  sea.  No  mummeries, 
candles,  incense,  no  holy  water  mumbled  over  by  priests.  The 
spirit  al  liberty  is  upon  the  waters.*  .  .  .  Amazing  old  man. 
He  was  saying  all  this  in  an  undertone  as  if  talking  to  himself.** 
''Yes,  yes,**  intemipted  Captain  Mitdiell,  impatiently. 
Poor  old  chap !  Bnt  have  yon  any  idea  how  that  ruffian 
SotiUo  obtained  his  information  ?  He  did  not  get  hold<rf  any 
of  onr  Oargadores  who  helped  with  the  truck,  did  he  ?  Bub 
no,  it  is  impossible  I   These  were  picked  men  we've  had  in  our 
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boats  for  these  five  yean,  and  I  paid  them  myself  specially  for 
the  joh^  with  instmctioDS  to  keep  out  of  the  way  for  twenty- 
f onr  houB  at  least.  I  saw  them  with  my  own  qres  mardi  off 

with  the  Italians  to  the  railway  yards.  The  chief  promised  to 
give  them  rations  as  long  as  tiiey  wanted  to  remain  there." 

"  Well,"  said  the  doctor  slowly,  "  I  can  tell  yon  that  you 
may  say  good-bye  for  ever  to  your  beat  lighter,  and  to  the 
Oapataz  of  Cargadores." 

At  this,  Captain  Mitchell  scrambled  up  to  his  feet  in  the 
excess  oi  his  ezoitement.  The  doctor,  without  giving  him 
time  to  exclaim,  stated  briefly  the  part  played  by  Hiisch  during 
thenigM. 

Captain  Mitchell  was  overcome.  "Drowned  ! "  he  muttered, 
in  a  bewildered  and  appalled  whisper.  '*  Drowned  !  "  After- 
wards he  kept  still,  apparently  listening,  but  too  absorbed  in 
the  news  of  the  catastrophe  to  follow  the  doctor's  narrative 
with  attention. 

The  doctor  had  taken  up  an  attitude  of  perfect  ignorance, 
till  at  last  SotiUo  was  induced  to  have  Hirsch  brought 
in  to  repeat  the  whole  story,  which  was  got  out  of  him 
again  with  the  greatest  difficulty,  because  every  moment  he 
would  break  out  into  lamentations.  At  hist,  Hirsch  was  led 
away,  looking  more  dead  than  alive,  and  shut  up  in  one  of  the 
upstair  rooms  bf)  be  close  at  hand.  Then  the  doctor,  keeping 
up  his  character  of  a  man  not  admitted  to  the  inner  councils  of 
the  San  Tom^  Administration,  remarked  that  the  story  sounded 
incredible.  Of  course,  he  said,  he  couldn't  teli  what  had  been 
the  action  of  the  Europeans,  as  he  had  been  exclusively 
occupied  with  his  own  work  in  looking  aftw  the  wounded, 
and  also  in  attending  Don  Jose  Avellanos.  He  had  succeeded 
in  assuming  so  well  a  tone  of  impartial  indifference,  that 
Sotillo  seemed  to  be  completely  deceived.  Till  then  a  show  of 
regular  inquiry  had  been  kept  up ;  one  of  the  officers  sitting  at 
the  table  wrote  down  the  questions  and  the  answers,  the  others 
lounging  about  the  room,  listened  attentively,  puffing  at  th^ 
bug  dgais  and  keq>ing  tiieir  eyes  on  the  doctor.  But  at  tiiat 
point  l£)tillo  ordered  everybody  out. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


DiBfiCTLY  they  were  alone,  the  oolonePs  severe  official 
maimer  changed.  He  rose  and  apjMXNkched  the  doctor.  His 
eyei  shone  with  rapacity  and  hope ;  he  became  confidential. 

The  silver  might  have  been  indeed  pnt  on  board  the  lighter, 
bat  it  was  not  conceivable  that  it  shonld  have  been  taken  out  to 
sea."  The  doctor,  watching  every  wordjUodded  slightly,  smoking 
with  apparent  relish  the  cigar  which  Sotillo  had  offered  him  as 
a  sign  of  his  frieudly  intentions.  His  manner  of  cold  detach- 
ment from  the  rest  of  the  Europeans  led  Sotillo  on,  till  from 
conjecture  to  conjecture,  he  arrived  at  hinting  that  in  his 
opinion  this  was  a  pnt-np  job  on  the  part  of  Charks  Gould,  in 
order  to  get  hold  <^  that  immense  treasure  all  to  hunself .  The 
doctor,  observant  and  self-posseased,  muttered,  ''He  is  very 
capable  of  that.** 

Here  Captain  Mitchell  exclaimed  with  amazement,  amuse- 
ment, and  indignation,  "  You  said  tliat  of  Charles  Gould  !  " 
Disgust,  and  even  some  suspicion,  crept  into  his  tone,  for  to 
him  too,  as  to  other  Europeans,  there  appeared  to  be  something 
dubious  about  the  doctor's  personality. 

''  What  on  earth  made  you  say  that  to  that  watch-stealing 
scoundrel?  "  he  asked.  ''What's  the  object  of  an  infernal  lie 
of  that  sort  ?  That  confounded  pickpo(drat  was  quite  capable 
of  believing  you." 

He  snorted.  For  a  time  the  doctor  remained  silent  in  the 
dark. 

"  Yes,  that  is  exactly  what  I  did  say,"  he  uttered  at  last,  in 
a  tone  which  would  have  made  it  clear  enough  to  a  third  party 
that  the  pause  was  not  of  a  reluctant  but  of  a  reflective 
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character.  Captain  Mitchell  thought  that  he  had  never  heard 
anything  bo  brazenly  impudent  in  his  life. 

Welly  well  I "  he  muttered  to  himaelf,  bat  he  had  not  the 
heart  to  voice  his  thoughts.  They  were  swept  away  by  othets 
full  of  astonishment  and  regiet.  A  heavy  sense  of  disoom- 
fitnze  crushed  bim :  the  loss  of  the  silver,  the  death  of  Koft- 
tromo,  which  was  really  quite  a  blow  to  his  sensibilities, 
becanse  he  had  become  attached  to  his  Capataz  as  people  get 
attached  to  their  inferiors  from  love  of  ease  and  almost  uncon- 
scious gratitude.  And  when  he  thought  of  Decoud  being 
drowned  too,  his  sensibility  was  almost  overcome  by  this  miser- 
able end.  What  a  heavy  blow  for  that  poor  young  woman ! 
Captain  Mitchdl  did  not  belong  to  the  species  of  crabbed  old 
bachelors ;  on  the  oontrary,  he  liked  to  see  yonng  men  paying 
attaiti(»B  to  young  women.  It  seemed  to  him  a  natnral  and 
proper  thing.  Proper  especially.  As  to  sailors,  it  was 
different ;  it  was  not  their  place  to  marry,  he  maintained,  but  it 
was  on  moral  grounds  as  a  matter  of  self-denial,  for,  he  ex- 
plained, life  on  board  ship  is  not  fit  for  a  woman  even  at  best, 
and  if  you  leave  her  on  shore,  first  of  all  it  is  not  fair,  and  next 
she  either  suffers  from  it  or  doesn't  care  a  bit,  which,  in  both, 
cases,  is  bad.  He  oonldn*t  have  told  what  upset  him  most — 
Charles  Gould's  immense  material  loss,  the  death  of  Nostn>mo, 
whidi  was  a  heavy  loss  to  himself,  or  the  Mea  of  that  beautiful 
and  accomplished  young  woman  being  plunged  into  mourning. 

**  Yes,"  the  doctor,  who  had  been  apparently  reflecting  some 
more,  began  again,  "  he  believed  me  right  enough.  I  thought 
he  would  have  hugged  me.  *  Si,  si,*  he  said,  *  he  will  write  to 
that  partner  of  his,  the  rich  Americano  in  San  Francisco,  that 
it  is  all  lost.  Why  not  ?  There  is  enough  to  share  with  many 
people.' " 

But  this  is  perfedJy  imbecile  1 "  cried  Captam  Mitehell. 
The  doctor  remarkeid  that  Sotillo  wm  imbecile,  and  that 
his  imbecility  was  ingenious  enough  to  lead  him  completely 

astray.    He  had  helped  him  only  but  a  little  way. 

"  I  mentioned,"  the  doctor  said,  "  in  a  sort  of  casual  way, 
that  treasure  is  generally  buried  in  the  earth  rather  than  being 
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Mi  afloat  upon  the  sea.  At  th&i  my  SotiDo  slapped  hie  Ime- 

head.  *  Por  Dios,  yes,'  he  said  ;  *  they  must  have  buried  it  on 
the  shores  of  this  harbour  somewhere  before  they  sailed 
out.'" 

"  Heavens  and  earth  I  *'  muttered  Captain  Mitchell.  "  I 
fdionld   not  have  believed  that  anybody  could  be  ass 

enough  "  He  pansed^then  went  on  monmfnllj,  *^Bnt 

what's  the  good  of  all  this  ?  It  wonld  have  been  a  dever 
enough  lie  if  the  lighter  had  been  still  afloat.  It  wonld  have 
kept  that  inconceivable  idiot  perhaps  from  sending  out  the 
steamer  to  cruise  in  the  gulf.  That  was  the  (knirer  that 
worried  me  no  end."    Captain  Mitchell  sighed  profoundly. 

"  I  had  an  object,"  the  doctor  pronounced  slowly. 

"  Had  you  ?  "  muttered  Captain  Mitchell.  "  Well,  that's 
Incky,  or  else  I  would  have  thought  that  yon  went  on  fooling 
him  for  the  fnn  of  the  thing.  And  perhaps  that  was  yonr  object. 
Well,  I  mnst  say  I  personally  wonldn^  oondesoend  to  that 
sort  of  thing.  It  is  not  to  my  taste.  No,  no.  Blackening  a 
friend's  character  is  not  my  idea  of  fun,  if  it  were  to  fool  the 
greatest  blackguard  on  earth." 

Had  it  not  been  for  Captain  Mitchell's  depression,  caused 
by  the  fatal  news,  his  disgust  of  Dr.  Monygham  would  have 
taken  a  more  outspoken  shape  ;  but  he  thought  to  himself  that 
now  it  really  did  not  matter  what  that  man,  whom  he  had 
never  liked,  wonld  say  and  do. 

I  wonder,"  he  gmmbled,  ^  why  they  have  shnt  ns  np 
together,  or  why  Sotillo  shonld  have  shnt  yon  np  at  all,  since 
it  seems  to  me  you  have  been  fairly  chummy  up  there  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  wonder  ?  "  said  the  doctor,  grimly. 

Captain  Mitchell's  heart  was  so  heavy  that  he  would  have 
preferred  for  the  time  being  a  complete  solitude  to  the  best  of 
company.  But  any  company  would  have  been  preferable  to 
the  doctor's,  at  whom  he  had  always  looked  askance  as  a  sort 
of  beachcomber  of  snperior  intelligence  partly  reclaimed  from 
his  abased  state.  That  feeling  led  him  to  ask — 

What  has  that  mflkn  done  with  the  other  two  ?  " 

**  The  chief  engineer  he  would  have  let  go  in  any  case," 
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said  the  doctor.  "  He  wouldn't  like  to  have  a  quarrel  with 
the  railway  upon  his  hands.  Not  just  yet,  at  any  rate.  I  don't 
think,  Captaia  Mitchell,  that  joa  understand  exactly  what 

Sofcillo's  poBiticm  is  " 

don't  see  why  I  should  bother  my  head  about  it,*' 
marled  Captain  Mitchell. 

"  No,**  assented  the  doctor,  with  the  same  grim  composure. 
**  I  don't  see  why  yon  should.  It  wouldn't  help  a  single  liumuu 
being  in  the  world  if  you  thought  ever  so  hard  upon  any 
subject  whatever." 

"No,"  said  Captain  Mitchell,  simply,  and  with  evident 
depression.  "  A  man  locked  up  in  a  confounded  dark  hole  is 
not  much  use  to  anybody." 

^  As  to  old  Yiola^*'  the  doctor  continnedy  as  though  he  had 
not  heard,  Sotillo  released  him  for  the  same  reason  he  is 
presently  going  to  release  yon.*' 

"  Eh  ?  What  ?  •*  exclaimed  Captain  MitcheU,  staring  like 
an  owl  in  the  darkness.  "  What  is  there  in  common  between 
me  and  old  Viola  ?  More  likely  because  the  old  chap  has  no 
watch  and  chain  for  the  pickpocket  to  steal.  And  I  tell  you 
what,  Dr.  Monygham,"  he  went  on  with  rising  choler,  "he 
will  find  it  more  difficult  than  he  thinks  to  get  rid  of  me.  He 
will  bum  his  fingers  over  that  job  yet»  I  can  tell  you.  To 
begin  with,  I  won*t  go  without  my  watch,  and  as  to  tiie  rest* 
we  shall  see.  I  dare  say  it  is  no  great  matter  for  you  to  be 
locked  up.  But  Joe  Mitchell  is  a  different  kind  of  man,  sir. 
I  don't  mean  to  submit  tamely  to  insult  and  robbery.  I  am  a 
pubhc  character,  sir." 

And  then  Captain  Mitchell  became  aware  that  the  bars  of 
the  opening  had  become  visible,  a  black  grating  upon  a  square 
of  grey.  The  coming  of  the  day  silenced  Captain  Mitchell  as 
if  by  the  reflection  that  now  in  all  the  future  days  he  would  be 
deprived  of  the  invaluable  services  of  his  Capataz.  He  leaned 
against  the  wall  with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and  the 
doctor  walked  up  and  down  the  whole  length  of  the  place  with 
his  peculiar  hobbling  gait,  as  if  slinking  about  on  damaged  feet. 
At  the  end  furthest  from  the  grating  he  would  be  lost  altogether 
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in  the  darknen.    Only  the  riiglit  Hmping  shnlBe  ooidd  be 

heard.  There  was  an  air  of  moody  detachment  in  that  painful 
prowl  kept  up  without  a  pause.  When  the  door  of  the  prison 
was  suddenly  flun?  open  and  his  name  shouted  out  he  showed 
00  surprise,  lie  swerved  sharply  in  his  walk,  and  passed  oat  at 
once,  as  though  much  depended  upon  his  speed ;  hat  Captain 
Mitchell  remained  for  some  time  with  his  shoolders  against 
the  wall,qnifte  nndeoided  in thebittemeis  of  his fpirit  whether  it 
wouldn't  be  better  to  refnee  to  stir  a  limb  in  the  way  of  protest. 
He  had  half  a  mind  to  jret  himself  carried  out,  but  after  the 
officer  at  the  door  had  shouted  three  or  four  times  in  tones  of 
remonstrance  and  surprise  he  condescended  to  walk  out 

Sotillo's  manner  had  changed.  The  colonel's  ofT-lmnd 
civility  was  slightly  irresoiate,  as  though  he  were  in  doubt  if 
civility  were  the  proper  coorK  in  this  case.  He  observed 
Captain  Mitchell  attentivelj  before  he  spdra  from  the  big 
armchair  behind  the  table  in  a  ocmdesoending  voice— 

I  have  oondnded  not  to  detain  you,  Sefior  MitdielL  I 
am  uf  a  forgiving  disposition.  I  make  allowances.  Let 
this  l)e  a  lesson  to  vou,  however." 

The  peculiar  dawn  of  Sulaco,  which  seems  to  break  far 
away  to  the  westward  and  creep  back  into  the  shade  of  the 
mountains,  mingled  with  the  reddish  light  of  the  candles. 
Captain  Mitchell,  in  sign  of  oontempt  and  indifferenoe,  let  his 
eyes  roam  all  over  the  room,  and  he  gave  a  hard  stare  to  the 
doctor,  perched  ahnadycm  the  casement  of  (me  of  the  wmdowsi 
with  his  eyelids  lowered,  caretess  and  thoughtfnl — or  pethapi 
ashamed. 

Sotillo,  ensconced  in  the  vast  armchair,  remarked, "  I  should 
have  thought  that  the  feelings  of  a  caballero  would  have 
dictated  to  you  an  appropriate  reply." 

He  waited  for  it»  but  Captain  Mitchell  remaining  mute, 
more  from  extreme  resentment  than  from  rsasoned  intention, 
Sotillo  hesitated,  glanced  towards  the  doctor,  who  looked  up 
and  nodded,  then  went  on  with  a  slight  effect — 

"  Here,  Sefior  Mitchell,  is  your  watch.  Learn  how  hsstj 
and  nnjnst  has  been  your  judgmcut  of  my  patriotic  soldiers." 
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Lying  back  in  his  seat,  he  extended  his  arm  over  the  table 
and  pushed  the  watch  away  slightly.  Captain  Mitchell  walked 
up  with  undisguised  eagerneas,  pat  it  to  his  ear,  then  slipped 
it  into  hiB  pocket  coolly. 

Sotillo  seemed  to  overoome  an  immense  relactanoe.  Again 
be  looked  aside  at  the  doctor,  who  stared  at  him  nnwinkingly. 

But  as  Captain  Mitchell  was  turning  away,  without  as 
mach  as  a  nod  or  a  glance,  he  hastened  to  say — 

"  You  may  go  and  wait  downstairs  for  the  stTior  doctor, 
whom  I  am  going  to  liberate,  too.  You  foreigners  are  in- 
significant, to  my  mind.'* 

He  forced  a  slight  discordant  laugh  out  of  himself,  while 
Captain  MitcheU,  for  the  first  time,  looked  at  him  with  some 
interest. 

*'The  law  shall  take  note  later  on  of  your  transgressions^** 
Sotillo  hurried  on.  But  as  for  me,  yon  can  live  free,  un- 
guarded, unobserved.  Do  you  hear,  Senor  Mitchell  ?  You 
may  depart  to  your  affairs.  You  are  beneath  my  notice.  My 
attention  is  claimed  by  matters  of  the  very  highest  importance.*' 

Captain  Mitchell  was  very  nearly  provoked  to  an  answer.  It 
displeased  him  to  be  liberated  insultingly  ;  but  want  of  sleep, 
prolonged  anzietieB,  a  profound  disappointment  with  the  fatal 
endini;  of  the  silyerHMying  business  weighed  upon  his  spirits. 
It  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  conceal  his  uneasiness,  not 
about  himself  perhaps,  but  about  things  in  general  It  occurred 
to  him  distinctly  that  something  underhand  was  going  on. 
As  he  went  out  he  ignored  the  doctor  pointedly. 

"  A  brute  I  "  said  Sotillo,  as  the  door  shut. 

Dr.  Monygham  slipped  off  the  window-sill,  and,  thrusting 
his  hands  into  the  pockets  of  the  long,  grey,  dust  coat  he  was 
wearing,  made  a  few  steps  into  the  room. 

SotiUo  got  up,  too,  and,  putting  himself  in  the  way, 
examined  him  from  head  to  foot. 

"So  your  countrymen  do  not  confide  in  you  very  much, 
senor  doctor.  They  do  not  love  you,  eh?  Why  is  that,  I 
wonder  ?  '* 

The  doctor,  lifting  his  head,  answered  by  a  long,  lifeless 
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stare  and  the  words,  Perhapfi  because  I  have  lived  too  long 
in  Costaguana  ? " 

Sotillo  had  a  gleam  of  white  teeth  under  the  black 
moustache. 

Aha  I  Bot  yon  love  yourself,**  he  said  enoom^iinglj. 
If  yon  leave  them  alone,**  the  doctor  said,  looking  with 
the  same  lifeless  stare  at  Sotillo*8  handsome  face,  'Hhey  wiH 

betray  themselves  very  soon.  Meautime  I  may  try  to  make 
Don  Carlos  speak  ?  ** 

**  Ah  I  sefior  doctor,"  said  Sotillo,  wagging  his  head, 
"you  are  a  man  of  quick  intelligence.  We  were  made  to 
nnderstand  each  other."  He  turned  away.  He  could  bear  no 
longer  that  ezpressionleBi  and  motionless  stare,  which  seemed 
to  have  a  sort  of  impenetrable  emptiness  like  the  black  depth 
of  an  abyss. 

Even  in  a  man  utterly  devoid  of  moral  sense  there  remains 

an  appreciation  of  rascality  which,  being  conventional,  is  per- 
fectly clear.  Sotillo  thought  that  Dr.  Moujgham,  so  different 
from  all  Europeans,  was  ready  to  sell  his  countrymen  and 
Charles  Gould,  his  employer,  for  some  share  of  the  San  Tome 
silver.  Sotillo  did  not  despise  him  for  that.  The  colonel's 
want  of  moral  sense  was  of  a  profound  and  innocent  character. 
It  bordered  upon  stupidity,  moral  stupidity.  Kotiung  that 
served  his  ends  could  appear  to  him  really  reprehensible. 
Nevertheless,  he  despised  Dr.  Monygham.  He  had  for  him  an 
immense  and  satisfactory  contempt.  He  despised  him  with  all 
his  heart  because  he  did  not  mean  to  let  the  doctor  have  any 
reward  at  all.  He  despised  him,  not  as  a  man  without  faith 
and  honour,  but  as  a  fool.  Dr.  Monygham^s  insight  into  his 
character  had  deceived  Sotillo  completely.  Therefore  he 
thought  the  doctor  a  f  ooL 

Since  his  arrival  in  Sulaeo  the  oolonePs  ideas  had  under- 
gone some  modification. 

He  no  longer  wished  for  a  political  career  in  Montero's 
administration.  He  had  always  doubted  the  safety  of  that 
course.  Since  he  had  learned  from  the  chief  engineer  that  at 
daylight  most  likely  he  would  be  confronted  by  Pedro  Montero 
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his  misgivings  on  that  point  had  considerably  increased.  The 
guerillero  brother  of  the  general — the  Pedrito  of  popular 
speech — had  a  reputation  of  his  own.  He  wasn't  safe  to 
deal  with.  Sotillo  had  vaguely  planned  seizing  not  only  the 
treasure  but  the  town  itself,  and  then  negotiating  at  leieare. 
Bat  in  the  face  of  facte  learned  from  the  chief  engineer  (who 
had  franklj  disdosed  to  him  the  whole  sitaation)  his  audacity, 
never  of  a  very  dashing  kind,  had  been  replaced  by  a  most 
cautions  hesitation. 

**  An  army — an  army  crossed  the  mountains  under  Pedrito 
already,"  he  had  repeated,  unable  to  hide  his  consternation. 
**  If  it  had  not  been  that  I  am  given  the  news  by  a  man  of 
yonr  position  I  would  never  have  believed  it.  Astonishing  1  *' 
An  armed  force,"  corrected  the  engineer,  suavely. 

His  aim  was  attained*  It  was  to  keep  Sniaoo  dear  of 
any  armed  occupation  for  a  few  hours  longer,  to  let  those  whom 
fear  impelled  leave  the  town.  In  the  general  dismay  there 
were  families  hopeful  (juough  to  fly  upon  the  road  towards  Los 
Hatos,  which  was  left  open  by  the  withdrawal  of  the  armed 
rabble  under  Seiiores  Fuentes  and  Gamacho,  to  Rincon,  with 
their  enthusiastic  welcome  for  Pedro  Montero.  It  was  a  hasty 
and  risky  exodus,  and  it  was  said  that  Hernandez,  occupying 
with  his  band  the  woods  about  Los  Hatos,  was  receiving  the 
fugitives.  That  a  good  many  people  he  knew  were  contem- 
plating such  a  flight  had  been  well  known  to  the  chief  engmeer. 

Father  Corbel^n's  efforts  in  the  cause  of  that  most  pious 
robber  had  not  been  altogether  fruitless.  The  political  chief 
of  Sulaco  had  yielded  at  the  last  moment  to  the  urgent 
entreaties  of  the  priest,  had  signed  a  provisional  nomination 
appointing  Hernandez  a  general,  and  calling  upon  him  officially 
in  this  new  capacity  to  pres^e  order  in  the  town.  The  fact 
is  that  the  political  chief,  seeing  the  situation  desperate,  did 
not  care  what  he  signed.  It  was  the  last  official  document  he 
signed  before  he  left  the  palace  of  the  Intendenda  for  the 
refuge  of  the  O.S.N.  Company's  office.  But  even  had  he 
meant  his  act  to  be  effective  it  was  already  too  late.  The  riot 
which  he  feared  and  expected  broke  out  in  less  than  an  hour 
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after  FtOJMr  Oorbelki  had  hu^^  Xadeed,  FMber  CkHtelikD, 
who  had  appointed  a  meeting  with  Noetrano  in  the  Dmmnicui 

Couvcnt,  where  he  liad  his  residence  in  one  of  the  cells,  never 
managed  to  reach  the  place.  From  the  Intendencia  he  had 
gone  straight  ou  to  the  Avellanos's  house  to  tell  his  brother- 
in-law,  and  though  he  stayed  there  no  more  than  half  an  hoar 
he  had  found  himself  oat  off  from  his  ascetic  abode.  Nostromo, 
after  waiUng  there  for  some  time,  watching  nneasilj  the  in- 
creasing nproar  in  the  street^  had  made  his  waj  to  the  ofiBuMS 
of  the  Porvmiir^  and  stayed  there  till  daylight,  as  Decond  had 
mentioned  in  the  letter  to  his  sister.  Thus  the  Capataz, 
insLciid  of  riding  towards  the  Los  Hatos  woods  as  bearer  of 
Hernandez's  nomination,  had  remained  in  town  to  save  the 
life  of  the  President  Dictator,  to  assist  in  repressing  the  out- 
break of  the  mob|  and  at  last  to  sail  ont  with  the  silver  cl  the 
mine. 

Bat  Father  Oorhel^esci^Mng  to  Hemandes,  had  the  docn- 
ment  in  his  pocket,  a  piece  of  official  writing  taming  a  bandit 
into  a  general  in  a  memorable  last  official  act  of  the  Bibierist 

party,  whose  watchwords  were  honesty,  peace,  and  progress. 
Probably  neither  the  priest  nor  the  bandit  saw  the  irony  of  it. 
Father  Corbelan  must  have  found  messen^^ers  to  send  into  the 
town,  for  early  on  the  second  day  of  the  disturbances  there  were 
rumours  of  Hernandez  being  on  the  road  to  Los  Hatos  ready 
to  receive  those  who  would  pot  themseiveB  under  his  protection. 
A  strange-looking  horseman,  elderly  and  aodadons,  had  appeared 
in  the  town,  riding  slowly  while  his  eyes  examined  the  fronts 
of  the  houses,  as  though  he  had  never  seen  sncli  high  buildings 
before.  Before  the  cathedral  \v:  had  dismounted,  and,  kneeling 
in  the  middle  of  the  Plaza,  his  bridle  over  his  arm  and  his 
hat  lying  in  front  of  him  on  the  ground,  had  bowed  his  head, 
crossiDg  himself  and  beating  his  breast  for  some  httle  time. 
Bemoonting  his  horse,  with  a  fearless  but  not  unfrioidly  look 
round  the  little  gathering  formed  about  his  public  devotioBS, 
he  had  aBked  for  the  Oaaa  Avellanos.  A  score  of  hands  were 
extended  in  answer,  with  fingers  pointing  up  the  Calle  de  la 
Constitucion. 
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The  honeman  had  gone  on  with  only  a  glance  of  casoal 
coriofiity  upwards  to  the  wmdows  of  the  Amarilla  Clnh  at  the 
corner.  His  stentorian  voice  shouted  periodically  in  the  empty 
street,  "  Which  is  the  Casa  Avellanos  ?  "  till  an  answer  came 
from  the  scared  porter,  and  he  disappeared  under  the  gate. 
The  letter  he  was  bringing,  written  by  Father  Corbelan  with 
a  pencil  by  the  camp  fire  of  Hernandes,  was  addieaaed  to  Don 
Joa^  of  whose  critioE^  state  ihe  priest  was  not  aware.  Antonia 
read  it^  and,  after  ccmsolting  Charles  Gonld,  sent  it  on  for  the 
information  of  the  gentlemen  garrisoning  the  AmArillA  Olnb. 
Pot  herself,  her  nund  was  made  up ;  she  would  rejoin  her 
uncle  ;  she  would  entrust  the  last  day — the  last  hours  perhaps 
— of  her  father's  life  to  the  keeping  of  the  bandit,  whose  exist- 
ence was  a  protest  against  the  irresponsible  tyranny  of  all 
parties  alike,  against  the  moral  darkness  of  the  land.  The 
gloom  of  Lob  Hatos  woods  was  preferable ;  a  life  of  hardships 
in  tiie  train  of  a  robber  band  less  debasing.  Antonb  embiaoed 
with  all  her  sonl  her  mide's  obstinate  defiance  oi  misfortone. 
It  was  grounded  in  the  belief  in  the  man  whom  she  loved. 

In  his  message  the  Vicar-General  answered  upon  his  head 
for  Hernandez's  fidelity.  As  to  his  power,  he  pointed  out 
that  he  had  remained  unsubdued  for  so  many  years.  In  that 
letter  Decoud's  idea  of  the  new  Occidental  State  (whose 
flourishing  and  stable  condition  is  a  matter  of  common  know- 
ledge now)  was  for  the  first  time  made  pablic  and  nsed  as  an 
aignment.  HemandeSy  ez-bandit  and  the  kst  general  of 
Bibierist  creation,  was  confident  of  being  able  to  hold  the 
tract  of  oonntry  between  the  woods  of  Los  Hates  and  the 
coast  range  till  that  devoted  patriot,  Don  Martiu  Decoud, 
could  bring  General  Barrios  bagk  to  Bulaco  for  the  re-conquest 
of  the  town. 

"  Heaven  itself  wills  it.  Providence  is  on  our  side,"  wrote 
Father  Corbelan ;  there  was  no  time  to  reflect  upon  or  to 
controvert  his  statement ;  and  if  the  discussion  started  upon 
tbe  reading  of  that  letter  in  the  Amarilla  Club  was  violent,  it 
was  also  ^ortlived.  In  the  general  bewilderment  of  the 
collapse  some  jnmped  at  the  idea  with  joyful  astonldunent  aa 
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upon  the  amaiing  discovery  ol  a  new  hope.  Others  became 
fefldnated  by  the  prospect  of  immediate  personal  safety  for 

their  women  and  children.  The  majority  caught  at  it  as  a 
drown ins^  man  catches  at  a  straw.  Father  Corbelan  was 
unexpectedly  offering?  them  a  refuge  from  Pedrito  Montero 
with  his  llaneros  allied  to  Se&orea  Faentes  and  Gamacho  with 
their  armed  rabble. 

All  the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon  an  animated  discussion 
went  on  in  the  big  rooms  of  the  Amarilla  Olnb.  Even  those 
membeiB  posted  at  the  windows  with  rifles  and  carbines  to 
gnard  the  end  of  the  street  in  case  of  an  offensive  retnm  of 
the  populace  sliouted  their  opinions  and  arguments  over  their 
shoulders.  As  dusk  fell  Don  Juste  Lopez,  inviting  those 
caballeros  who  were  of  his  way  of  thinking  to  follow  him, 
witlidrew  into  the  corridor,  where  at  a  little  table  in  the  light 
of  two  candles  he  busied  himself  in  composing  an  address,  or 
rather  a  solemn  declaration  to  be  presented  to  Pedrito 
Montero  by  a  deputation  of  soch  members  of  Assembly  as 
had  elected  to  remain  in  town.  His  idea  was  to  projatiate  him 
in  order  to  save  the  form  at  least  of  parliamentary  institutions. 
Seated  before  a  blank  sheet  of  paper,  a  goase-quill  pen  in  lii.s 
hand,  and  surged  upon  from  all  sides,  he  turned  to  the  right 
and  to  the  left,  repeating  with  solemn  insistence — 

"  Caballeros,  a  moment  of  silence  I  A  moment  of  silence  I 
We  ought  to  make  it  clear  that  we  bow  in  aU  good  faith  to 
the  accomplished  facts." 

The  utterance  of  that  phrase  seemed  to  give  him  a 
melancholy  satisfaction.  The  hubbub  of  voices  round  him 
was  growing  strained  and  hoarse.  In  the  sudden  pauses  the 
excited  grimacing  of  the  faces  would  sink  all  at  once  into 
the  stillness  of  profound  dejection. 

Meantime  the  exodus  had  begun.  Carretas  full  of  ladies 
and  children  rolled  swaying  across  the  Plaza,  with  men  walking 
or  riding  by  their  side ;  mounted  parties  followed  on  mules 
and  horses ;  the  poorest  were  setting  out  on  foot,  men  and 
women  carrying  bundles,  clasping  babies  in  their  arms,  leading 
old  people,  dragging  along  the  bigger  children.   When  Charles 
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Gonld,  after  leaving  the  doctor  and  the  engineer  at  the  Casa 
Yiola^  entered  the  town  bj  the  harbour  gate,  all  those  that 
had  meant  to  go  were  gone,  and  the  others  had  barricaded 
themselves  in  their  homes.  In  the  whole  dark  street  there 

was  only  one  spot  of  flickering  lights  and  moving  figures, 
where  the  Sefior  Administrador  recognised  his  wife's  carriage 
waiting  at  the  door  of  the  Avellanos's  house.  He  rode  up, 
almost  unnoticed,  and  looked  on  without  a  word  while  some  of 
his  own  servants  came  out  of  the  gate  carrying  Don  Joa6 
AveUanoB,  who,  with  closed  eyes  and  motionless  features, 
appeared  perfectly  lifeless.  His  wife  and  Antonia  walked  on 
each  side  of  the  improvised  stretcher,  which  was  pat  at 
once  into  the  carriage.  The  two  women  embraced ;  while 
from  the  other  side  of  the  landau  Father  Corbelan's  emissary, 
with  his  ragged  beai*d  all  streaked  with  grey,  and  high,  bronzed 
cheek  bones,  stared,  sitting  upright  in  the  saddle.  Then 
Antonia,  dry-eyed,  got  in  by  the  side  of  the  stretcher,  and, 
after  making  the  sign  of  the  cross  rapidly,  lowered  a  thick 
veil  npon  her  face.  The  servants  and  the  three  or  four  neigh- 
boors  who  had  come  to  assist,  stood  back  uncovering  their 
heads.  On  the  box,  Ignacio,  resigned  now  to  driving  all 
night  (and  to  having  perhaps  his  throat  cat  before  daylight), 
looked  back  surlily  over  his  shoulder. 

Drive  carefully,"  cried  Mrs.  Gould  in  a  tremulous 
voice. 

**  Si,  carefully,  si  nina,"  he  mumbled,  chewing  his  lips,  his 
round  leathery  cheeks  quivering.  And  the  landau  rolled 
slowly  out  of  the  light. 

I  will  see  them  as  far  as  the  ford,"  said  Charles  Gould  to 
his  wife.  She  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  side-walk  with  her 
hands  clasped  lightly,  and  nodded  to  him  as  he  followed  after 
the  carriage.  And  now  the  windows  of  the  Amarilla  Club 
were  dark.  The  last  spark  of  resistance  had  died  out.  Turn- 
ing his  head  at  the  comer,  Charles  Gould  saw  his  wife  crossing 
over  to  their  own  gate  in  the  lighted  patch  of  the  street.  One 
of  their  neighbours,  a  well-known  merchant  and  landowner 
of  the  province,  followed  at  her  elbow,  talking  with  great 
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pfesturcs.  As  she  passed  in  all  the  lights  went  out  in  the 
street,  which  remained  dark  and  empty  from  end  to  end. 

The  houses  of  the  vast  Plaza  were  lost  in  the  night.  High 
ap,  like  a  star,  there  was  a  small  gleam  ia  one  of  the  towers  of 
the  cathedral ;  and  the  equestrian  statue  gleamed  pale  against 
the  black  trees  of  the  Alameda,  like  a  ghost  of  lOTaltyhamitiiig 
the  scenes  of  molation.  The  rare  {Mrowlen  thej  met  tanged 
themselTes  against  the  waQ.  Beyond  the  last  honses  the 
carriage  rolled  noiselessly  on  the  soft  cushion  of  dust,  and  with 
a  greater  obscurity  a  feeling  of  freshness  seemed  to  fall  from 
the  foliage  of  the  trees  bordering  the  country  road.  The 
emissary  from  Uernaodes's  camp  poshed  his  horse ^close  to 
Charles  Gould. 

'^Oaballero,"  he  said  in  an  interested  voice,  '^yon  are  he 
whmn  they  call  the  King  of  Snlaco,  the  masker  of  the  mine  ? 
Is  it  not  so?" 

Yes,  I  am  the  master  of  the  mine,**  answered  Oharles  GonkL 

The  man  cantered  for  a  time  in  silence,  then  said,  *'  I  have 
a  brother,  a  serefio  in  your  service  in  the  San  Tome  valley. 
You  have  proved  yourself  a  just  man.  There  had  been  no 
wrong  done  to  any  one  since  you  called  upon  the  people  to  work 
in  the  mountains.  My  iH'other  says  that  no  official  of  the 
Govwnment,  no  oppressor  of  tiie  Campo,  had  been  seen  on 
yonr  side  of  the  streaoL  Yonr  own  officials  do  not  oj^ness  the 
people  in  the  gorge.  Doubtless  they  are  afraid  of  yonr  severity. 
Yon  are  a  jnst  man  and  a  powerfnl  one,"  he  added. 

Ho  spoke  in  an  abnipt,  independent  tune,  bub  evidently  he 
was  communicative  with  a  purpose.  He  told  Charles  Gould 
that  he  had  been  a  ranchero  in  one  of  the  lower  valleys,  far 
south,  a  neighbour  of  Hernandez  in  the  old  days,  and  godfather 
to  his  eldest  boy  ;  one  of  those  who  joined  him  in  his  resist- 
ance to  the  recruiting  raid  which  was  the  beginning  of  all  their 
misfortunes.  It  was  he  that,  when  his  compadre  had  been 
carried  off,  had  bnried  his  wife  and  children,  murdered  by 
the  soldiers. 

**Si  sefiur,''  he  muttered  hoarsely,  "I  and  two  or  three 
others,  the  lucky  onos  left  at  liberty,  buried  them  all  iu  one 
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^ve  near  the  ashes  of  their  ranch,  under  the  tree  that  had 
shaded  its  roof." 

It  was  to  him,  too,  that  Hernandez  came  after  he  had 
deserted,  three  yean  afterwaids.  He  had  still  his  uniform  on 
with  the  sergeant's  stripes  on  the  sleeve,  and  the  blood  of  his 
odonel  npon  his  hands  and  breast.  Three  troopers  followed 
him,  of  those  who  had  started  in  pnrsnit  bnt  had  ridden  on  for 
liberty.  And  he  told  Charles  Gould  how  he  and  a  few  friends, 
seeing  those  soldiers,  lay  in  ambush  behind  some  rocks  ready  to 
pull  the  trigger  on  them,  when  he  recognised  his  compadre  and 
jumped  up  from  cover,  shouting  his  name,  because  he  knew 
that  Hernandea  could  not  have  been  coming  back  on  an  errand 
of  injustice  and  oppression.  Those  three  soldiers,  together 
wi^  the  party  who  lay  bdiind  the  rocks,  had  formed  the 
nnclens  of  the  famous  band ;  and  he,  the  narrator,  had  been 
the  fayonrite  lieutenant  of  Hemandes  for  many,  many  years. 
He  mentioned  proudly  that  the  officials  had  put  a  price  upon 
his  head  too  ;  but  it  did  not  prevent  it  getting  sprinkled  with 
grey  upon  liis  shoulders.  And  now  he  had  lived  long  enough 
to  see  his  compadre  made  a  general. 

He  had  a  burst  of  muffied  laughter.  "And  now  from  robbers 
we  have  become  soldiers.  Bnt  look,  Oabaltoro,  at  those  who 
made  ns  soldiera  and  him  a  general !  Look  at  these  people  I " 

Ignacio  shonted.  The  light  of  the  carriage  lamps,  running 
along  the  nopal  hedges  that  crowned  the  bank  on  each  side, 
flashed  upon  the  scared  faces  of  people  standing  aside  in  the 
road,  sunk  deep,  like  an  English  country  lane,  into  the  soft 
soil  of  the  Campo.  They  cowered  ;  their  eyes  glistened  very 
big  for  a  second  $  and  then  the  light,  running  on,  fell  upon  the 
half-d^nded  roots  of  a  big  tree,  on  another  stretch  of  nopal 
hedge,  canght  np  another  bonch  of  faces  glaring  back  appce- 
hensiyely.  Three  women— H>f  whom  one  was  carrying  a  <Md 
—and  a  oon]de  of  men  in  civilian  dress— one  armed  with  a 
sabre  and  another  with  a  gun — were  grouped  about  a  donkey 
carrying?  two  bundles  tied  up  in  blankets.  Further  on  Ignacio 
fihouted  again  to  pass  a  carreta,  a  long  wooden  box  on  two 
high  whecds,  with  the  door  at  the  back  swinging  open.  Some 
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ladiei  in  it  most  have  reoognifled  the  white  moles,  becanae  they 
screamed  out,  '^Is  it  yon,  Dofia  £milia  ?  " 

At  the  turn  of  tbe  load  Uie  glare  of  a  big  fire  filled  the 
sbort  stretch  vaulted  over  by  the  branches  meeting  overhead. 

Near  the  ford  of  a  shallow  stream  a  roadside  rancho  of  woven 
rushes  and  a  roof  of  grass  had  been  set  on  fire  by  accident,  and 
the  flames,  roaring  viciously,  Ut  up  an  open  space  blocked  with 
horses,  moles,  and  a  distoicted,  shooting  crowd  of  people. 
When  Ignacio  pulled  np,  several  ladies  on  foot  assailed  the 
carriage,  b^ging  Antonia  for  a  seat.  To  their  damoor  she 
answered     pomting  silently  to  her  father. 

I  most  leave  yon  here,*'  said  Charles  Gtonld,  in  the  n^roar. 
The  flames  leaped  up  sky-high,  and  in  the  recoil  from  the 
scorching  heat  across  the  road  the  stream  of  fugitives  pressed 
against  the  carriage.  A  middle-aged  lady  dressed  in  black  silk, 
hut  with  a  coarse  manta  over  her  head  and  a  rough  branch  for 
a  stick  in  her  hand,  staggered  against  the  front  wheeL  Two 
yonng  girls,  frightened  and  silent,  were  clinging  to  her  arms. 
Charles  Gonld  knew  her  v^  well. 

^'Miserioordial  We  are  getting  terribly  braised  in  this 
crowd!*'  she  exclaimed,  smiling  np  conrageously  to  him. 
**  We  have  started  on  foot.  All  our  servants  ran  away  yester- 
day to  join  the  democrats.  We  are  going  to  put  ourselves 
under  the  protection  of  Father  Corbelan,  of  your  sainted 
uncle,  Antonia.  He  has  wrought  a  miiacle  in  the  heart  of  a 
most  merciless  robber.   A  miracle  I " 

She  raised  her  voice  gradually  np  to  a  scream  as  she  was 
borne  along  by  the  pressure  of  people  getting  out  of  the  way 
of  some  carts  coming  up  out  of  the  ford  at  a  gallop,  with  loud 
yells  and  cracking  of  whips.  Great  masses  of  sparks  mingled 
with  black  smoke  flew  over  the  road  ;  the  bamboos  of  the 
walls  detonated  in  the  fire  with  the  sound  of  an  irregular 
fusillade.  And  then  the  bright  blaze  sank  suddenly,  leaving 
only  a  red  dusk  crowded  with  aimless  dark  shadows  drifting 
In  contrary  dkections ;  the  noise  of  voices  seemed  to  die  away 
with  the  flame  ;  and  the  tumult  oi  heads,  arms,  quarrelling^ 
and  impreoatiima  passed  on  fleeing  into  the  darkness. 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  LIGHTHOUSE. 


**I  must  leave  you  now,"  repeated  Charles  Gould  to 
Antonia.  She  tamed  her  head  slowly  and  oncovered  her  face. 
The  emissaiy  and  oompadre  of  Hernandez  poshed  his  horse 
dose  np. 

Has  not  the  master  of  the  mine  any  message  to  send  to 
Hemandes,  the  master  of  the  Oampo  ?  *' 

The  truth  of  the  comparison  struck  Charles  Gould  heavily. 
In  his  determined  purpose  he  held  the  mine,  and  the  indomit- 
able bandit  held  the  Campo  by  the  same  precarious  tenure. 
They  were  equals  before  the  lawlessness  of  the  land.  It  was 
impossible  to  disentangle  one's  activity  from  its  debasing  oon 
tacts.  A  dose-meshed  net  of  crime  and  oorrnption  lay  apon 
the  whole  oonntry.  An  immense  and  weaiy  disooaragement 
sealed  his  lips 'for  a  time. 

"  You  are  a  jnst  man,"  nrged  the  emissary  of  Hernandez. 
"  Look  at  those  people  who  made  my  conipadre  a  general  and 
have  turned  us  all  into  soldiers.  Look  at  those  oligarclis  flee- 
ing for  life,  with  only  the  clothes  on  their  backs.  My  com- 
padre  does  not  think  of  that,  but  our  followers  may  be  wonderiiii^ 
greatly,  and  I  would  speak  for  them  to  yon.  Look,  sefior  I 
For  many  months  now  the  Campo  has  been  onr  own.  We 
need  ask  no  man  for  anything ;  but  soldiers  most  have  their 
pay  to  Uve  honestly  when  the  wars  are  over.  It  is  believed 
that  your  soul  is  so  just  that  a  prayer  from  yon  would  cure 
the  sickness  of  every  beast,  like  the  oration  of  the  upright 
judge.  Let  me  have  some  words  from  your  lips  that  would 
act  like  a  charm  upon  the  doubts  of  our  partida,  where  all  are 
men." 

"  Do  you  hear  what  he  says  ?  "  Charles  Gould  said  in 
English  to  Antonia. 

Forgive  us  our  misery  I "  she  ezdaimed  hurriedly.  **  It 
is  your  character  that  is  the  inexhaustible  treasure  which  may 
save  us  all  yet ;  your  character,  Carlos,  not  your  wealth.  I 
entreat  you  to  give  this  man  your  word  that  you  will  accept 
any  arrangement  my  uncle  may  make  with  their  chief.  One 
word.    He  will  want  no  more." 

On  the  site  of  the  roadside  hut  there  remained  nothing 
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but  an  enormous  heap  of  embere,  throwing  afar  a  darkening 
red  glow,  in  which  Anton ia*8  face  appeared  deeply  flushed  with 
excitement.  Charles  Gould,  with  only  a  short  hesitation, 
prononnced  the  leqnired  pledge.  He  was  like  a  mao  who  had 
▼entined  on  a  precipitous  path  with  no  room  to  Um^  where 
the  onlychanoe  of  safety  is  to  press  forward.  At  that  moment 
he  understood  it  thoroughly  as  he  looked  down  at  Don  Jos6 
stretched  out,  hardly  breathing,  by  the  side  of  the  ereot 
Antonia,  vanquished  in  a  lifelong  straggle  with  the  powers  of 
moral  darkness,  whose  stagnant  depths  breed  monstrous  crimes 
and  monstrous  illusions.  In  a  few  words  the  emissary  from 
Hernandez  expressed  his  complete  satisfaction.  Stoically 
Antonia  lowered  her  reil,  resisting  the  longing  to  inquire 
abont  Decood^  escape.  Bnt  Ignado  leered  morosely  oyer  his 
shonMer. 

''Take  a  good  look  at  the  moles,  mi  amo,*"  he  gmmbled. 
Yon  shall  never  see  them  again  1  *' 
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ChabiiSS  Gould  tamed  towards  the  town.  Before  him  the 
jagged  peaks  of  the  Sierra  came  out  all  black  in  the  dear 

dawn.  Here  and  there  a  muffled  lepero  whisked  round  the 
comer  of  a  grass-grown  street  before  the  ringing  hoofs  of  his 
horse.  Dogs  barked  behind  the  walls  of  the  gardens ;  and 
with  the  colourless  light  the  chill  of  the  snows  seemed  to  fall 
from  the  mountains  upon  the  disjointed  pavements  and  the 
shuttered  hotises  with  broken  cornices  and  the  plaster  peeling 
in  patches  between  the  flat  pilasters  of  the  fronts.  The  day- 
break stoiggled  with  the  gloom  nnder  the  arcades  on  the 
Plasa,  with  no  signs  of  country  people  disposing  their  goods 
for  the  day's  market,  piles  of  fruit,  bundles  of  vegetables  orna- 
mented with  flowers,  on  low  benches  under  enormous  mat 
umbrellas  ;  with  no  cheery  early  morning  bustle  of  villagers, 
women,  children,  and  loaded  donkeys.  Only  a  few  scattered 
knots  of  reyolntionists  stood  in  the  vast  space,  looking  all  one 
way  horn,  nnder  their  douched  hats  for  some  sign  of  news 
from  Binoon.  The  largest  of  those  groups  turned  about  like 
one  man  as  Oharles  Gould  passed,  and  shouted,  Viva  la 
libertad  I  "  after  him  in  a  menacing  tone. 

Charles  Gould  rode  on,  and  turned  into  the  archway  of  his 
house.  In  the  patio  littered  with  straw,  a  practicante,  one  of 
Dr.  Monygham's  native  assistants,  sat  on  the  ground  with  his 
back  against  the  rim  of  the  fountain  fingering  a  guitar  dis- 
Greetly,  while  two  girls  of  the  lower  class,  standing  up  before 
him,  Unfiled  their  feet  a  little  and  wayed  their  arms,  humming 
a  popular  dance  tune.  Most  of  the  wounded  during  the 
two  days  ci  rioting  had  been  taken  away  abeady  by  their 

X 


Digitized  by  Google 


N06TBOMO. 


friends  and  idationSy  bat  meal  figorai  conld  be  seen  sitting 
np  balanoing  their  bandsged  heads  in  time  to  the  mndc. 

Charles  Gould  dismounted.  A  sleepy  mozo  coming  out  of  the 
bakery  door  took  hold  of  the  horse's  bridle  ;  the  practicante 
endeavoured  to  conceal  his  guitar  hastily ;  the  girls,  un- 
abashed, stepped  back  smiling ;  and  Charles  Gonld,  on  his  way 
to  the  staircase,  glanced  into  a  dark  comer  of  the  patio  at 
another  group,  a  mortallj  wonnded  Cai|;ador  with  a  woman 
kneeling  by  his  side ;  she  mambled  prayers  rapidly,  trying  at 
the  same  time  to  force  a  piece  of  orange  between  the  stiffening 
lips  of  the  dying  man. 

The  cruel  futility  of  things  stood  unveiled  in  the  levity  and 
sufferings  of  that  incorrigible  people  ;  the  cruel  futility  of  lives 
and  of  deaths  thrown  away  in  the  vain  endeavour  to  attain  an 
enduring  solution  of  the  problem.  Unlike  Deoond,  Charles 
Gould  conld  not  play  lightly  a  part  in  a  tragic  farce.  It  was 
tragic  enough  for  him  in  ail  oonscienoe,  bat  he  conld  see  no 
farcical  element.  He  snffered  too  much  onder  a  conviction 
of  irremediable  folly.  He  was  too  severely  practical  and  too 
idealistic  to  look  npon  its  terrible  hnmonrs  with  amnsement, 
as  Martin  Decoud,  the  imaginative  materialist,  was  able  to  do 
in  the  dry  light  of  his  scepticism.  To  him,  as  to  all  of  us,  the 
compromises  with  his  conscience  appeared  uglier  than  ever  in 
the  light  of  failure.  His  tacitomity,  assumed  with  a  purpose, 
had  prevented  him  from  tampering  openly  with  his  thoughts ; 
but  the  Gould  Concession  had  insidiously  corrupted  his  judg- 
ment. He  might  have  known,  he  said  to  himself,  leaning 
over  the  balustiade  of  the  corridor,  that  Bibierism  conld  never 
come  to  anything.  The  mine  had  corrupted  his  judgment  by 
making  him  sick  of  bribing  and  intriguing  merely  to  have  his 
work  left  alone  from  day  to  day.  Like  his  father,  he  did  not 
like  to  be  robbed.  It  exasperated  him.  He  had  persuaded 
himself  that,  apart  from  higher  considerations,  the  backing  np 
Don  Josh's  hopes  of  reform  was  good  business.  He  had  g(me 
forth  into  the  senseless  fray  like  his  pocMr  unde,  whose  swoid 
hung  on  the  wall  of  his  stidy,  had  gone  f crth— in  the  defence 
of  the  conunonest  decencies  of  organised  socM^.  Only  his 
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weapon  was  the  wealth  of  the  mine,  more  far-reaching  unci 
subtle  than  an  honest  blade  of  steel  htted  into  a  simple  brass 
guard. 

More  dangerous  to  the  wielder,  too,  this  weapon  of  wealth, 
donble-edged  with  the  cupidity  and  misery  of  mankind,  steeped 
in  all  the  vices  of  self-dndiilgeiioe  as  in  a  concoction  of  poisonons 
roots,  tainting  the  yery  cause  for  which  it  is  drawn,  always 
ready  to  tnm  awkwardly  in  the  hand.  There  was  nothing  for 
it  now  but  to  go  on  nsing  it.  Bnt  he  promised  himself  to  see 
it  shattered  into  small  bits  before  he  let  it  be  wrenched  from 
his  grasp. 

After  all,  with  his  English  parentage  and  English  up-bring- 
ing, he  perceived  that  he  was  an  adventurer  in  Costaguana, 
the  descendant  of  adventurers  enlisted  in  a  foreign  legion,  of 
men  who  had  sought  fortune  in  a  revolntionary  war,  who  had 
planned  reyolntions,  who  had  believed  in  revolntions.  For  all 
the  uprightness  of  his  character,  he  had  something  of  an 
adventurer's  easy  morality  which  takes  count  of  personal  risk 
in  the  ethical  appraising  of  his  action.  He  was  prepared,  if 
need  be,  to  blow  up  the  whole  San  Tom6  mountain  sky  high 
out  of  the  territory  of  the  Republic.  This  resolution  expressed 
the  tenacity  of  his  character,  the  remoi-se  of  that  subtle  con- 
jugal infidelity  through  which  his  wife  was  no  longer  the  sole 
mistress  of  his  thoughts,  something  of  his  father's  imaginative 
weakness,  and  [something,  too,  of  the  spunt  of  a  bnocaneer 
throwing  a  lighted  match  into  the  magazme  rather  than 
surrender  his  ship. 

Down  below  in  the  patio  the  wounded  Cargador  had 
breathed  his  last.  The  woman  cried  out  once,  and  her  cry, 
unexpected  and  shrill,  made  all  the  wounded  sit  up.  The 
practicante  scrambled  up  to  his  feet,  and,  guitar  in  hand, 
gassed  steadily  in  hex  direction  with  elevated  eyebrows.  The 
two  girls— fitting  now  one  on  each  side  of  their  wonnded 
relative,  with  their  knees  drawn  np  and  long  oigars  between 
their  lips-Hiodded  at  each  other  significantly. 

Charles  Gould,  looking  down  over  the  balustrade,  saw 
three  men  dressed  ceremoniously  in  black  frock-coats  with 
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white  shirtfl,  and  wearing  Earopeui  round  hats,  enter  the 

patio  from  the  street.  One  of  them,  head  and  shonlderB  taller 
than  the  two  others,  advanced  with  marked  gravity,  leading 
the  way.  This  was  Don  Jnste  Lopez,  accompanied  by  two  of 
his  friends,  members  of  Assembly,  comine:  to  call  upon  the 
Adnunistrador  of  the  San  Tom6  mine  at  Uiifi  early  hoar.  They 
saw  him  tooy  waved  their  hands  to  him  nzgendy,  walking  np 
the  stairs  as  if  in  procession. 

Don  Jnste,  astonishingly  changed  by  having  shaved  off 
altogether  his  damaged  beard,  had  lost  with  it  nine4enths  of 
his  outward  dignity.  Even  at-  that  time  of  serioos  pre- 
occupation Charles  Gould  could  not  help  noting  the  revealed 
ineptitude  in  the  aspect  of  the  man.  His  companions  looked 
crestfallen  and  sleepy.  One  kept  on  passing  the  tip  of  his 
tongue  over  his  parched  lips ;  the  other*s  eyes  strayed  dully 
over  the  tiled  floor  of  the  corridor,  while  Don  Juste,  standing 
a  little  in  advanoe,  harangned  the  Sefior  Administrador  of  the 
San  Tom&  mine.  It  was  his  firm  opinion  that  forms  had  to  be 
observed.  A  new  governor  is  always  visited  by  deputations 
from  the  CabilJo,  which  is  the  Municipal  Council,  from  the 
Consulado,  the  Commercial  Board,  and  it  was  proper  that  the 
Provincial  Assembly  should  send  a  deputation  too,  if  only  to 
assert  the  existence  of  parliamentary  institutions.  Don  Juste 
proposed  that  Don  Carlos  Gould,  as  the  most  prominent  citizen 
oi  the  province,  should  join  Uie  Assembly's  deputation.  His 
positi(m  was  exceptional,  his  personaliliy  known  through  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  whole  Bepublic.  Official  oonrtesiee 
must  not  be  neglected,  if  they  are  gone  through  with  a  bleeding 
heait.  The  acceptance  of  accomplished  facts  may  save  yet 
the  precious  vestiges  of  parliamentary  institutions.  Don 
Juflte's  eyes  glowed  dully  ;  he  beUeved  in  parliamentary  institu- 
tions—and the  convinced  drone  of  his  voice  lost  itself  in  the 
stillness  of  the  house  like  the  deep  bussing  of  some  pondorons 
insect. 

Oharles  Gould  had  turned  round  to  listen  patiently, 
leaning  his  elbow  on  the  balustrade.   He  shook  his  head  a 

little,  refusing,  almost  touched  by  the  anxious  gaze  of  the 
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President  of  the  Provincial  Assembly.  It  wat  not  Oharles 
Gould's  policy  to  make  the  San  Tom6  mine  a  part j  to  any 
fonnal  prooeedingi. 

My  advice,  sefiores,  is  that  yon  shonld  wait  for  yonr  fate 

in  your  houses.  There  is  no  necessity  for  you  to  give  your- 
selves up  formally  into  Montero's  hands.  Submission  to  the 
inevitable,  as  Don  Juste  calls  it,  is  all  very  well ;  but  when 
the  inevitable  is  called  Pedrito  Montero  there  is  no  need  to 
exhibit  pointedly  the  whole  extent  of  your  snrrender.  The 
fault  of  this  country  is  the  want  of  measure  in  political  life. 
Fiat  acqniesoence  in  illegality,  followed  by  sangninazy  reaction 
— fhatj  sefiores,  is  not  the  way  to  a  stable  and  prosperons 
fntnre." 

Charles  Gould  stopped  before  the  sad  bewilderment  of  the 
faces,  the  wondering,  anxious  glances  of  the  eyes.  The  feeling 
of  pity  for  those  men,  putting  all  their  trust  into  words  of 
some  sort,  while  murder  and  rapine  stalked  over  the  land,  had 
betrayed  him  into  what  seemed  empty  loquacity.  Don  Juste 
murmured — 

"You  are  abandoning  us,  Don  Carlos.  .  •  .  And  yet, 
parliamentary  institutions  

He  could  not  finish  from  grief.  For  a  moment  he  put  his 
hand  over  his  eyes.  Charles  Gould,  in  his  fear  of  empty 

loquacity,  made  no  answer  to  the  charge.  He  returned  in  silence 
their  ceremonious  bows.  His  taciturnity  was  his  refuge.  He 
understood  that  what  they  sought  was  to  get  the  influence 
of  the  San  Tom^  mine  on  their  side.  They  wanted  to  go  on 
a  conciliating  errand  to  the  victor  under  the  wing  of  the  Gould 
Concession.  Other  pnblic  bodies— ^e  Cabildo,  the  Consulado 
— would  be  coming  too  presently,  seeking  the  support  of  the 
most  stable,  the  most  effectiye  force  they  had  ever  known  to 
eidst  in  their  province. 

The  doctor,  arriving  with  his  sharp,  jerky  walk,  found  that 
the  master  had  retired  into  his  own  room  with  orders  not  to  be 
disturbed  on  any  account.  But  Dr.  ^Rfony^ham  was  not 
anzions  to  see  Charles  Gould  at  once.  He  spent  some  time 
in  a  rapid  examination  of  his  wounded.  He  gaaed  down  upon 
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each  in  tuni,  rubbing  his  chin  between  his  thumb  and  fore- 
finger ;  his  steady  stare  met  without  expression  their  silently 
inqaintire  look.  All  these  cases  were  doing  well ;  but  when 
he  came  to  the  dead  Oargador  he  stopped  a  little  longer, 
snrveying  not  the  man  who  had  ceased  to  suffer,  bat  the 
woman  kneeling  in  silent  contemplation  of  the  rigid  face, 
with  its  pinched  nostrils  and  a  white  gleam  in  the  imperfectly 
closed  eyes.  She  lifted  her  head  slowly,  and  said  in  a  dull 
Voice — 

"  It  is  not  long  since  he  had  become  a  Cargador — only  a 
lew  weeks.  His  worship  the  Capataz  had  accepted  him  after 
many  entreaties.*' 

« I  am  not  responsible  for  the  great  Capatas/*  mattered 
the  doctor,  moving  off. 

Directing  his  coarse  npstairs  towards  the  door  of  Charles 
Gould's  room,  the  doctor  at  the  last  moment  hesitated  ;  then, 
turning  away  from  tho  handle  with  a  shrug  of  his  uneven 
shoulders,  slunk  off  hastily  along  the  corridor  iu  search  of  Mra. 
Gould's  camerista. 

Leonarda  told  him  that  the  seuora  had  not  risen  yet.  The 
sefiora  had  g^yan  into  her  charge  the  girls  belonging  to  that 
Italian  posadero.  She,  Leonarda,  had  put  them  to  bed  in  her 
own  room.  The  fahr  giri  had  cried  hmelf  to  sleeps  bat  the 
dark  one— the  biggest---had  not  closed  her  eyes  yet.  Shesatup 
in  bed  clutching  the  sheets  right  np  nnder  her  chin  and  staring 
before  her  like  a  little  witch.  Leouarda  did  not  approve  of 
the  Yiola  children  being  admitted  to  the  house.  She  made 
this  feeling  clear  by  the  indifferent  tone  in  which  she  inquired 
whether  their  mother  was  dead  yet  As  to  the  sefiora,  she 
most  be  asleep.  £ver  since  she  had  gone  into  her  room  after 
seeing  the  departnre  of  Dofia  Antonia  with  her  dying  fiither, 
there  had  been  no  soond  behind  her  door. 

The  doctor,  roosing  himself  oat  of  profound  reflection, 
told  her  abruptly  to  call  her  mistress  at  once.  He  hobbled 
off  to  wait  for  Mrs.  Gould  in  the  sala.  He  was  very  tired, 
but  too  excited  to  sit  down.  In  this  great  drawinsr-room, 
now  empty,  in  which  his  withered  soal  had  been  refreshed 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  LIGHTHOUSE. 


after  many  arid  years  and  his  outcast  spirit  had  accepted 
silently  the  toleration  of  many  side-glances,  he  wandered 
haphazard  amongst  the  chairs  and  tables  till  Mrs.  Gonldy 
enveloped  in  a  morning  wrapper,  came  in  rapidly. 

"  You  know  that  I  nerer  approved  of  the  silver  being  sent 
away,"  the  doctor  began  at  once,  as  a  preliminary  to  the 
narrative  of  his  night's  adventures  in  association  with  Captain 
Mitchell,  the  Engineer-in-Kshief,  and  old  Viola,  at  Sotillo's 
headquarters.   To  the  doctor,  with  his  special  conception  of 
this  political  crisis,  the  removal  of  the  silver  had  seemed  an 
irrational  and  ill-omened  measure.    It  was  as  if  a  general  were 
sending  the  best  part  of  his  troops  away  on  the  eve  of  battle 
upon  some  recondite  pretext.   The  whole  lot  of  ingots  might 
have  been  concealed  somewhere  where  they  conld  have  been 
got  at  for  the  pnrpose  of  staving  off  the  dangers  which  were 
menaokig  the  security  of  the  Gould  Concession*  TheAdminis- 
trador  had  acted  as  if  the  immense  and  powerful  prosperity 
of  the  mine  had  been  founded  on  uietliods  of  probity,  on  the 
sense  of  usefulness.    And  it  was  nothing  of  the  kind.  The 
method  followed  had  been  the  only  one  possible.    The  Gould 
Concession  had  ransomed  its  way  through  all  those  years.  It 
was  a  nauseous  process.    He  quite  understood  that  Charles 
Gould  had  got  aids  of  it  and  had  left  the  old  path  to  back  up 
that  hopeless  attempt  at  reform.  The  doctor  did  not  believe 
in  the  reform  of  Costaguana.  And  now  the  mine  was  back 
again  in  its  old  path,  with  the  disadvantage  that  henceforth  it 
had  to  deal  not  only  with  the  greed  provoked  by  its  wealth, 
but  with  the  resentment  awakened  by  the  attempt  to  free 
itself  from  its  bondage  to  moral  corruption.    That  was  the 
penalty  of  failure.    What  made  him  uneasy  was  that  Charles 
Gould  seemed  to  him  to  have  weakened  at  the  decisive  moment 
when  a  frank  return  to  the  old  methods  was  the  only  chance. 
Listening  to  Decoud*s  wild  scheme  had  been  a  weakness. 

The  doctor  flung  np  his  arms,  exclaiming,  Decoud  I 
Decoud ! "  He  hobbled  about  the  room  with  slight,  angry 
laughs.  Many  years  ago  both  his  ankles  had  been  seriously 
damaged  in  the  coarse  of  a  certain  investigation  conducted  in 
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the  castle  of  Sta.  Marta  by  a  commission  composed  of  military 
men.  Their  nomination  had  been  signified  to  them  un- 
expectedly at  the  dead  of  night,  with  scowling  brow,  flashing 
eyes,  and  in  a  tempestoons  voioe,  by  Gasman  JBento.  The  old 
tyrant,  maddened  by  one  of  his  sudden  of  nifpioioiiy 

mingled  spluttering  sf^eak  to  their  fidelity  with  imprecalioiia 
and  horrible  menaoee.  The  cells  and  casements  of  the  castle 
on  the  hill  had  been  aheady  filled  with  prisoners.  The 
commission  was  charged  now  with  the  task  of  discovering 
the  iniquitous  conspiracy  against  the  Citizen-Baviour  of  his 
country. 

Their  dread  of  the  raving  tyrant  translated  itself  into  a 
hasty  ferocity  of  prooedmre.  The  Citizen-Savionr  was  not 
aocQstomed  to  wait.  A  conspizai^  had  to  be  discovered.  The 
conrtyardsof  the  castle  lesonnded  with  the  clanking  of  leg-irons» 
sounds  of  blows,  yells  of  pain ;  and  the  oommisrion  of  high 
officers  laboured  feverishly,  concealing  their  distress  and  appre- 
hensions from  each  other,  and  especially  from  their  secretary, 
Father  Beron,  an  army  chaplain,  at  that  time  very  much  in  the 
confidence  of  the  Citizen-Saviour.  That  priest  was  a  big,  round- 
shouldered  man,  with  an  unclean-looking,  overgrown  tonsure 
on  the  top  of  his  flat  head,  of  a  dingy,  yellow  complexion,  softly 
fat,  witii  greasj  stains  all  down  the  front  of  his  lientenaat^ 
nnif  orm,  and  a  small  cross  embrmdered  in  i^dte  cotton  cm  hu 
left  breast.  He  had  a  heavy  nose  and  a  pendant  Hp.  Br. 
Monygham  remembered  liim  still.  He  remembered  him  against 
all  the  force  of  his  will  striving  its  utmost  to  forget.  Father 
Bcron  had  been  adjoined  to  the  commission  by  Guzman  Ben  to 
expressly  for  the  purpose  that  his  enlightened  zeal  should  assist 
them  in  their  labours.  Dr.  Monygham  could  by  no  manner 
of  means  forget  the  aeal  of  Father  Beron,  or  his  &ce,  or  the 
pitiless  monotonous  voice  in  which  he  pronounced  the  words, 
"  Will  you  confess  now  ?  " 

This  memory  did  not  make  him  shudder,  but  it  had  made 
of  him  what  he  was  in  the  eyes  of  respectable  people,  a  man 
careless  of  common  decencies,  something  between  a  clever 
vagabond  and  a  disreputable  do<^r.   But  not  all  respectable 
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people  would  have  had  the  necessary  delicacy  of  sentiment  to 
nnderstand  witk  what  trouble  of  mind  and  accuracy  of  vision 
Dr.  Monyghnm,  medical  officer  of  the  San  Tom6  mine,  remem- 
bered Father  Beron,  army  chaplain,  and  once  a  secretary  of  a 
military  comnuBBion.  After  all  these  years  Dr.  Monygham,  in 
h»  rooms  at  the  end  of  the  hospital  building  in  the  San  Torn^ 
gorge,  remembered  Father  Beron  as  distinctly  as  ever.  He 
remembered  that  priest  at  nif^ht,  sometimes  in  his  sleep.  On 
such  nights  the  doctor  waited  for  daylight  with  a  candle  lighted, 
and  walking  the  whole  length  of  his  two  rooms  to  and  fro, 
staring  down  at  his  bare  feet,  his  arms  hngging  his  sides 
tightly.  He  would  dream  of  Father  Beron  sitting  at  the  and 
of  a  long  black  table,  behind  which,  in  a  row,  appeared  the 
heads,  shoulders,  and  epaulettes  of  the  military  members, 
nibbling  the  feather  of  a  quill  pen,  and  listening  with  weary 
and  impatient  scorn  to  the  protestations  of  some  prisoner  calling 
heaven  to  witness  of  his  innocence,  till  he  burst  out,  "  What's 
the  use  of  wasting  time  over  that  miserable  nonsense  I  Let  me 
take  him  outside  for  a  whUe.*'   And  Father  Beron  would  go 
ontside  after  the  clanking  prisoner,  led  away  between  two 
Eojflim.  Such  intedudea  happened  on  many  days,  many  times, 
with  many  prisoners.    When  the  prisoner  returned  he  was 
ready  to  make  a  full  confession,  Father  Beron  would  declare, 
leaning  forward  with  that  dull,  surfeited  look  which  can  be 
seen  in  the  eyes  of  gluttonous  persons  after  a  heavy  meal. 

The  priest's  inquisitorial  instincts  suffered  but  little  from 
the  want  of  classical  apparatna  of  ^e  inquisition.  At  no  time 
of  the  world's  histoiy  have  men  been  at  a  loss  how  to  inflict 
mental  and  bodily  uigoish  upon  their  Mow-creatures.  This 
aptitude  came  to  them  in  the  growing  complexity  of  then*  pas- 
sions and  the  early  r^nement  of  their  ingenuity.  But  it  may 
safely  be  said  that  primeval  man  did  not  go  to  the  trouble  of 
inventing  tortures.  He  was  indolent  and  pure  of  heart.  He 
brained  his  neighbour  ferociously  with  a  stone  axe  from  neces- 
sity and  without  malice.  The  stupidest  mind  may  inyent  a 
rankling  phrase  or  brand  the  innocent  with  a  cruel  aspersion. 
A  piece  of  string  and  a  ramrod ;  a  few  muskets  in  combination 
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with  a  length  of  hide  rope  ;  or  even  a  simple  mallet  of  heavy, 
hard  wood  applied  with  a  swing  to  human  fingers  or  to  the 
joints  of  a  hnman  body  is  enough  for  the  infliction  of  the  most 
exquisite  torture.  The  doctor  bad  been  a  very  stubborn 
prisoner,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence  of  that  **bad  disposi- 
tion *'  (so  Father  Beron  called  it),  his  sabjngation  bad  been  very 
cmshing  and  Tery  complete.  That  is  whjthe  limp  in  his  walk, 
the  twist  of  his  shonlders,  the  scars  on  bis  cheeks  were  so  pro- 
ii(»nncod.  Ilis  confessions,  when  tliey  came  at  last,  were  very 
complete  too.  Sometimes  on  the  nights  when  lie  walked  the 
floor,  he  wondered,  crriiidinir  his  teeth  with  shame  and  rage,  at 
the  fertility  of  his  imagination  when  stimulated  by  a  sort  of 
pain  which  makes  tmtb«  honour,  self-respect,  and  life  itself 
matters  of  little  moment. 

And  he  ooold  not  forget  Father  Bert^n  with  his  monotonous 
phrase,  *^  Will  yon  confess  now  ?  **  reaching  him  in  an  awf nl 
iteration  and  lucidity  of  meaning  through  the  delirious  incoher- 
ence of  unbearable  pain.  He  could  not  forget.  But  that  was 
not  the  worst.  Had  he  met  Father  Beron  in  the  street  after 
all  these  years  Dr.  Monygham  was  sure  he  would  have  quailed 
before  him.  This  contingency  was  not  to  be  feared  now. 
Father  Beron  was  dead  ;  but  the  sickening  certitude  prevented 
Dr.  Monygham  from  looking  anybody  in  the  face. 

Dr.  Monygham  had  become,  in  a  manner,  the  slave  of  a 
ghost  It  was  obvioosly  impossible  to  take  his  knowledge  of 
Father  Beron  home  to  Europe.  When  making  his  extorted 
confessions  to  the  Military  Board,  Dr.  Monygham  was  not 
seeking  to  avoid  death.  He  longed  for  it.  Sitting  half-naked 
for  hours  on  the  wet  earth,  of  bis  prison,  and  so  motionless 
that  the  spiders,  his  companions,  attached  their  webs  to  his 
matted  hair,  he  consoled  the  mis^  of  his  sonl  with  acute 
reasonings  that  he  had  confessed  to  crimes  enongh  for  a  sentence 
of  death — that  they  had  gone  too  far  with  him  to  let  him  live 
to  tell  the  tale. 

But,  as  if  by  a  refinement  of  cruelty.  Dr.  Monygham  was 
left  for  months  to  decay  slowly  in  the  darkness  of  his  grave- 
like  prison.  It  was  no  donbt  hoped  that  it  wonld  finish  him 
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off  without  the  trouble  of  au  executiou  ;  but  Dr.  Mouygham 
had  an  iron  constitution.  It  was  Guzman  Bento  who  died, 
not  by  the  knife  thrust  of  a  conspirator,  but  from  a  stroke 
of  apoplexy,  and  Dr.  Monygham  was  liberated  hastily.  His 
fetters  were  struck  off  by  the  light  of  a  candle,  which,  after 
montlis  of  gloom,  hurt  his  eyes  so  much  that  he  had  to  cover 
his  face  with  his  hands.  He  was  raised  up.  His  heart  was 
beating  violenily  with  the  fear  of  this  liberty.  When  he  tried 
to  walk  the  extraordinary  lightness  of  his  feet  made  him  giddy, 
and  he  fell  down.  Two  sticks  were  thrust  into  his  hands,  and 
he  was  pushed  out  of  the  passage.  It  dusk ;  candles 
glimmered  already  in  the  windows  of  the  officers'  quarters 
round  the  courtyard ;  but  the  twilight  sky  dazed  him  by  its 
mormons  and  overwhelming  brillianoe.  A  thin  poncho  hnng 
over  his  naked,  bony  shonlders ;  the  rags  of  his  tionseis  came 
down  no  lower  than  his  knees ;  an  eighteen  months'  growth 
of  hair  fell  in  dirty  grey  locks  on  each  skle  of  his  sharp  cheek- 
bones. As  he  dragged  himself  past  the  guard-room  door, 
one  of  the  soldiers,  lolling  outside,  moved  by  seme  obscure 
impulse,  leaped  forward  with  a  strange  laugh  and  rammed  a 
broken  old  straw  hat  on  his  head.  And  Dr.  Monygham,  after 
having  tottered,  continued  on  his  way.  He  advanced  one 
stick,  then  one  maimed  foot,  then  the  other  stick ;  the  other 
foot  followed  only  a  very  diort  distance  along  the  gronnd, 
toflfnlly,  as  though  it  were  almost  too  heavy  to  be  moved  at 
all ;  and  yet  his  legs  under  the  hanging  angles  of  the  poncho 
appeared  no  thicker  than  the  two  sticks  in  his  hands.  A  cease- 
less trembling  agitated  his  bent  body,  all  his  wasted  limbs,  his 
bony  head,  the  conical,  ragged  crown  of  the  sombrero,  whose 
ample  flat  rim  rested  on  his  shoulders. 

In  such  conditions  of  manner  and  attire  did  Dr.  Monygham 
go  forth  to  take  possession  0/ his  liberty.  And  these  conditions 
seemed  to  bmd  him  indissolnbly  to  the  land  of  Oostagnana  like 
an  awful  procedure  of  naturalization,  involving  him  deep  in  the 
national  life,  far  deeper  than  any  amount  of  success  and  honour 
could  have  done.  They  did  away  with  his  Europeanism  ;  for 
Dr.  Monygham  had  made  for  himself  an  ideal  conception  of 
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his  disgrace.  It  was  a  oonoaption  eminently  fit  and  proper  for 

liu  olliccr  and  a  gentleman.  Dr.  Monygham,  before  he  wenb 
oat  to  Costagnana,  had  been  surgeon  in  one  of  Her  Majesty's 
regiments  of  foot.  It  was  a  conception  which  took  no  account 
of  physiological  facts  or  reasonable  arguments;  but  it  was 
not  stupid  for  all  that.  It  was  simple.  A  rule  of  conduct 
resting  mainly  on  severe  rejeetions  is  neoeBsarily  simple.  Dr. 
Konygham*8  view  of  what  it  hehovedhim  to  da  was  severe ;  it 
was  an  ideal  view,  in  so  modi  that  it  was  the  imaginative 
eiagi]^Gration  of  a  correct  feeling.  It  was  also,  in  its  force, 
iiitlueuce  and  persistency,  the  view  of  an  eminently  loyal 
nature. 

There  was  a  great  fuud  of  loyalty  in  Dr.  Monygham's 
nature.  He  bad  settled  it  all  on  Mrs.  Gould's  head.  He 
believed  her  worthy  id  eveapj  devotion.  At  the  bottom  of  his 
heart  he  felt  an  angry  nneasiness  before  the  prosperity  of  the 
San  Tom^  mine,  becanse  its  growth  was  robbing  her  of  all 
peace  of  mind.  Costagnana  was  no  place  for  a  woman  of  that 
kind.  What  could  Charles  Gould  have  been  thinking  of  when 
he  brought  her  out  there !  It  was  outrageous  I  And  the 
doctor  had  watched  the  course  of  events  with  a  grim  and 
distant  reserve  which,  he  imagined,  his  lamentable  history 
imposed  npcm  him. 

Loyalty  to  Mrs.  Gonld  ooold  not,  however,  leave  oat  of 
acooont  the  safety  of  hor  husband.  The  doctor  had  contrived 
to  be  in  town  at  the  critical  time  because  he  mistrusted  CSiaries 
Gould.  He  considered  him  hopelessly  infected  with  the  mad- 
ness of  revolutions.  That  is  why  he  hobbled  in  distress  in  the 
drawing-room  of  the  Casa  Gould  on  that  morning,  exclaiming, 
**  Decoud,  Decoud  I    in  a  tone  of  mournful  iiTitation. 

Mrs.  Gould,  her  colour  heightened,  and  with  glistening 
eyes,  looked  straight  before  h»  at  the  sudden  enormity  of  that 
disaster.  The  finger4ips  of  one  hand  rested  lightly  on  a  low 
little  table  by  her  side,  and  the  arm  trembled  right  up  to  the 
shoulder.  The  sun,  which  looks  late  upon  Sulaco,  issuing  in 
all  the  fulness  of  its  power  high  up  on  the  sky  from  behind  the 
dazi&ling  snow-edge  of  Higuerota,  had  precipitated  the  deUcate, 
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smooth,  peurlj  greyness  of  light,  in  which  the  town  lies  steeped 
during  the  early  hours,  into  sharp-cut  masses  of  black  shade 
and  spaces  of  hot,  blinding  glare.  Three  long  rectangles  of 
nmahine  fell  through  the  windows  of  the  sala;  while  jost 
acrofli  the  street  the  front  of  the  AveUanoe'e  house  appeared 
very  sombre  in  its  own  shadow  seen  through  the  flood  of  light. 

A  Toioe  said  at  the  door,   What  of  Deoond  ?  ** 

It  was  Charles  Gould.  They  had  not  heard  him  coming 
along  the  corridor.  His  glance  just  glided  over  his  wife  and 
fitmck  full  at  the  doctor. 

"  You  have  brought  some  news,  doctor  ?  " 

Dr.  Monjgham  blurted  it  all  out  at  once,  in  the  rough. 
For  some  time  after  he  had  done,  the  Administrador  of 
the  San  Tom^  mine  remained  looking  at  him  withont  a  word. 
Mn.  Gonld  sank  into  a  low  diair  with  her  hands  lying  on 
her  lap.  A  silence  reigned  b^ween  those  three  motionless 
persons.   Then  Charles  Gould  spoke— 

"  Yon  must  want  some  breakfast." 

He  stood  aside  to  let  his  wife  pass  first.  She  caught  up 
her  husband^s  hand  and  pressed  it  as  she  went  out,  raising  the 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  The  sight  of  her  hnsband  had 
brought  Antcmia's  position  to  her  mind,  and  she  oonld  not 
contain  her  tears  at  the  thonght  of  the  poor  girl.  When  she 
rejoined  the  two  men  in  the  dining-room  after  having  bathed 
licr  face,  Charles  Gould  was  saying  to  the  doctor  across  the 
table — 

"  No,  there  does  not  seem  any  room  for  doubt.** 
And  the  doctor  assented. 

"No,  I  don't  see  myself  how  we  could  question  that 
wretched  Hirsch's  tale.   It's  only  too  true,  I  fear." 

She  sat  down  desolately  at  the  head  of  the  table  and  looked 
from  one  to  the  other.  The  two  men,  without  absolat^y 
tuning  thdr  heads  away,  tried  to  avoid  her  glance.  The 
doctor  even  made  a  show  of  being  hungry  ;  he  seized  his 
knife  and  fork,  and  began  to  eat  with  emphasis,  as  if  on  the 
stage.  Charles  Gould  made  no  pretence  of  the  sort ;  with  his 
elbows  raised  squarely,  he  twisted  both  ends  of  his  tiaming 
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moustaches — they  were  bo  loug  tkat  his  JiaiKLi  were  quiLc  awaj 
from  his  face. 

"  I  am  not  sm-prised,"  he  muttered,  abandoning  his  mous- 
taches and  throwing  one  arm  over  the  back  of  his  chair.  His 
face  was  calm  with  that  inmiobility  of  expression  which  betrays 
the  intensity  of  a  mental  straggle.  He  ieLt  that  this  accident 
had  brought  to  a  point  all  the  conaeqaenoes  involyed  in  his  line 
of  oondnct,  with  ite  conaeioiu  and  saboonaoioaB  intentiona. 
There  mnst  be  an  end  now  of  this  silent  reserve,  of  that  air 
of  impenetrability  beliiiid  which  he  had  been  safeguarding  his 
dignity.  It  was  the  least  ignoble  form  of  dissembling  forced 
upon  him  by  that  parody  of  civilised  institutions  which 
oflFended  his  intelligence,  his  uprightness,  and  his  sense  of 
right.  He  was  like  his  father.  He  had  no  ironic  eye.  He 
was  not  amused  at  the  absnrdities  that  prevail  in  this  world. 
Thffj  hnrt  him  in  his  innate  gravitj.  He  felt  that  the 
miserable  death  of  that  poor  Decoad  took  from  him  his  in- 
accessible position  of  a  force  in  the  backgroand.  It  committed 
him  0]>enly,  unless  he  wished  to  tiirow  up  the  game — and  that 
was  impossible.  The  material  interests  required  from  him  the 
sacrifice  of  his  aloofness — perhaps  his  own  safety  too.  And 
he  reflected  that  I)ecoud*s  separationist  plan  had  not  gone  to 
the  bottom  with  the  lost  silver. 

The  onlj  thing  that  waa  not  changed  waa  his  position 
towards  Mr.  Holrojd.  The  head  of  silver  and  steel  interests 
had  entered  into  Costaguana  affairs  with  a  sort  of  passion. 
Costi^ana  had  become  necessary  to  his  existence ;  in  the  San 
Tome  mine  he  had  found  the  imaginative  satisfaction  which 
other  minds  would  get  from  drama,  from  art,  or  from  a  risky 
and  fascinating  sport.  It  was  a  special  form  of  the  great  man's 
extravagance,  sanctioned  by  a  moral  intention,  big  enongh  to 
flatter  his  vanity.  Even  in  this  aben-ation  of  his  genius  he 
served  the  progress  of  the  world.  Oharies  Qonld  felt  sure  of 
being  understood  with  precision  and  judged  with  the  indul- 
gence of  their  oommon  paasiim.  Notldng  now  could  surprise 
or  startle  his  great  man.  And  Charles  Gould  imagined  him- 
self writing  a  letter  to  San  Francisco  in  some  such  words : 
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....  The  men  at  the  head  of  the  moyement  are  dead  or 
have  fled ;  the  civil  organisatioii  of  the  province  is  at  an  end 

for  the  present ;  the  Blanco  party  in  Sulaco  has  collapsed 
inexcusably,  but  in  the  characteristic  manner  of  this  country. 
But  Barrios,  untouched  in  Cayta,  remains  still  available.  I  am 
forced  to  take  up  openly  the  plan  of  a  provincial  revolution  us 
the  only  way  of  placing  the  enormous  mateiial  interests  in- 
volved in  the  prosperity  and  peace  of  Solaco  in  a  position  of 

permanent  safety  "  That  was  dear.  He  saw  these 

words  as  if  written  in  letteis  of  fire  upon  the  wall  at  which  he 
Wiis  gazing  abstractedly. 

Mrs.  Gould  watched  his  abstraction  with  dread.  It  was  a 
domestic  and  frightful  phenomenon  that  darkened  and  chilled 
the  house  for  her  like  a  thundercloud  passing  over  the  sun. 
Charles  Gould*s  fits  of  abstraction  depicted  the  energetic  con- 
centration of  a  wiU  hannted  by  a  fixed  idea.  A  man  haunted 
by  a  fixed  idea  is  insane.  He  is  dangerous  even  if  that  idea  is 
an  idea  of  justice ;  for  may  he  not  bring  the  heaven  down 
pitilessly  upon  a  loved  head  ?  The  eyes  of  Mrs.  €N>nld,  watch- 
ing her  husband's  profile,  filled  with  tears  again.  And  again 
she  seeiued  to  see  the  despair  of  the  unfortunate  Antonia. 

"  What  would  I  liave  done  if  Charley  had  been  drowned 
while  we  were  engaged  ?  "  she  exclaimed  mentally,  with  horror. 
Her  heart  turned  to  ice,  while  her  cheeks  fliuned  up  as  if 
scorched  by  the  blase  of  a  funeral  pyre  consnming  all  her 
earthly  affections.  The  tears  bust  ont  of  her  eyes. 

''Antonia  will  kill  herself ! "  she  cried  ont 

This  cry  fell  into  the  silence  of  the  room  with  strangely 
little  effect.  Only  the  doctor,  crumbling  up  a  piece  of 
bread,  with  his  head  inclined  on  one  side,  raised  his  face,  and 
the  few  long  hairs  sticking  out  of  his  shaggy  eyebrows  stirred 
in  a  slight  frown.  Dr.  Monygham  thought  quite  sincerely 
that  Decoud  was  a  singularly  unworthy  object  for  any  woman's 
affection.  Then  he  lowered  his  head  again,  with  a  carl  of  his 
lip  and  his  hwi  fall  of  tender  admiration  for  Mrs.  Gonld. 

She  thinks  of  that  gu:l,"  he  said  to  himself ;  *'  she  thinks  of 
the  Viola  children  ;  she  thinks  of  me ;  of  the  wounded ;  of 
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the  minen ;  she  alwiji  tbinkg  of  everybody  who  is  pow  and 
miaerable  1  Bat  irbtX  will  she  do  if  cWles  gets  the  wont  of 
it  in  thii  infernal  ecrimmage  those  oonfonnded  Ayellanos  haTe 
drawn  him  into  ?   No  one  seems  to  be  thinking  of  her." 

Charles  Gould,  staring  at  the  wall,  parsaed  his  reflect ious 
subdj. 

"  I  shall  write  to  Holroyd  that  the  San  Tom6  mine  is  big 
enough  to  take  in  hand  the  making  of  a  new  State.  It'll 
please  him.   It^ll  leoonciie  him  to  the  risk.'* 

Bat  was  Barrios  really  available  ?  Periiaps.  But  he  was 
inaeoessible.  To  send  a  boat  to  Cayta  was  no  longer 
possiUe,  sinoe  Sotillo  was  master  of  the  harboor,  and  bad  a 
steamer  at  his  disposal.  And  now,  with  all  the  democrats  in 
the  province  np,  and  every  Campo  township  in  a  state  of 
disturbance,  where  could  he  find  a  man  who  would  make  his 
way  saccessfully  overland  to  Cayta  with  a  mesBage,  a  ten  days' 
ride  at  least ;  a  man  of  courage  and  resolntion,  who  wonld 
avoid  arrest  or  murder,  and  if  arrested  wonld  faithfnlly  eat 
the  paper  ?  The  Oapatos  de  Caigad(«es  wonld  have  been  jnst 
such  a  man.  Bat  the  Capataa  of  the  Caigadores  was  no  mine. 

And  Ofaarles  Ghmld,  withdrawing  his  eyes  from  the  wall, 
said  gently,  **  That  llirsch  I  What  an  extraordinary  thing  ! 
Saved  himself  by  clinging  to  the  anchor,  did  he  ?  I  had  no 
idea  that  he  was  still  in  Sulaco.  I  thought  he  had  gone  back 
overland  to  Esmeralda  more  than  a  week  ago.  Ke  came  here 
once  to  talk  to  me  about  his  hide  business  and  some  other 
thktgs.  I  made  it  dear  to  him  that  nothing  oonld  be  done.*' 

"  He  was  afraid  to  start  back  on  aoooant  of  Hemandes 
bemg  about,''  remarked  the  doctor. 

"And  bnt  for  hun  we  might  not  have  known  anything  of 
what  has  happened,"  marvelled  Charles  Gould. 

Mrs.  Gould  cried  out — 

"  Antonia  most  not  know  1  She  moat  not  be  told.  Kot 
now." 

"  Nobody's  likely  to  cany  the  new8»^  remarked  the  doctor. 
"  It's  no  one's  interest  Moreover^  the  people  here  are  afraid 
of  Hemandes  as  if  he  wm  the  devQ."  He  tamed  to  Ohariea 
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Gould.  "  It's  even  awkward,  because  if  you  wanted  to  com- 
municate with  the  refugees  you  could  find  no  messenger. 
When  Hernandez  was  ranging  hundreds  of  miles  away  from 
here  the  Solaoo  popnlace  used  to  ahndder  at  the  tales  of  him 
roasting  his  prisoneis  alive.'* 

^Yee,"  murmured  Oharles  Gould;  Captain  Mitchell's 
Capataz  was  the  only  man  in  the  town  who  had  seen  Her- 
nandez eye  to  eye.  Father  CorbeUn  employed  him.  He 
opened  the  communications  first.    It  is  a  pity  that  " 

His  voice  was  covered  by  the  booming  of  the  great  bell  of 
the  cathedral.  Three  single  strokes,  one  after  another,  burst 
out  explosively,  dying  away  in  deep  and  meUow  vibra- 
tions. And  then  all  the  bells  in  the  tower  of  every  church, 
convent,  or  chapel  in  town,  even  those  that  had  remained  shot 
np  for  years,  pealed  out  togeth^  with  a  crash.  In  this 
fnrions  flood  of  metallic  nproar  there' was  a  power  of  sug- 
gesting images  of  strife  and  violence  which  blanched  Mrs. 
Gould's  cheek.  Basilio,  who  had  been  waiting  at  table, 
shrinking  within  himself,  clung  to  the  sideboard  with  chatter- 
ing teeth.    It  was  impoaaible  to  hear  yourself  speak. 

"  Shut  these  windows  1 "  Charles  Gould  yelled  at  him 
angrily.  All  the  other  servants,  terrified  at  what  they  took  for 
the  signal  of  a  general  massacre,  had  rnshed  npstairs,  tumbling 
ever  each  other,  men  and  women,  the  obscure  and  generally 
invisible  population  of  the  ground  floor  on  the  four  sides  of 
the  patio.  The  women,  screaming  "  Misericordia  I "  ran  right 
into  the  room,  and,  falling  on  their  knees  against  the  walls, 
began  to  cross  themselves  convulsively.  The  staring  heads  of 
men  blocked  the  doorway  in .  an  instant — mozos  from  the 
stable,  gardeners,  nondescript  helpers  living  on  the  crumbs  of 
the  munificent  honse — and  Charles  Gonld  beheld  all  the  extent 
of  his  domestic  establishment,  even  to  the  gatekeeper.  This 
was  a  half-paralysed  old  man,  whose  long  white  locks  fell  down 
to  his  shoulders :  an  heirloom  taken  up  by  Charles  Gould's 
familial  piety.  He  could  remember  Henry  Gould,  an  English- 
man and  Costaguanero  of  the  second  generation,  chief  of  the 
Sulaco  province ;  he  had  been  his  personal  mozo  years  and 
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je&K  ago  in  peace  and  war  ;  had  been  allowed  to  attend  his 
master  in  prison  ;  had,  on  the  fatal  morning,  followed  the  firing 
squad  ;  and,  peeping  from  behind  one  of  the  cypresses  growing 
ftlong  the  wall  of  the  Franciscan  Convent,  had  aeen,  with  his 
ejes  starting  out  of  his  head,  Don  Enriqae  throw  np  his  hands 
ttiid  fall  with  hk  face  in  the  dost.  Ckarks  Gould  noted  par- 
tkolailj  the  patriaiehal  bead  of  that  witnesB  in  the  rear  of 
the  other  servantB.  Birt  he  wae  rarimed  to  see  a  diriyeUed 
old  hag  or  two,  of  whose  existence  within  the  walls  of  his  house 
he  had  not  boon  aware.  They  must  have  been  the  mothers,  or 
even  the  grandmothers,  of  some  of  his  people.  There  were  a 
few  children,  too,  more  or  less  naked,  crying  and  clinging  to 
the  legs  of  their  elders.  He  had  never  before  notioed  any  sign 
of  a  child  in  hii  patio.  Even  Leonardo  the  cameriatay  came 
in  a  fright,  pushing  throogh,  with  her  spoiled,  pouting  face 
of  a  favourite  maid,  leading  the  Viola  girls  by  the  hand.  The 
crockery  rattled  on  table  and  sideboard,  and  the  whole  house 
seemed  to  sway  in  the  deafening  wave  of  sooud. 
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DuROTG  the  nig^bt  the  expectant  populace  had  taken  possession 

of  all  the  belfries  in  the  town  in  order  to  welcome  Pedrito  Mon- 
tero,  who  was  making  his  entry  after  having  slept  the  night  in 
Rincon.  And  first  came  straggling  in  through  the  land  gate 
the  armed  mob  of  all  colours,  complexions,  types,  and  states  of 
laggedness,  calling  themselves  the  Sulaco  National  Guard,  and 
commaiided  by  Sefior  Gamacho.  Through  the  middle  of  the 
street  streamed,  like  a  torrent  of  rabbish,  amass  of  straw  hats, 
ponchos,  gun-barrels,  with  an  enormous  green  and  yellow  flag 
flapping  in  their  midst,  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  to  the  furious  beating 
of  drums.  The  spectatora  recoiled  against  the  walls  of  the  houses 
shouting  their  Vivas !  Behind  the  rabble  could  be  seen  the 
lances  of  the  cavalry,  the  "army"  of  Pedro  Montero.  He 
advanced  between  Sefiores  Faentes  and  Gamacho  at  the  head  of 
his  UaneroB,  who  had  accomi^ished  the  feat  of  crossing  the 
Paramos  of  the  Higaerota  in  a  snow-storm.  They  rode  f  onr 
abreast,  moonted  on  confiscated  Oampo  horses,  clad  in  the 
heterogeneons  stock  of  roadside  stores  they  had  looted 
hurriedly  in  their  rapid  ride  through  the  northern  part  of  the 
province ;  for  Pedro  Montero  had  been  in  a  great  hurry  to 
occupy  Sulaco.  The  handkerchiefs  knotted  loosely  around 
their  laare  throats  were  glaringly  new,  and  all  the  right  pleeves 
of  their  cotton  shirts  had  been  cut  off  dose  to  the  shoulder  for 
greater  freedom  in  throwing  the  laso.  Emaciated  greybeards 
rode  by  the  side  of  lean  dark  youths,  marked  by  all  the  hard- 
ships of  campaigning,  with  strips  of  raw  beef  twined  roimd 
the  crowns  of  their  hats,  and  huge  iron  spars  fastened  to  thoir 
naked  heels.   Those  that  in  the  passes  of  the  mountain  had 
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loft  their  lances  had  provided  thunsdvea  with  the  goads  used 
by  the  Oampo  oattlemen :  slender  shafts  of  palm  f nUy  ten  feet 

long,  with  a  lot  of  loose  rings  jingling  under  the  iionshod 

point.  They  were  anued  with  knives  and  ruvolvers.  A 
haggard  fearlessness  chariicterised  the  expression  of  all  these 
sun-blacked  countenances ;  they  glared  down  haughtily  with 
their  scorched  eyes  at  the  crowd,  or,  blinkixig  upwards  in- 
solently, pointed  ont  to  each  other  some  particular  head 
amongst  the  women  at  the  windows.  When  tiiey  had  ridden 
into  the  Plaza  and  canght  sight  of  the  equestrian  statne  of  the 
King  daszlingly  white  in  the  sunshine,  towering  enormous  and 
motionless  above  the  surges  of  the  crowd,  with  its  eternal 
gesture  of  saluting,  a  murmur  of  surprLse  ran  through  their 
ranks.  What  is  that  saint  in  the  big  hat  ?  "  they  asked  each 
other. 

They  were  a  good  sample  of  the  cavalry  of  the  plains  with 
which  Pedro  Monterohad  helped  so  much  the  victorious  career 
of  his  brother  the  general  The  influence  which  that  man, 
brought  up  in  coast  towns,  acquired  in  a  short  time  ova*  the 
plainsmen  of  the  Bepublio  can  be  ascribed  only  to  a  genius  for 
treachery  of  so  effective  a  kind  that  it  must  ha\  e  appeared  to 
those  violent  men  but  little  removed  from  a  state  of  utter 
savagery,  as  the  perfection  of  sagacity  and  virtue.  The  popular 
lore  of  all  nations  testifies  that  duplicity  and  cunning,  together 
with  bodily  strength,  were  looked  upon,  even  more  tlum  courage, 
as  heroic  virtues  by  primitive  mankind.  To  ovetcome  your 
adversary  was  the  great  affair  of  life.  Courage  was  taken  for 
granted.  But  the  use  of  intelligence  awakened  wonder  and 
respect.  Stratagems,  providing  they  did  not  fail,  were  honour- 
able ;  the  easy  massacre  of  an  unsuspecting  enemy  evoked 
no  feelings  but  those  of  gladness,  pride,  and  admiration.  Not 
perhaps  that  primitive  men  were  more  faithless  than  their 
descendants  of  to-day,  bat  that  they  went  straighter  to  their 
aim,  and  were  more  artless  in  their  recognition  of  success  as 
the  only  standard  of  morality. 

We  have  changed  since.  The  use  of  intelligence  awakens 
little  wonder  and  less  respect.  But  the  ignorant  uid  barbarons 
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plainsmen  engaging  in  civil  strife  followed  willingly  a  leader 
who  often  managed  to  deliver  their  enemies  bound,  as  it  were, 
into  their  hands.  Pedro  Montero  had  a  talent  for  lulling 
his  adversaries  into  a  sense  of  security.  And  as  men  learn 
wisdom  with  extreme  slowness,  and  are  always  ready  to  belidTe 
pfomises  that  flatter  their  secret  hopes,  Pedro  Montero  was 
snooessf  nl  time  after  time.  Whether  only  a  servant  or  some 
inferior  official  in  the  Costaguana  Legation  in  Paris,  he  had 
rushed  back  to  his  couutry  directly  ho  heard  that  his  brother 
had  emerged  from  the  obscurity  of  his  frontier  commandancia. 
He  had  managed  to  deceive  by  his  gift  of  plausibility  the 
chiefs  of  the  RibierLst  movement  in  the  capital,  and  even  the 
acute  agent  of  the  San  Tom6  mine  had  failed  to  nnderatand 
him  thoroughly.  At  once  he  had  obtained  an  enormous 
influence  over  his  brother.  They  were  very  much  alike  in 
appearance,  both  bald,  with  bunches  of  crisp  hair  above  their 
ears,  arguing  the  presence  of  some  negro  blood.  Only  Pedro 
was  smaller  than  the  general,  more  delicate  altogether,  with 
an  ape-like  faculty  for  imitating  all  the  outward  signs  of 
refinement  and  distinction,  and  with  a  parrot-like  talent  for 
languages.  Both  brothers  had  received  some  elementary  in- 
struction by  the  munificenoe  of  a  great  European  traveller,  to 
whom  their  father  had  been  a  body-servant  during  his  journeys 
in  the  interior  of  the  country.  In  Gkneral  Montero's  case  it 
enabled  him  to  rise  from  the  ranks.  Pedrito,  the  younger, 
incorrigibly  lazy  and  slovenly,  had  drifted  aimlessly  from  one 
coast  town  to  another,  hanging  about  counting-houses,  attach- 
ing himself  to  strangera  as  a  sort  of  valei-de-place,  picking  up 
an  easy  and  disreputable  living.  His  ability  to  read  did 
nothing  for  him  but  fill  his  head  with  absurd  visions.  His 
actions  were  usually  determined  by  motives  so  improbable 
in  themselves  as  to  escape  the  penetration  of  a  rational 
person. 

Thus  at  first  the  agent  of  the  Gould  Ooncession  in  Sta. 

Marta  bad  credited  him  with  the  possession  of  sane  views,  and 
even  with  a  restraining  power  over  the  general's  everlastingly 
discontented  vanity.  It  could  never  have  entered  his  head 
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thai  Pedrito  Monteco,  lackey  or  iof  eite  soiibe,  lodged  in  the 
garretB  of  the  Vttrioas  Fkrisum  hoteta  where  Uie  Ooetagoaiia 
Lotion  Hfled  to  shelter  its  diplomallo  dignity,  had  been 

devouring  the  lighter  sort  of  historical  works  in  the  French 
language,  such,  for  instance,  as  the  books  of  Imbert  de  Saint 
Araand  upon  the  Second  Empire.  But  Pedrito  had  been  struck 
by  the  splendoor  of  a  brilliant  court,  and  had  conceived  the 
idea  of  an  existence  for  himself  where,  like  the  Doc  de  Morny, 
he  would  aooeiate  the  oommand  of  every  pleaanie  with  the 
conduct  of  political  aflfoin  and  enjoy  power  sopiemely  in  every 
way.  Nobody  oonkL  have  gneased  tiiat.  And  yet  thk  waa  one 
of  the  immediate  caoses  of  the  Monterist  Revolution.  This 
will  appear  less  incredible  by  the  reliection  that  the  funda- 
mental causes  were  the  same  as  ever,  rooted  in  the  political 
iinmatnrity  of  the  people,  in  the  indolence  of  the  upper  rlafflffl 
and  the  mental  darkness  of  the  lower. 

Pedrito  Montero  saw  in  the  elevation  of  his  brother  the 
road  wide  open  to  his  wttdest  imaginings.  This  was  what 
made  the  Monterist  pronnnciamiento  so  nnpreventibie.  The 
general  himself  probably  oonld  have  been  bought  off,  pacified 
with  flatteries,  despatched  on  a  diplomatic  mission  to  Europe. 
It  was  his  brother  who  had  egged  him  on  from  first  to  last. 
He  wanted  to  become  the  most  brilliant  statesman  of  South 
Ameriea.  He  did  not  desire  supreme  power.  He  would  have 
been  afraid  of  its  labour  and  nsk,  in  fact.  Before  all,  Pedrito 
Montero,  tanght  by  his  European  experience,  meant  to  aoqnire 
a  seriooa  fortune  for  himself.  With  this  object  in  view  he 
obtained  frcnn  his  brother,  on  the  very  morrow  of  the  success- 
ful  battle,  the  permission  to  push  on  over  the  mountains  and 
take  possession  of  Sulaco.  Sulaco  was  the  land  of  future 
prosperity,  the  chosen  land  of  material  progress,  the  only 
province  in  the  Republic  of  interest  to  European  capitalists. 
Pedrito  Montero,  following  the  example  of  the  Due  de  Momy, 
meant  to  have  his  share  of  this  proq^ty.  This  is  what  he 
meant  literally.  Now  his  brother  was  master  of  the  country, 
whether  as  president,  dictatcHr,  or  even  as  Empmr — ^why  not  as 
an  Emperor  ? — ^he  meant  to  demand  a  share  in  eveiy  enterprise 
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— in  laiiwajBy  in  mines,  in  sogar  estatei,  in  ootton  miUs,  in 
ki^  companieB,  in  each  and  everj  nnderfcaking«-a8  the  price 
of  his  protection.  The  deaiie  to  be  on  the  spot  earlj  was  the 
real  cause  of  the  celebrated  ride  o^er  the  mountains  with  some 

two  hundred  llaneros,  an  enterprise  of  which  the  daugcrs  Lad 
not  appeared  at  first  clearly  to  his  impatience.  Coming  from 
a  series  of  victories,  it  seemed  to  him  that  a  Montero  had  only 
to  appear  to  be  master  of  the  situation.  This  illusion  had 
betrayed  him  into  a  rashness  of  which  he  was  becoming  aware. 
As  he  tode  at  the  head  of  his  llaneros  he  regretted  that  there 
were  so  few  of  them.  The  enthusiasm  of  the  populace  re- 
assured  him.  They  yelled  ''Yiva  Montero !  Yiva  Pedrito  I " 
In  order  to  make  them  still  more  enthusiastic,  and  from  the 
natural  pleasure  he  had  in  dissembling,  he  dropped  the  reins 
on  his  horse's  neck,  and  with  a  tremendous  effect  of  famiharity 
and  confidence  slipped  his  hands  under  the  arms  of  Senores 
Fuentes  and  Gamacho.  In  that  posture,  with  a  ragged  town 
moso  holding  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  he  rode  triumphantly 
across  the  Plaza  to  the  dew  of  the  Intendencia.  Its  old 
^omnj  walls  seemed  to  shake  in  the  acclamations  that  rent 
the  air  and  coYered  the  crashing  peals  of  the  cathedral  bells. 

Pedro  Montero,  the  brother  of  the  general,  dismounted 
into  a  shouting  and  perspiring  throng  of  enthusiasts  whom 
the  ragged  Nationals  were  pushing  back  fiercely.  Ascending 
a  few  steps  he  surveyed  the  large  crowd  gaping  at  him  and 
the  bullet-speckled  walls  of  the  houses  opposite  lightly  veiled 
by  a  sunny  haze  of  dust.  The  word  ''POBY^NIK*'  in 
immense  black  capitals,  altemating  with  broken  windows, 
stared  at  him  across  the  Tast  space ;  and  he  thought  with 
delight  of  the  hour  of  vengeance,  because  he  was  very  sure  of 
laying  his  hands  upon  Decoud.  On  his  left  hand,  Gamacho, 
big  and  hot,  wiping  his  hairy  wet  face,  uncovered  a  set  of 
yellow  fangs  in  a  grin  of  stupid  hilarity.  On  his  right,  Seiior 
Fuentes,  small  and  lean,  looked  on  with  compressed  lips.  The 
crowd  stared  literally  open-mouthed,  lost  in  eager  stillness,  aa 
though  they  had  expe^ed  the  great  guerillm,  the  famous 
Pedrito^  to  begin  scattering  at  once  some  sort  of  visible 
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largesse.  What  he  b^gau  was  a  speech.  He  began  it  with  the 
shouted  word  Gitizens  1  which  reached  even  those  in  the 
middle  of  the  Plaza.  Afterwards  the  greater  part  of  the  citisens 
remained  fascinated  bj  the  orator's  action  alone,  his  tip-toeing, 
the  arms  flnng  above  his  head  with  the  Mm  clenched,  a  hand 
laid  flat  upon  the  heart,  the  silver  gleam  of  rolling  eyes,  the 
sweeping,  pointing,  embracing  gestures,  a  hand  laid  familiarly 
on  Gamacho's  shoulder ;  a  hand  waved  formally  towards  the 
little  black-coated  person  of  Seflor  Faentes,  advocate  and 
politician  and  a  true  friend  of  the  people.  The  vwas  of  those 
nearest  to  the  orator  bursting  out  suddenly  propagated  them- 
selves irregnlarlj  to  the  confines  of  Uie  crowd,  like  flames 
ronning  over  dry  grass,  and  expiired  in  the  opening  of  the 
streets.  In  the  intervals,  over  the  swarming  Plaza  brooded  a 
heavy  silence,  in  which  the  mouth  of  the  orator  went  on 
opening  and  shutting,  and  detached  phrases — "  The  happiness 
of  the  people,"  "  Sons  of  the  country,"  "  The  entire  world,  el 
mundo  entiero " — reached  even  the  packed  steps  of  the 
cathedral  with  a  feeble  clear  ring,  thin  as  the  buzzing  of 
a  mosquito.  But  the  orator  struck  his  breast ;  he  seemed  to 
prance  between  his  two  supporters.  It  was  the  supreme  effort 
of  his  peroration.  Then  the  two  smaller  figures  disappeared 
from  the  public  gaze  and  the  enormous  Gamacho,  left  alone, 
advanced,  raising  his  hat  high  above  his  head.  Then  he 
covered  himself  proudly,  and  yelled  out,  "  Ciudadanos  I "  A 
dull  roar  greeted  Se&or  Gamacho,  ez-pedlar  of  the  Oampo, 
Oonmiandante  of  the  National  Guards. 

Upstahs  Pedrito  Montero  walked  about  rapidly  from  one 
wrecked  room  of  the  Intendencia  to  another,  snarlmg  in- 
cessantly— 

"  Wiuit  stupidity  I    What  destruction  1 " 

Sefior  Fuentcs,  following,  would  relax  his  taciturn  disposi- 
tion to  murmur— 

"  It  is  all  the  work  of  Gamacho  and  his  Nationals  ; "  and 
then,  inclining  his  head  on  his  left  shoulder,  would  press 
together  lus  lips  so  firmly  that  a  little  hollow  would  appear  at 
eadi  comer.  He  had  his  nomination  for  Political  Chief  of 
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the  town  in  his  pocket,  and  was  all  impatience  to  enter  apon 

his  functions. 

In  the  long  audience  room,  with  its  tall  mirrors  all  starred 
by  stones,  the  hangings  torn  down  and  the  canopy  over  the 
platfoim  at  the  upper  end  pulled  to  pieces,  the  vast  deep 
muttering  of  the  crowd  and  the  howlhig  voice  of  Gamacho 
speaking  jnst  below  reached  them  through  the  shutters  as 
they  stood  idly  in  dimness  and  desolation. 

"  The  brute !  observed  his  Excellency  Don  Pedro  Montero 
through  clenched  teeth.  "We  must  contrive  as  quickly  as 
possible  to  send  him  and  his  Nationals  out  there  to  fight 
Hernandez." 

The  new  Gt6f6  Politico  only  jerked  his  head  sideways,  and 
took  a  puff  at  his  cigarette  in  sign  of  his  agreement  with  this 
method  for  ridding  the  town  of  Gamacho  and  his  inconvenient 
rabble. 

Pedrito  Montero  looked  with  disgust  at  the  absolntely  bare 

floor,  and  at  the  belt  of  heavy  gilt  picture-frames  running 
round  the  room,  out  of  which  the  remnants  of  torn  and  slashed 
canvases  fluttered  like  dingy  rags. 
"  We  are  not  barbarians,"  he  said. 

This  was  what  said  his  Excellency,  the  popular  Pedrito, 
the  gnerillero  skilled  in  the  art  of  laying  amboshes,  charged 
by  his  brother  at  his  own  demand  with  the  organisation  of 
Snlaco  on  democratic  principles.    The  night  before,  dming 

the  consultation  with  his  partisans,  who  had  come  out  to  meet 
him  in  Rincon,  he  had  opened  his  intentions  to  Se&or 
Fuentes — 

"  We  shall  organise  a  popular  vote,  by  yes  or  no,  confiding 
the  destinies  of  our  beloved  country  to  the  wisdom  and 
valiance  of  my  heroic  brother,  the  invincible  general.  A 
plebiscite.  Do  yon  understand  ?  " 

And  Seflor  Fnentes  puffing  out  his  leathery  cheeks,  had 
inclined  his  head  slightly  to  the  left,  letting  a  thin  bluish  jet 
of  smoke  escape  through  his  pursed  lips.    He  had  understood. 

His  Excellency  was  exasperated  at  the  devastation.  Not  a 
single  chair,  table,  sofa,  etagke  or  console  had  been  left  in  the 
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state  rooms  of  the  Tntendencia.  His  Excellency,  though 
twitching  all  over  with  rage,  was  restrained  from  bursting 
into  violence  by  a  sense  of  his  remoteness  and  isolation.  His 
heroic  brother  was  veiy  far  awaj.  Meantime,  how  was  he 
going  to  take  his  siesta  ?  He  had  expected  to  find  comfort 
and  Inxmy  in  the  Intendenda  after  a  jear  of  hard  camp  life, 
ending  with  the  hardships  and  privations  of  the  daring  dash 
upon  Sulaco — upon  the  province  which  was  worth  more  in 
wealth  and  inflnence  than  all  the  rest  of  the  Republic's  temtory. 
ITc  would  get  even  with  Gamacho  bj-and-by.  And  Sefior 
Gamacho's  oration,  delectable  to  popular  ears,  went  on  in 
the  heat  and  glare  of  the  Plasa  like  the  nnoonth  bowlings  of 
an  inferiw  sort  of  deyil  cast  into  a  white-hot  f mnaoe.  Eveiy 
moment  he  had  to  wipe  his  streaming  face  with  his  bare  fore« 
arm ;  he  had  flong  off  his  coat,  and  had  tnmed  np  the  sleeves 
of  his  shirt  high  above  the  ellx>ws ;  but  he  kept  on  his  head 
the  large  cocked  hat  with  white  plumes.  His  ingenuousness 
cherished  this  sis^n  of  his  rank  asCommaudantc  of  the  National 
Guards.  Approving  and  grave  murmurs  greeted  his  periods. 
His  opinion  was  that  war  should  be  declared  at  once  against 
France,  England,  Germany,  and  the  United  States,  1^0,  by 
introdndng  railways,  nuning  enterprises,  colonisation,  and 
nnder  snch  other  shallow  pretences,  umed  at  robbing  poor 
people  of  their  lands,  and  with  the  help  of  these  Goths  and 
paralytics,  the  aristocrats  would  convert  them  into  toiling  and 
miserable  slaves.  And  the  leperos,  flinging  about  the  comers 
of  their  dirty  white  mantas,  yelled  their  approbation.  General 
Montero,  Gumacho  howled  with  conyiction,  was  the  only  man 
eqnal  to  the  patriotic  task.  They  assented  to  that,  too. 

The  morning  was  wearing  on ;  there  were  alr^y  signs  of 
disruption,  currents  and  eddies  in  the  crowd.  Some  were 
seeking  the  shade  of  the  walk  and  under  the  trees  of  the 
Alameda.  Horsemen  spurred  through  shouting ;  groups  of 
sombreros  set  level  on  heads  against  the  vertical  sun  were 
drifting  away  into  the  streets,  where  the  open  doors  of  pulperias 
revealed  an  enticing  gloom  resounding  with  the  gentle  tinkling 
of  goitto.  The  National  Goards  were  thinking  of  siesta,  and 
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the  eloquence  of  Gamacho,  their  chief,  was  exhausted.  Later 
on,  when,  in  the  cooler  houn  of  the  afternoon,  they  tried  to 
assemble  again  for  further  oonaideration  of  pablio  affain, 
detachments  of  Montero*8  oavaby  camped  on  tiie  Alameda 
charged  them  witbont  parley,  at  speed,  with  long  lances  lerelled 
at  their  flying  backs  as  far  as  the  ends  of  the  streets.  The 
National  Guards  of  Sulaco  were  surprised  by  this  proceeding. 
But  they  were  not  indignant.  No  Costaguanero  had  ever 
learned  to  question  the  eccentricities  of  a  military  force.  They 
were  part  of  the  natural  order  of  things.  This  must  be,  they 
oondnded,  some  kind  of  administrative  measure,  no  doubt. 
Bat  the  motive  of  it  escaped  their  nnaided  intell^^ce,  and 
their  chief  and  orator,  Qamacho,  Ck>mmandante  of  the  National 
Onard,  was  lying  drunk  and  asleep  in  the  bosom  of  his  family. 
His  bare  feet  were  upturned  in  the  shadows  repulsively,  in  tlie 
manner  of  a  corpse.  His  eloquent  mouth  had  dropped  open. 
His  youngest  daughter,  scratching  her  head  with  one  hand, 
with  the  other  waved  a  green  bough  over  his  scorched  and 
peeling  face. 
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Thi  dediiiing  sun  had  shifted  the  ahadonB  from  wert  to  east 
amongst  the  honaeB  of  the  town.   It  had  shifted  tiiem  npon 

the  whole  extent  of  the  immense  Campo,  with  the  white  walls 
of  its  haciendas  on  the  knolls  dominating  the  green  distances  ; 
with  its  grass-thatched  ranchos  cronchingjn  the  folds  of  ground 
by  the  banks  of  streams ;  with  the  dark  islands  of  clustered 
trees  on  a  clear  sea  of  graas,  and  the  predpitooa  range  of  the 
Ck>rdillera,  immflnae  and  motionleas,  emerging  from  the  InllowB 
of  the  lower  f oreata  like  the  barren  ooast  of  a  land  of  giants. 
The  annset  rays  striking  the  snow-slope  of  Higuerota  from  afar 
gave  it  an  air  of  rosy  youth,  while  the  serrated  mass  of  distant 
peaks  remained  black,  as  if  calcined  in  the  fiery  radiance.  The 
undulating  surface  of  the  forests  seemed  powdered  with  pale 
gold  dust ;  and  away  thorc,  beyond  Rincon,  hidden  from  the 
town  by  two  wooded  spurs,  the  rocks  of  the  San  Tom6  gorge, 
with  the  flat  wall  of  the  mountain  itself  crowned  by  gigantio 
ferns,  took  on  warm  tones  of  brown  and  yellow,  with  red  mstj 
streaks,  and  the  dark  green  chimps  of  bushes  rooted  in  crevioes. 
From  the  plain  the  stamp  sheds  and  the  houses  of  the  mine 
appeared  dark  and  small,  hii^^h  up,  like  the  nests  of  birds 
clustered  on  the  ludges  of  a  cliff.  The  zigzai;  paths  resembled 
faint  tracin<i:s  scratched  on  the  wall  of  a  cyclopean  blockhouse. 
To  the  two  serefios  of  the  mine  on  day  duty,  strolling,  carbine 
in  hand,  and  watchful  eyes,  in  the  shade  of  the  trees  lining  the 
stream  near  the  bridge,  Don  P^p6,  descending  the  path  from 
the  upper  plateau,  appeued  no  bigger  than  a  large  b^tle. 

With  his  aur  (rf  aimleoE^  insect-like  going  to  and  fro  npon 
the  face  of  the  rock,  Don  Pipe's  figure  kept  on  descending 
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Bteadilyy  aiidy  when  near  the  bottom,  sank  at  last  behind  the 
roofs  of  store-houses,  forges,  and  workshops.  For  a  time  the 

pair  of  serenos  strolled  back  and  forth  before  the  bridge,  on 
which  thej  had  stopped  a  horseman  holding  a  large  white 
envelope  in  his  hand.  Then  Don  Pep(^,  emerging  in  the  village 
street  from  amongst  the  honses,  not  a  stone's  throw  from  the 
frontier  bridge,  approached,  striding  in  wide  dark  trousers 
tacked  into  boots,  a  white  linen  jacket,  sabre  at  his  side,  and 
reYolver  at  his  belt.  In  this  disturbed  time  nothing  oonld 
find  the  Seflor  €k)bemador  with  his  boots  off,  as  the  saying  is. 

At  a  slight  nod  from  one  of  the  serefios,  the  man,  a  messenger 
from  the  town,  dismounted,  and  crossed  the  bridge,  leading  his 
horse  by  the  bridle. 

Don  Pep6  received  the  letter  from  his  other  hand,  slapped 
his  left  side  and  his  hips  in;  succession,  feeling  for  his 
spectacle  case.  After  settling  the  heavy  silver-mounted  afi^ 
astride  his  nose,  and  adjusting  it  carefully  behind  his  ears,  he 
opened  the  envelope,  holding  it  up  at  about  a  foot  in  front  of 
his  ^es.  The  paper  he  pulled  out  contained  some  three  lines 
of  writing.  He  looked  at  them  for  a  long  time.  His  grey 
moustache  moved  slightly  up  and  down,  and  the  wrinkles, 
radiating  at  the  comers  of  his  eyes,  ran  together.  He  nodded 
serenely.   "  Bueno,"  he  said.   "  There  is  no  answer." 

Then,  in  his  quiet,  kindly  way,  he  engaged  a  cautious 
oonversation  with  the  man,  who  was  willing  to  talk  cheerily, 
as  if  something  Incky  had  happened  to  him  lecenily.  He  had 
seen  from  a  distance  Sotillo*s  inf antiy  camped  along  the  shore 
of  the  harbour  on  each  side  of  the  Onstom  House.  They  had 
done  no  damage  to  the  buildings.  The  foreigners  of  the  rail- 
way remained  shut  up  within  the  yards.  They  were  no  longer 
anxious  to  shoot  poor  people.  He  cursed  the  foreigners  ;  then 
he  reported  Montero's  entry  and  the  rumours  of  the  town. 
The  poor  were  going  to  be  made  rich  now.  That  was  very 
good.  More  he  did  not  know,  and,  breaking  into  propitiatory 
smiles,  he  intimated  that  he  was  hungry  and  thirsty.  The  old 
major  directed  him  to  go  to  the  alcalde  of  the  first  village. 
The  man  rode  off,  and  Don  P^p^,  striding  slowly  in  the  direction 


Digitized  by  Google 


334 


NOBTROMO. 


of  a  wooden  bdifij^  looked  o?er  a  hedge  into  a  little 
garden,  and  law  Father  Romim  titting  in  a  white  hammock 
slnDg  between  two  orange  trees  in  front  of  the  prahjtery. 

An  enormous  tamarind  shaded  with  its  dai'k  foliage  the 
whole  white  framehouse.  A  youn^  Indian  girl  with  long 
hair,  big  eyes,  and  small  hands  and  feet,  carried  out  a  wooden 
chair,  whUe  a  thin  old  woman,  crabbed  and  vigilant,  watched 
her  all  the  time  from  the  verandah.  Don  P6pe  sat  down  in 
the  chair  and  lighted  a  cigar  ;  the  priest  drew  in  an  immense 
quantity  of  snnff  out  of  the  hollow  ot  his  palm*  On  his  red- 
dish Inown  face,  worn,  hollowed  as  if  cmmbled,  the  eyes,  fresh 
and  candid,  sparkled  like  two  black  diamonds. 

Don  Pepe,  in  a  mild  and  humorous  voice,  informed  Father 
Komiin  that  Pedrito  Montero,  by  the  hand  of  Senor  Fuentes, 
had  asked  him  on  what  terms  he  would  surrender  the  mine  in 
proper  working  order  to  a  legally  constituted  commission  of 
patriotic  citisens,  escorted  by  a  small  military  force.  The 
priest  cast  his  eyes  np  to  heaven.  However,  Don  P^p6  con- 
tinued, the  moao  who  brought  the  letter  said  that  Don  Oarlos 
Gould  was  alive,  and  so  far  unmolested. 

Father  lioman  expressed  in  a  few  words  his  thankfuln^ 
at  hearing  of  the  Sefior  Administrador's  safety. 

The  hour  of  oration  had  gone  by  in  the  silvery  ringing  of 
a  bell  in  the  little  belfry.  The  belt  of  forest  closing  the 
entrance  of  the  valley  stood  like  a  screen  between  the  low  sun 
and  the  street  of  the  village.  At  the  other  end  <^  the  rocky 
gorge,  between  the  waihi  of  basalt  and  granite,  a  foiest-dad 
mountain,  hiding  all  the  range  from  the  flan  Tomd  dwellers, 
rose  steeply,  lighted  up  and  leafy  to  the  very  top.  Three  small 
rosy  clouds  hung  motionless  overhead  in  the  great  depth  of 
blue.  Knots  of  people  sat  in  the  street  between  the  wattled 
huts.  Before  the  casa  of  the  alcalde,  the  foremen  of  the 
night-shift,  already  assembled  to  lead  their  men,  squatted  on 
the  ground  in  a  circle  of  leather  skuU-caps,  and,  bowing  their 
bronse  backs,  were  passing  round  the  gourd  of  matd.  The 
moso  from  the  town,  having  fastened  his  lunse  to  a  wooden 
post  before  the  door,  was  telling  them  the  news  of  S«laoo  as 
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the  blackened  gourd  of  the  decoction  passed  from  hand  to 
hand.  The  grave  alcalde  himself,  in  a  white  waietoloth  and 
a  flowered  diintz  gown  with  sleeves,  open  wide  npon  his  naked 
stont  person  with  an  effect  of  a  gandy  bathing  robe,  stood  bj, 
wearing  a  rongh  beaver  hat  at  the  back  of  his  head,  and 
grasping  a  tall  staff  with  a  silver  knob  in  his  hand.  These 
insignia  of  his  dignity  had  been  conferred  upon  him  by  the 
Administration  of  the  mine,  the  fountain  of  honour,  of  pros- 
perity, and  peace.  He  had  been  one  of  the  first  immigrants 
into  this  valley ;  his  sons  and  sons-in-law  worked  within  the 
mountain  which  seemed  with  its  treasnres  to  ponr  down  the 
thnndering  ore  shoots  of  the  upper  mesa,  the  gifts  of  well- 
being,  secnritj,  and  justice  npon  the  toilers.  He  listened  to 
the  news  from  the  town  with  curiosity  and  indifference,  as  if 
concerning  another  world  than  his  own.  And  it  was  true 
that  they  appeared  to  him  so.  In  a  very  few  years  the  sense 
of  belonging  to  a  powerful  organisation  had  been  developed  in 
these  harassed,  half-wild  Indians.  They  were  proud  of,  and 
attached  to,  the  mine.  It  had  seemed  their  oonfidence  and 
belief.  They  invested  it  with  a  proteotmg  and  invincible 
virtue  as  though  it  were  a  fetish  made  by  theur  own  hands, 
for  they  were  ignorant,  and  in  other  respects  did  not  differ 
appreciably  from  the  rest  of  mankind  which  puts  iniinite  trust 
in  its  own  creations.  It  never  entered  the  alcalde's  head 
that  the  mine  could  fail  in  its  protection  and  force.  Politics 
were  good  enough  for  the  people  of  the  town  and  the  Campo. 
His  yellow,  round  face,  with  wide  nostrils,  and  motionless  in 
expression,  resembled  a  fierce  full  moon.  He  listened  to  the 
excited  vapounngs  of  the  mon>  without  misgivings,  without 
sorprise,  without  any  active  sentiment  whatever. 

Padre  Rom^n  sat  dejectedly  balancing  himself,  his  feet 
just  touching  the  ground,  his  hands  gripping  the  edge  of  the 
hammock.  "With  less  confidence,  but  as  ignorant  as  his  flock, 
he  asked  the  major  what  did  he  think  was  going  to  happen 
now. 

Don  Pep^,  bolt  upright  in  the  chair,  folded  his  hands 
peacefully  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  standing  perpendicular 
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between  his  thighs,  and  answered  that  he  did  not  know.  The 
mine  could  be  defended  against  any  force  likely  to  be  sent  to 
take  possession.  On  the  other  hand,  from  the  arid  character 
of  the  valley,  when  the  regular  supplies  from  the  Oampo  had 
been  cut  off,  the  population  of  the  three  Tillages  oonld  be 
starved  into  snbiniasion.  Don  P^pd  exposed  these  contin- 
gencies with  serenity  to  Father  Bomki,  who,  as  an  old  cam- 
paigner, was  able  to  nnderstand  the  reasoning  of  a  military 
man.  Tliey  talked  with  simplicity  and  directness.  Father 
Roman  was  saddened  at  the  idea  of  his  flock  being  scattered 
or  else  enslaved.  He  had  no  illusions  as  to  their  fate,  not 
from  penetration,  but  from  long  experience  of  political  atroci- 
ties, which  Fccmed  to  him  fatal  and  unavoidable  in  the  life 
of  a  State.  The  working  of  the  usual  public  institotions  pre- 
sented itself  to  him  most  distinctly  as  a  series  of  calamities 
overtaking  private  individuals  and  flowing  logically  from  each 
other  through  hate,  revenge,  folly,  and  rapacity,  as  though 
they  had  been  part  of  a  divine  dispensation.  Father  Roman's 
clear-sightedness  was  served  by  an  uninformed  intelligence  ; 
but  his  heart,  preserving  its  tenderness  amongst  scenes  of 
carnage,  spoliation,  and  violence,  abhorred  these  calamities 
the  more  as  his  association  with  the  victims  was  closer.  He 
entertained  towards  the  Indians  of  the  valley  feelings  of 
paternal  scorn.  He  had  been  marrying,  baptising,  confessing, 
absolving,  and  burying  the  workers  of  the  San  Tom^  mine 
with  dignity  and  unction  for  five  years  or  more ;  and  he 
believed  in  the  sacredness  of  these  ministrations,  which  made 
them  his  own  in  a  spiritual  sense.  They  were  dear  to  his 
sacerdotal  supremacy.  Mis.  Gould's  earnest  interest  in  the 
concerns  of  these  people  enhanced  their  importance  in  the 
priest's  eyes,  because  it  really  augmented  his  own.  When  talk- 
ing over  with  her  the  innumerable  Marias  and  Brigidas  of  the 
villages,  he  felt  his  own  humanity  expand.  Padre  Bom^n  was 
incapable  of  fanaticism  to  an  almost  reprehensible  degree. 
The  English  sefiora  was  evidently  a  heretic ;  but  at  the  same 
time  she  seemed  to  hun  wonderful  and  angelic.  Whenever 
that  confused  state  of  his  feelings  occurred  to  him,  while 
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Btrollinof,  for  instance,  liis  breviary  under  his  arm,  in  the  wide 
fihadd  of  the  tamarind,  he  would  stop  short  to  inliale  with  a 
strong  snuffling  noise  a  lai^e  quantity  of  snuff,  and  shake  his 
head  profoundly.  At  the  thought  of  what  might  befall  the 
illustrious  sefiora  presently,  he  became  gradually  overcome 
with  dismay.  He  voiced  it  in  an  agitated  murmur.  Even 
Don  Pepe  lost  his  serenity  for  a  moment.  He  leaned  forward 
stiflBy. 

"Listen,  Padre.  The  very  fact  that  those  thieving 
macaques  in  Sulaco  are  trying  to  find  out  the  price  of  my 
honour  proves  that  Sefior  Don  Carlos  and  all  in  the  Casa 
€k>nld  aro  safe.  As  to  my  honour,  that  also  is  safe,  as  every 
man,  woman,  and  diild  knows.  But  the  negro  Liberals  who 
have  snatched  the  town  by  surprise  do  not  know  that.  Bueno. 
Let  them  .sit  and  wait.    While  they  wait  they  can  do  no  harm." 

And  he  regained  bis  composure.  He  regained  it  easily, 
because  whatever  happened  his  honour  of  an  old  officer  of  Paez 
was  safe.  He  had  promised  Charles  Gould  that  at  the  approach 
of  an  armed  force  he  would  defend  the  gorge  just  long  enough 
to  give  himself  time  to  destroy  scientifically  the  whole  plant, 
buildings,  and  workshops  of  the  mine  with  heavy  charges  of 
dynamite ;  block  with  ruins  the  main  tunnel,  break  down  the 
pathways,  blow  up  the  dam  of  the  water-power,  shatter  the 
famous  Gould  Concession  into  fragments,  flying  sky  high  out 
of  a  horrified  world.  The  mine  had  got  hold  of  Charles  Gould 
with  a  grip  as  deadly  as  ever  it  had  laid  upon  his  father.  But 
this  extreme  resolution  had  seemed  to  Don  Pepe  the  most 
natural  thing  in  the  world.  His  measures  had  been  taken  with 
judgment.  Everything  was  prepared  with  a  careful  completeness. 
And  Don  P^p6  folded  his  hands  pacifically  on  his  sword  hilt» 
and  nodded  at  the  priest.  In  his  excitement,  F^er  Bom&n 
had  flung  snuff  in  handfnls  at  his  face,  and,  all  besmeared 
with  tobacco,  round-eyed,  and  beside  himself,  had  got  out  of 
the  hammock  to  walk  about,  uttering  exclamations. 

Don  Pcp6  stroked  his  grey  and  pendant  moustache,  whose 
fine  ends  hung  far  below  the  clean-cut  line  of  his  jaw,  and 
spoke  with  a  conscious  pride  in  his  reputation. 
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So,  Padie,  I  don*t  know  what  will  happen.  Bat  I  know 
ihat  as  long  as  I  am  here  Don  Carlos  can  speak  to  that 

macaque,  Pedrito  Montero,  and  threaten  the  deetniction  of  the 
mine  with  perfect  assurance  that  he  will  be  taken  seriously. 
For  people  know  me." 

He  began  to  turn  the  cigar  in  his  lips  a  little  nervousljr* 
and  went  on — 

But  that  is  talk — good  for  the  politioos.  I  am  a  military 
man.  I  do  not  know  what  may  happen.  But  I  know  what 
ought  to  be  done— the  mine  should  march  upon  the  town  with 
guns,  axes,  knives  tied  np  to  sticks — ^por  IXos.  That  is  what 
should  be  done.  Only—" 

His  folded  hands  twitched  on  the  hilt.  The  cigar  turned 
faster  in  the  corner  of  his  lips. 

"  And  who  should  lead  but  I  ?  Unfortunately — observe — 
I  have  given  my  word  of  honour  to  Don  Carlos  not  to  let  the 
mine  fall  into  the  hands  of  these  thieyee.  In  war — yon  know 
this,  Padze — the  f ato  of  battles  is  nnoertain,  and  whom  oonM  I 
leave  here  to  act  for  me  in  caseof  defsatP  The  ezi^osiveB  are 
ready.  Bnt  it  woold  reqnire  a  man  of  high  honour,  of  intelli- 
gcuce,  of  judgment,  of  courage,  to  carry  out  the  prepared 
destruction.  Somebody  I  can  trust  with  my  honour  as  I  can 
trust  myself.  Another  old  officer  of  Paez,  for  instance.  Or — or 
—perhaps  one  of  Paez's  old  chaplains  would  do." 

He  got  up,  long,  lank,  upright,  hard,  with  his  martial 
monstache  and  the  hoaj  strootore  of  his  face,  fnHn  whidi  tilie 
glance  of  the  sunken  eyes  seemed  to  transfix  the  priest,  who 
stood  still,  an  empty  wooden  snnff-box  held  npside  down  in  his 
hand,  and  glared  back,  speechlessly,  at  the  governor  of  the 
mine. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


At  about  that  time,  in  the  Intendencia  of  Sulaco,  Chafes 
Gould  was  assuring  Pedrito  Montero,  who  had  sent  a  request 
for  his  presence  there,  that  he  would  never  let  the  mine  pass 
oat  of  his  hand  for  the  profit  of  a  Qovemment  who  had 
robbed  him  of  it  The  Qonld  Oonceesion  could  not  be 
resumed.  His  father  had  not  dedred  it.  The  son  would 
never  snrrender  it  He  wonid  never  surrender  it  alive.  And 
once  dead,  where  was  the  power  capable  of  resuscitating  such 
an  enterprise  in  all  it^  vigour  and  wealth  out  of  the  ashes  and 
ruin  of  destruction  ?  There  was  no  such  power  in  tlie  country. 
And  where  was  the  skill  and  capital  abroad  that  would  con- 
descend to  touch  such  an  ill-omened  corpse  ?  Charles  Gould 
talked  in  the  impassive  tone  which  had  for  many  yean  served 
to  conceal  his  anger  and  contempt.  He  goffered.  He  was 
disgusted  with  what  he  had  to  say.  It  was  too  mnch  like 
heroics.  In  him  the  strictly  practical  instinct  was  in  profound 
discord  with  the  almost  mystic  view  he  took  of  his  right.  The 
Gould  Concession  was  symbolic  of  abstract  justice.  Let  the 
heavens  fall.  But  since  the  San  Tome  mine  had  developed 
into  world-wide  fame  his  threat  had  enough  force  and  effective- 
nento  reach  the  rudimentary  intelligence  of  Pedro  Montero, 
wrapped  up  as  it  was  in  the  futilities  of  historical  anecdotes. 
The  Gould  Concession  was  a  serious  asset  in  the  country's 
finance,  and,  what  was  more,  ia  the  private  budgets  of  many 
officials  as  weU.  It  was  traditionaL  It  was  known.  It  was 
said.  It  was  credible.  Every  Minister  of  Interior  drew  a 
salary  from  the  San  Tomd  miue.  It  was  natural.  And 
Pedrito  intended  to  be  Minister  of  the  Interior  and  President 
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of  the  Ooandl  in  his  brother's  Gk)7emment.    The  Due  de 

!Mornj  bad  uccui»ic(l  those  high  posts  during  the  Second  French 
Empire  with  conspicuous  advantage  to  himself. 

A  table,  a  chair,  a  wooden  bedstead  had  been  procured  for 
His  Excellency,  who,  after  a  short  siesta,  rendered  absolutely 
necessary  by  the  labours  and  the  pomps  of  his  entry  into 
Soiaco,  had  been  getting  hold  of  the  administrative  nuMshine 
by  making  aj^intments,  giving  orders,  and  signing  proclama- 
tions. AUme  with  Ghades  Gould  in  the  audience  room.  His 
Excellency  mantled  with  his  well-known  skill  to  conceal  his 
annoyance  and  (jousternatioD,  He  had  begun  at  first  to  talk 
loftily  of  confiscation,  but  the  want  of  all  proper  feeling  and 
mobility  in  tlie  Sefior  iidininistrador's  features  ended  by  affect- 
ing adversely  his  power  of  masterful  expression.  Charles 
Gould  had  repeated :  "  The  Government  can  certainly  bring 
about  the  destruction  of  the  San  Tom^  mine  if  it  likes  ;  but 
without  me  it  can  do  nothing  else."  It  was  an  alarming  pro- 
nouncement, and  well  calculated  to  hurt  the  sensibiliUes  of  a 
politician  whose  mind  is  bent  upon  the  spoils  of  victory.  And 
Charles  Gould  said  also  that  the  destruction  of  the  San  Tome 
mine  would  cause  the  ruin  of  other  undertakings,  the  with- 
drawal of  European  capital,  the  withholding,  most  probably, 
of  the  last  instalment  of  the  foreign  loan.  That  stony  fiend 
of  a  man  said  all  these  things  (which  were  accessible  to  His 
Excellency's  intelligence)  in  a  cold-blooded  manner  which 
made  one  shudder. 

A  long  course  of  reading  hirtorical  works,  light  and  gossipy 
in  tone,  carried  out  in  garrets  of  Parisian  hotels,  sprawhng 
on  an  untidy  bed,  to  the  neglect  of  his  duties  menial  or 
otherwise,  had  afi'ected  the  manners  of  Pedro  Montero.  Had 
he  seen  around  him  the  splendour  of  the  old  Intendencia,  the 
magnificent  hangings,  the  gilt  furniture  ranged  along  the 
walls ;  had  he  stood  upon  a  dais  on  a  noble  square  of  red 
carpet,  he  would  have  probably  been  very  dangerous  from  a 
sense  of  success  and  elevation.  But  in  this  sacked  and  devas- 
tated residence,  with  the  three  pieces  of  common  furniture 
huddled  up  in  the  middle  of  the  vast  apartment,  Pedrito's 
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imagination  was  subdued  by  a  feeling  of  insecnrity  and  im- 
permanence.  That  feeling,  and  the  finn  attitude  of  Charles 
Gonld  who  had  not  once,  bo  far,  pronoonced  the  woid 
*^  ExoeUencj,"  diminished  him  in  his  own  eyes.  He  assumed 
the  tone  of  an  enlightened  man  of  the  world,  and  begged 
Charles  Gould  to  dismiss  from  his  mind  every  cause  for 
alarm.  He  was  now  couvorsing,  he  reminded  him,  with  the 
brother  of  the  master  of  the  country,  cliarged  with  a  reor- 
ganising mission.  The  trusted  brother  of  the  master  of  the 
country,  he  repeated.  Nothing  was  further  from  the  thooghts 
of  that  wise  and  patriotic  hero  than  ideas  of  destmction. 

I  entreat  yon,  Don  Oarlos,  not  to  give  way  to  your  anti- 
demoeratic  prejndices,**  he  cried,  in  a  burst  of  condescending 
effusion. 

Pedrito  Montero  surprised  one  at  first  sight  by  the  vast 
development  of  his  bald  forehead,  a  shiny  yellow  expanse 
between  the  crinkly  coal-black  tufts  of  hair  without  any  lustre, 
the  engaging  form  of  his  mouth,  and  an  unexpectedly  culti- 
vated voice.  But  his  eyes,  very  glistening  as  if  freshly 
painted  on  each  side  of  his  hooked  nose,  had  a  round,  hopeless, 
Inrdlike  stare  when  opened  fully.  Now,  however,  he  narrowed 
them  agreeably,  throwing  his  square  chin  up  and  speaking 
with  closed  teeth  slightly  through  the  nose,  with  what  he 
imagined  to  be  the  manner  of  a  grand  seigneur. 

In  that  attitude,  he  declared  suddenly  that  the  highest 
expression  of  democracy  was  Csesarism :  the  imperial  rule 
based  upon  the  direct  popular  vote.  Caasarism  was  con- 
servative. It  was  strong.  It  recognised  the  Intimate  needs 
of  democracy  which  requires  orders,  titles,  and  distinctions. 
They  would  be  lowered  upon  deserving  men.  OsBsarism  was  . 
peace.  It  was  progressive.  It  secured  the  prosperity  of  a 
country.  Pedrito  Montero  was  carried  away.  Look  at  what  the 
Second  Empire  had  done  for  France.  It  was  a  regime  which 
delighted  to  honour  men  of  Don  Carlos's  stamp.  The  Second 
Empire  fell,  but  that  was  because  its  chief  was  devoid  of  that 
military  genius  whkh  had  raised  General  Montero  to  the 
pinnacle  of  fame  and  glory.  Pedrito  elevated  his  hand  jerkily 
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to  help  the  idea  of  pinnacle,  of  fame.  "  We  shall  have  many 
talks  yet.  We  shall  understand  each  other  thoroughly,  Don 
Carlos  I  **  he  cried  in  a  tone  of  fellowahip.  Republicanism  had 
done  itt  work.  Imperial  democracy  was  the  power  of  the 
fntore.  Pedrito,  the  gnerillero,  diowing  hu  hand,  lowered 
his  voice  forcibly.  A  man  singled  oat  by  his  f ellow-citheens 
for  the  liououmble  nickname  of  El  Rej  de  Salaco  could  not 
but  receive  a  full  recognition  from  an  imperial  democracy  as 
a  great  captain  of  industry  and  a  person  of  weighty  counsel, 
whose  popular  designation  would  be  soon  replaced  by  a  more 
•olid  title.  Eh,  Don  Carlos  ?  No  1  What  do  yon  say  ? 
Conde  de  Sulaco^Eh  ? — or  marquis  .  . 

He  ceased.  The  air  was  cool  on  the  Plaza,  where  a  patrol 
of  cavalry  i\)do  round  and  ruund  without  penetrating  into  the 
streets,  which  resounded  with  shouts  and  the  strumming  of 
guitars  issuing  from  the  open  doors  of  pulperias.  The  orders 
were  not  to  interfere  with  the  enjoyments  of  the  people.  And 
above  the  roofs,  next  to  the  perpendicular  lines  of  the  cathedral 
towers  the  snowy  curve  of  Higuerota  blocked  a  large  space  of 
darkening  blue  sky  before  the  windows  of  the  Intendencia. 
After  a  time  Pedrito  Montero,  thrusting  his  hand  in  the  bosom 
of  his  coat,  bowed  his  head  with  slow  dignity.  The  audience 
was  over. 

Charles  Gould  on  going  out  pivsscd  his  hand  over  his  fore- 
head as  if  to  disperse  the  mists  of  an  ()p]->ressive  dream,  whose 
grotesque  extravagance  leaves  behind  a  subtle  sense  of  bodily 
danger  and  intellectual  decay.  In  the  passages  and  on  tiie 
staurcases  of  the  old  palace  Montero*s  troopers  lounged  about 
insolently,  smoking,  and  making  way  for  np  one ;  the  clanku^ 
of  sabres  and  spurs  resounded  all  over  the  building.  Three 
bilfut  grou].8  of  civilians  in  severe  black  waited  in  the  main 
gallery,  formal  and  helpless,  a  little  huddled  up,  each  ktejnng 
apart  from  the  others,  as  if  in  the  exercise  of  a  public  duty 
they  had  been  overcome  by  a  desire  to  shun  the  notice  of  every 
eye.  These  were  the  deputations  waiting  for  their  audience. 
The  one  from  the  Provincial  Assembly,  more  restlen  and 
uneasy  in  its  corporate  expression,  was  overto;^  by  the  big 
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face  of  Don  Juste  Lopez,  soft  and  white,  with  prominent  eye- 
lids and  wreathed  in  impenetrable  solemnity  as  if  in  a  dense 
cloud.  The  President  of  the  Provincial  Assembly,  coming 
bravely  to  save  the  last  shred  of  parliamentary  institations  (on 
the  English  model),  averted  his  eyes  from  the  Administrador  of 
the  San  Tom4  mine  as  a  dignified  lebnke  of  his  little  faith  in 
that  only  saving  principle. 

The  mournful  severity  of  that  reproof  did  not  affect  Charles 
Gould,  but  he  was  sensible  to  the  glances  of  the  others  directed 
upon  him  without  reproacli,  as  if  only  to  read  their  own  fate 
upon  ills  face.  All  of  them  had  talked,  shouted,  and  declaimed 
in  the  great  sala  of  the  Oasa  Gould.  The  feeling  of  compassion 
for  those  men,  struck  with  a  strange  impotence  in  the  toils  of 
moral  degradation,  did  not  induce  him  to  make  a  sign.  He 
suffered  from  lus  fellowship  in  evil  with  them  too  much. 
He  crossed  the  Plaza  unmolested.  The  Amarilla  Club  ^\•a8 
full  of  joyous  ragamuffins.  Their  frowsy  heads  protruded  from 
every  window,  and  from  behind  came  drunken  shouts,  the 
thumping  of  feet,  and  the  twanging  of  harps.  Broken  bottles 
strewed  the  pavement  below.  Charles  Gould  found  the  doctor 
still  in  his  house. 

Dr.  Monygham  came  away  from  the  crack  in  the  shutter 
through  which  he  had  been  watching  the  street. 

"  Ah  t  Ton  are  back  at  last  I "  he  said  in  a  tone  of  relief. 
**  I  have  been  telling  ilrs.  Gould  that  you  were  perfectly  safe, 
but  I  was  not  by  any  means  certain  that  the  fellow  would  have 
let  you  go." 

"  Neither  was  I,"  confessed  Charles  Gould,  laying  his  hat 
on  the  table. 

^  Yon  vrill  have  to  take  action.** 

The  silence  of  Charles  Gould  seemed  to  admit  that  this  was 
the  only  course.  This  was  as  far  as  Charles  Gould  was  accus- 
tomed to  go  towards  expressing  his  intentions. 

"  I  hope  you  did  not  warn  Montero  of  what  you  mean  to 
do,"  the  doctor  said  anxiously. 

"I  tried  to  make  him  see  that  the  existence  of  the  mine 
was  bound  up  with  my  personal  safety,"  continued  Chailes 
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QoMf  lookiDg  away  from  the  doctor,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
the  waterooloor  sketch  upon  the  wall. 

He  belieyed  yon  ?  ^*  the  doctor  asked  eagerly. 

"  God  knows ! "  said  Cliarles  Gould.  "  I  owed  it  to  my 
wife  to  say  that  much.  He  is  well  enough  informed.  He 
knows  that  I  have  Don  Pepc  there.  Fuentes  must  have  told 
him.  They  know  that  the  old  major  is  perfectly  capable  of 
blowing  up  the  San  Tom6  mine  without  hesitation  or  compunc- 
tion. Had  it  not  been  for  that  I  don't  think  I'd  have  left  the 
Intendencia  a  free  man.  He  wonld  blow  eyerything  np  from 
loyalty  and  from  hate — ^from  hate  of  these  Liberals,  as  they  call 
themselyes.  Liberals  1  The  words  one  knows  so  well  hare  a 
nightmarish  meaning  in  this  country.  Liberty,  democracy, 
patriotism,  government — all  of  them  have  a  fiavom*  of  folly 
and  murder.  Haven't  they,  doctor  ?  .  .  .  I  alone  can  restrain 
Don  P(^p6.  If  they  were  to — to  do  away  with  me,  nothing 
could  prevent  him." 

"  They  will  try  to  tamper  with  hun,"  the  doctor  snggested 
thoughtfully. 

**  It  is  very  possible,"  Charles  Gould  s^d  very  low,  as  if 
speaking  to  himself,  and  still  gazing  at  the  sketch  of  the  San 
Tome  gorge  upon  the  wall.  "  Yes,  I  expect  they  will  try  that." 
Charles  Gould  looked  for  the  first  time  at  the  doctor.  "It 
would  give  me  time,"  he  added. 

"  Exactly,"  said  Dr.  Monygham,  suppressing  his  excitement. 
Especially  if  Don  P^p6  behaves  diplomatically.  Why  shouldn't 
he  give  them  some  hope  of  success?  Eh?  Otherwise  yon 
woiQdn't  gam  so  much  time.  Oouldn*t  he  be  instructed 
to  " 

Charles  Gould,  looking  at  the  doctor  steadily,  shook  his 
head,  but  the  doctor  continued  with  a  certain  amount  of 
fire — 

Yes,  to  enter  into  negotiations  for  the  surrender  of  the 
ndne.  It  is  a  good  notion.  You  would  mature  your  plan.  Of 
course,  I  don^t  ask  what  it  is.  I  don't  want  to  know.  I  would 
refuse  to  listen  to  you  if  you  tried  to  tell  me.  I  am  not  fit  for 
confidences." 
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*'What  nonaenaer^  muttered  Charles  Gould,  with  dis- 
pleasure. 

He  disapproved  of  the  doctor's  aendtiyeiiess  about  that  far- 
off  episode  of  his  life.  So  mnch  memory  shocked  Oharles 
Gould.  It  was  like  morbidness.  And  again  he  shook  his 
head.   He  refused  to  tamper  with  the  open  rectitude  of  Bon 

Pepc's  conduct,  both  from  taste  and  from  policy.  Instrnc- 
tioiis  would  have  to  be  either  verbal  or  in  writing.  In  eitiier 
case  Lliey  ran  the  risk  of  being  intercepted.  It  was  by  no 
means  certain  that  a  messenger  could  reach  the  mine ;  and, 
besides,  there  was  no  one  to  send.  It  was  on  the  tip  of  Charles's 
tongue  to  say  that  only  the  late  Capataz  of  Cargadores  could 
have  been  employed  with  some  chance  of  success  and  the  certi- 
tude of  discretion.  But  he  did  not  say  that  He  pointed  out 
to  the  doctor  that  it  would  have  been  bad  poUcy.  Directly 
Don  Pepc  let  it  be  supposed  that  he  could  be  bought  over,  the 
Administrador's  personal  safety  and  the  safety  of  his  friends 
would  become  endangered.  For  there  would  be  then  no  reason 
for  moderation.  The  incorruptibility  of  Don  Pep6  was  the 
essential  and  restraining  thing.  The  doctor  hung  his  head  and 
admitted  that  in  a  way  it  was  so. 

He  oouldn*t  deny  to  himself  that  the  reasoning  was  sound 
enough.  Don  P6p6'8  usefulness  consisted  in  his  unstained 
character.  As  to  his  own  usefulness,  he  reflected  bitterly  it 
w^as  also  in  his  own  character.  He  declared  to  Charles  Gould 
that  he  had  the  means  of  keeping  Sotillo  from  joining  his  forces 
with  Montero,  at  least  for  the  present. 
'  <<If  you  had  had  all  this  silver  here/'  the  doctor  said,  *^or 
even  if  it  had  been  known  to  be  at  the  mine,  yon  could  have 
bribed  Sotillo  to  throw  off  his  recent  Monterism.  Ton  could 
have  induced  him  either  to  go  away  in  his  steamer  or  even  to 
join  you." 

"Certainly  not  that  last,"  Charles  Gould  declared  firmly. 
**  What  could  one  do  with  a  man  like  that  afterwards — tell  me, 
doctor  ?  The  silver  is  gone,  and  I  am  glad  of  it.  It  would 
have  been  an  immediate  and  strong  temptation.  The  scramble 
for  that  visible  plunder  would  have  precipitated  a  disastrous 
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ending.  I  would  have  had  to  defend  it,  too.  I  am  glad  weVe 
removed  it — even  if  it  is  lost.  It  would  have  been  a  danger 
and  a  curse." 

"  Perhaps  he  is  right,"  the  doctor,  an  hour  later,  said  hur- 
riedly to  Mrs.  Gould,  whom  he  met  in  the  corridor.  ^The 
thing  is  done,  and  the  shadow  of  the  treasnre  may  do  jnst  as 
well  as  the  snhstanoe.  Let  me  try  to  serve  yon  to  the  whole 
extent  of  my  evil  reputation.  I  am  off  now  to  plaj  my  game 
of  betrayal  with  Sotiilo,  and  keep  him  off  the  town." 

She  put  out  both  her  hands  impulsively.  "  Dr.  Monygham, 
you  are  running  a  terrible  risk,"  she  whispered,  averting  from 
his  face  her  eyes,  full  of  tears,  for  a  short  glance  at  the  door 
of  her  husband *s  room.  She  pressed  both  his  hands,  and  the 
dootor  stood  as  if  rooted  to  the  spot,  looking  down  at  her,  and 
trying  to  twist  his  lips  into  a  smile. 

"  Oh,  I  know  yon  will  defend  my  memoiy,*'  he  uttered  at 
last,  and  ran  tottering  down  the  stairs  across  the  patio,  and  out 
of  the  house.  In  the  street  he  kept  up  a  great  pace  with  his 
smart  liobbling  walk,  a  case  of  instruments  under  his  arm.  Ue 
was  known  for  being  loco.  Nobody  interfered  with  him.  From 
under  the  seaward  gatxj,  across  the  dusty,  arid  plain,  interspersed 
with  low  bushes,  he  saw,  more  than  a  mile* away,  the  ugly 
enormity  of  the  Custom  House,  and  the  two  or  three  other 
Imildings  which  at  that  time  oonstitnted  the  seapcnrt  of  Sulaoo. 
Far  away  to  the  souUi  groves  of  palm  treesi«dged  the  curve  of 
the  harbour  shore.  The  distant  peaks  of  the  OordillOTa  had 
losL  Liitir  identity  of  clear-cut  shapes  in  the  steadily  deepening 
blue  of  the  eastern  sky.  The  doctor  walked  briskly,  A  dark- 
ling shadow  seemed  to  fall  upon  him  from  the  zenith.  The 
sun  had  set.  For  a  time  the  snows  of  Kiguerota  continued  to 
glow  with  the  reflected  glory  of  the  west.  The  doc^r,  holding 
a  straight  course  for  the  Custom  House,  appeared  lonely, 
hopping  amongst  the  daric  bushes  like  a  tall  bud  with  a  broken 
wing. 

Tints  of  purple,  gold,  and  crimson  were  mirrored  in  the 
clear  water  of  the  harbour.  A  long  tongue  of  land,  straight 
as  a  wall,  with  the  grass-grown  ruins  of  the  fort  making  a  sort 
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of  rounded  green  mound,  plainly  visible  from  the  inner  shorei 
doeed  itB  drooit ;  and  beyond  the  Pladd  Golf  repeated  ihoee 
Bplendonrs  of  colonring  on  a  greater  scale  with  a  more  sombre 
magnificence.  The  great  mass  of  clond  filling  the  head  of  the 
gnlf  Lad  long  red  smears  amongst  its  convoluted  folds  of  grey 
and  black,  as  of  a  floating  mantle  stained  with  blood.  The 
three  Isabels,  overshadowed  and  clear  cut  in  a  great  smooth- 
ness confounding  the  sea  and  sky,  appeared  suspended,  purple- 
black,  in  the  air.  The  little  wavelets  seemed  to  be  tossing 
tiny  red  sparks^npon  the  sandy  beaches.  The  glassy  bands 
of  water  along  the  horizon  gave  ont  a  fiery  red  glow,  as  if 
fire  and  water  had  been  mingled  together  in  the  vast  bed  of 
the  ocean. 

At  kist  the  conflagration  of  sea  and  sky,  lying  embraced  and 
asleep  in  a  flaming  contact  upon  the  edge  of  the  world,  went 
out.  The  red  sparks  in  the  water  vanished  together  with  the 
stains  of  blood  in  the  black  mantle  draping  the  sombre  head 
of  the  Placid  Golf ;  and  a  sadden  breeze  sprang  np  and  died 
ont  after  rostling  heavily  the  growth  of  bnshes  on  the  rained 
earthwork  of  the  fort.  Nostromo  woke  np  from  a  foorteen 
hoars*  sleep,  uid  arose  full  length  from  his  lair  in  the  long 
grass.  He  stood  knee  deep  amoiij^st  the  wliisperinL^  undula- 
tions of  the  ^reen  blades  with  the  lost  air  of  a  man  just  born 
into  the  world.  Handsome,  robust,  and  supple,  he  threw  back 
his  head,  flung  his^rms  open,  and  stretched  himself  with  a 
slow  twist  of  the  waist  and  a  leisurely  growling  yawn  of  white 
teeth,  as  natoral  and  free  from  evil  in  the  moment  of  waking 
as  a  magnificent  and  anconseions  wild  beast.  Then,  in  the 
suddenly  steadied  glance  fixed  apon  nothing  from  imder  a 
forced  frown,  appeared  the  man. 


CHAPTEE  Till. 


After  landing  from  his  swim  Nostromo  had  scrambled  up, 
all  dripping,  into  the  main  qnadiangle  of  the  old  fort ;  and 
there,  amongst  rained  bits  of  mils  and  rotting  remnants  of 
roofs  and  sheds,  he  had  slept  the  day  through.  He  had  slept 
in  the  shadow  of  the  mountains,  in  the  white  blaze  of  noon,  in 
the  stillness  and  solitude  of  that  overgrown  piece  of  land 
between  the  nearly-closed  oval  of  the  hai'bour  and  the  spacious 
semi-circle  of  the  gulf.  He  lay  as  if  dead.  A  rey-zamuro, 
appearing  like  a  tiny  black  speck  in  the  blue,  stooped,  circling 
prudently  with  a  stealthiness  of  flight  startling  in  a  bird  of 
that  great  site.  The  shadow  of  his  pearly-vdiite  body,  of  his 
black-tipped  wings,  fell  on  the  grass  no  more  silently  than  be 
alighted  himself  on  a  hillock  of  rubbish  within  three  yards  of 
that  man,  lying  as  still  as  a  corpse.  He  stretched  his  bare 
neck,  craned  his  bald  head,  loathsome  in  the  brilliance  of  varied 
colouring,  with  an  air  of  voracious  anxiety  towards  the  promis- 
ing stillness  of  that  prostrate  body.  Then,  sinking  his  head 
deeply  into  his  soft  plumage,  he  s^ed  himself  to  wait.  The 
first  thing  upon  which  Nostromo's  eyes  fell  on  waking  was  this 
patient  watcher  for  the  signs  of  death  and  corruption.  When 
the  man  got  np  the  yoltore  hopped  away  in  great,  side*long, 
11  uttering  jumps.  He  lingered  for  a  while,  morose  and  reluctant, 
befure  he  rose,  circling  noiselessly  with  a  sinister  droop  of  beak 
and  claws. 

Long  after  he  had  vanished  the  Capataz  of  the  Cargadores, 
lifting  his  eyes  up  to  the  sky,  mattered,    I  am  not  dead  yet." 

Nostromo  was  some  time  in  regaining  his  hold  on  the 
world.  It  had  slipped  from  him  completely  in  the  deep^ 
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slumber  of  more  than  twelve  hours.  It  had  been  like  a  break 
of  continuity  in  the  chain  of  experience  ;  he  had  to  find  himself 
in  time  and  space,  to  think  of  the  hour  and  the  place  of  his 
return.  It  was  a  novelty.  He  was  one  of  those  efficient 
sailors  who  generally  wake  up  from  a  dead  sleep  with  their  wits 
in  complete  working  order.  The  Oapatas  of  the  Oaigadores 
had  been  a  good  man  on  boaid  idiip.  He  had  been  a  good 
foremast  hand  and  a  first-rate  boatswain.  From  the  conditions 
of  sea  life  that  sort  of  excellence  brings  no  prize,  but  an 
exaggerated  consciousness  of  one's  value  and  the  conlidence  of 
one's  superiors.  The  captain  of  the  Genoese  ship  from  which 
he  had  deserted  had  gone  about  tearing  his  grey  hairs  with 
grief  and  exasperation.  He  did  it  very  publicly,  being  an 
Italian,  and  unashamed  of  genuine  emotions.  He  mingled 
imprecations  against  ingratitude  with  words  of  regret  at  his 
loss  before  the  people  on  the  wharf,  before  the  lightermen  dis- 
charging the  cargo ;  in  the  O.S.N,  office  before  Captain 
Mitchell,  who  was  sympathetic  in  a  way,  but  cousidered  him  in 
the  end  an  awful  and  ridiculous  nuisance,  and  was  glad  to  see 
his  back  for  the  last  time. 

Nostromo,  in  close  hiding  in  a  back  room  of  a  pulperia  for 
the  three  days  before  the  ship  sailed,  heard  of  these  lamenta- 
tions, threats,  and  cnises  apparently  unmoved.  But  he  heard 
of  them  with  satisfaction.  This  was  as  it  should  be.  He  was 
a  valuable  man.  What  better  recognition  could  he  expect? 
His  vanity  was  infinitt-ly  and  naively  greedy,  but  his  concep- 
tions were  limited.  Afterwards  his  success  in  the  work  he 
found  on  shore  enlarged  them  in  the  direction  of  personal 
magnificence.  This  sailor  led  a  public  life  in  his  sphere.  It 
became  necessary  to  him.  It  was  the  very  breath  of  his 
nostrils.  And  who  can  say  that  it  was  not  genuine  distinction  ? 
It  was  genuine  because  it  was  based  on  something  that  was  in 
him — Ids  overweening  vanity,  which  Decoud  alone,  thinking 
that  he  would  be  of  use  politically,  had  taken  ihe  trouble  to  find 
out.  Each  man  must  have  some  temperamental  sense  by  which 
to  discover  himself.  With  Nostromo  it  was  vanity  of  an 
artless  sort.  Without  it  he  would  have  been  nothing.  It  called 
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out  his  reoklesBiiess,  his  indnstry,  his  ingenuity,  and  that 
disdain  of  the  natives  which  helped  him  bo  mnoh  npon  the  line 

of  his  work  and  resembled  iin  inb')ru  capacity  for  comiiiand 
It  made  him  appear  incorruptible  and  fierce.  It  made  him 
happy  also.  Ho  was  disiuterested  with  the  unworldliness  of  a 
sailor,  arising  not  so  much  from  the  abaenoe  of  mercenary 
inatincte  as  from  sheer  Ignorance  and  carelessness  for  to- 
monow.  He  was  pleased  with  himself.  It  was  not  the  ooldy 
f erodons,  and  idealistic  self-conceit  of  a  man  of  wxm  northern 
race;  it  was  materialistic  and  imaginative.  It  was  an  nn- 
practical  and  warm  sentiment,  a  picturesque  development  uf  his 
character,  the  growth  of  an  unsophisticated  sense  of  his  in- 
dividuality. It  was  immense.  It  was  fostered  hy  Captain 
Mitchell's  absurd  pride  in  his  foreman,  the  varied  use  made 
of  his  handiness,  and  the  appreciative  gmnts  and  nods  of  the 
silent  old  Viola,  to  whose  exalted  sentiments  every  sort  of 
faithfulness  app^ded  greatly. 

The  Gapataz  of  the  Snlaco  Cargadores  had  lived  in  splen- 
dour and  publicity  uj)  to  the  very  moment,  as  it  were,  whoa  ho 
took  charge  of  the  lighter  containing  the  treasm'e  in  silver 
ingots. 

The  last  act  he  had  performed  in  8ulaco  was  in  complete 
harmony  with  Ids  vanity,  and  as  such  perfectly  genuine.  He 
had  given  his  last  dollar  to  an  old  woman  moaning  with  the 
grief  and  fatigue  of  a  dismal  search  under  the  arch  of  the 
ancient  gate.  Performed  In  ohscurity  and  withont  witoesses, 
it  had  still  the  cliaracteristics  of  splendour  and  publicity,  and 
was  in  strict  keepiu^(  with  his  reputation.  But  this  awakening, 
in  solitude,  but  for  the  watchful  vulture,  amongst  the  ruins  of 
the  fort,  had  no  such  characteristics.  His  first  conf oaed  feeling 
was  exactly  this — that  it  was  not  in  keeping.  It  was  more  like 
the  end  of  things.  The  necessity  of  living  concealed  somehowi 
for  Qod  knows  how  long,  which  assailed  him  on  his  return  to 
consciousness,  made  everything  that  had  gone  before  for  years 
appear  vain  and  foolish,  hke  a  flattering  dream  come  suddenly 
to  an  end. 

He  climbed  the  crumbling  slope  of  the  rampart,  and, 
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putting  aside  the  bushes,  looked  upon  the  harbour.  He  paw 
a  couple  of  ships  at  anchor  upon  the  sheet  of  water  reflecting 
the  last  gleams  of  light,  and  Sotillo's  steamer  moored  to  the 
jetty.  And  behind  the  pale  long  front  of  the  Custom  House, 
there  appeared  the  extent  of  the  town  like  a  grove  of  thick 
timber  on  the  plain  with  a  gateway  in  front,  and  the  cnpolas, 
towers,  and  miradors  rising  above  the  trees,  all  dark,  as  if  sur- 
rendered already  to  the  night.  The  thought  that  it  was  no 
longer  open  to  him  to  ride  through  the  streets,  recognised  by 
every  one,  great  and  little,  as  he  used  to  do  every  evening  on 
his  way  to  play  monte  in  the  posada  of  the  Mexican  Domingo  ; 
or  to  sit  in  the  place  of  honour,  listening  to  songs  and  looldng 
at  dances,  made  it  appear  to  him  as  a  town  that  had  no 
existence. 

For  a  long  time  he  gazed  on,  then  let  the  parted  bushes 
spring  back,  and,  crossing  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  fort, 
surveyed  the  vaster  emptiness  of  the  great  gulf.  The  Isabels 
stood  out  heavily  upon  the  narrowing  long  band  of  red  in  the 
west,  which  gleamed  low  between  their  black  shapes,  and  the 
Oapataz  thonght  of  Decond  alone  therewith  the  treasure.  That 
man  was  the  only  one  who  cared  whether  he  fell  into  the  hands 
of  the  Monterists  or  not,  the  Oapataz  reflected  bitterly.  And 
that  merely  would  be  an  anxiety  for  his  own  sake.  As  to  the 
rest,  they  neither  knew  nor  cared.  What  he  had  heard  Giorgio 
Viola  say  once  was  very  true.  Kings,  ministers,  aristocrats, 
the  rich  in  general,  kept  the  people  in  poverty  and  subjection  ; 
they  kept  them  as  Ithey  kept  dogs,  to  fight  and  hunt  for  their 
service. 

The  darkness  of  the  sky  had  descended  to  the  line  of  the 
horizon,  enveloping  the  whole  gulf,  the  islets,  and  the  lover  of 
Antonia  alone  with  the  treasure  on  the  great  Isabel.  The 

Capataz  of  the  Cargadores,  turning  his  back  on  these  things 
invisible  and  existing,  sat  down  and  took  his  face  between  his 
fists.  He  folt  the  pinch  of  poverty  for  tlie  first  time  in  his  life. 
To  find  huusehf  without  money  after  a  run  of  bad  luck  at 
mmU  in  the  low,  smoky  room  of  Domingo's  posada,  where  the 
fraternity  of  Cargadores  gambled,  sang,  and  danced  of  an 
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eyening ;  to  remain  with  empty  pockets  after  a  bnrst  of  pablio 
generosity  to  some  pei/n§  tToro  girl  or  other  (for  whom  he  did 

not  care),  had  none  of  the  hnmiliation  of  destitution.  He 
remained  rich  in  glory  and  reputation.  But  since  it  was  no 
longer  possible  for  liim  to  parade  the  streets  of  the  town,  and 
be  hailed  with  respect  in  the  usual  haunts  of  his  leisure,  this 
sailor  felt  himself  destitate  indeed. 

His  mouth  was  dry.  It  was  dry  with  heavy  sleep  and 
extremely  anxions  thinking,  as  it  had  never  been  dry  before. 
It  may  be  said  that  Nostromo  tasted  the  dost  and  ashes  of  Uie 
fmit  of  life  into  which  he  had  Utten  deeply  in  his  hnnger  for 
praise.  Without  removing  his  head  from  between  his  fists,  he 
tried  to  spit  before  him — Tfui " — and  muttered  a  curse  upon 
the  sellishness  of  all  the  rich  people. 

In  this  harboor  at  the  foot  of  immense  mountains  that 
outlined  their  peaks  amongst  the  kindled  swarm  of  stars; 
on  this  smooth,  half-wild  n^eet  of  black  water  serene  in  its 
loneliness,  whose  future  of  crowded  prosperity  was  being  settled 
not  so  mtich  by  the  industry  as  by  the  fears,  neoesshies  and 
crimes  of  men  short-sighted  in  good  and  evO,  the  two  solitary 
foreign  ships  had  hoisted  their  riding  lights  according  to  rule. 
But  Nostromo  gave  no  second  look  to  the  harbour.  Those 
two  ships  were  present  enough  to  his  mind.  Either  would 
have  been  a  refuge.  It  would  have  been  no  feat  for  him  to 
swim  off  to  them.  One  of  them  was  an  Italian  barque,  which 
had  brought  a  cargo  of  timber  from  Puget  Sound  for  the  rail- 
way.  He  knew  her  men ;  in  his  quality  of  foreman  of  all  the 
work  done  in  the  harbour  he  had  been  able  to  oblige  her  captain 
in  some  small  matter  relating  to  the  filling  of  his  water  tanks. 
Bronzed,  black -whiskered,  and  stately,  with  the  impressive 
gravity  of  a  man  too  powerful  to  unbend,  he  had  been 
invited  more  than  once  to  drink  a  glass  of  Itahan  vermouth 
in  her  cabin.  It  was  well  known  amongst  ship-masters 
trading  along  the  seaboard  that  as  a  matter  of  sound  policy 
the  Capatas  of  the  Oargadores  in  Snlaco  idiould  be  i«opitiated 
hj  small  civilities,  which  he  seemed  to  expect  as  his  due.  For, 
in  truth,  being  implicitly  tmsted  by  Oaptein  Mitchell,  he  had, 


THE  LIGHTHOUSE. 


353 


as  somebody  said,  the  whole  harbonr  in  his  pocket.  For  the 
rest,  an  excellent  fellow,  quite  straightforward,  everjbodj 
agreed. 

Since  everything  seemed  lost  in  Sulaco  (and  that  was  the 
feeling  of  his  waking),  the  idea  of  leaving  the  oonntiy  altogether 
had  preeented  itself  to  Noetromo.  In  that  ship  they  would 
have  given  him  shelter  and  a  passage,  and  have  landed  him  in 
Italy  ultimately.  At  that  thought  he  had  seen,  like  the  begin- 
ning of  another  dream,  a  vision  of  steep  and  tidcless  shores, 
with  dark  pines  on  the  heights  and  white  houses  low  down 
near  a  very  blue  sea.  He  saw  the  quays  of  a  big  port,  where 
the  coasting  feluccas,  with  then*  lateen  sails  outspread  like 
motionless  wings,  enter  gliding  silently  between  the  end  of 
long  moles  of  squared  blooks  that  project  angularly  toward 
each  other,  hugging  a  cluster  of  shipinng  to  the  superb  bosom 
of  a  hill  ooyered  with  palaces.  He  remembered  these  sights  not 
without  some  filial  emotion,  though  he  had  been  habitually  and 
Severely  beaten  as  a  boy  on  one  of  these  feluccas  by  his  uncle, 
a  short-necked,  shaven  Genoese,  with  a  deliberate  and  distrust- 
ful manner,  who  (he  firmly  believed)  had  cheated  him  out  of 
his  orphan's  inheritance.  But  it  is  mercifully  decreed  that  the 
evils  of  the  past  should  appear  but  faintly  in  retrospect.  Under 
the  sense  of  loneliness,  abandonment,  and  failure,  the  idea  of 
retun  to  these  things  f^peared  tolerable.  But»what?  Betum? 
With  bare  feet  and  head,  with  one  check  shirt  and  a  paur  of 
cotton  calioneroe  for  all  woridly  possessions  ? 

The  renowned  Capataz,  his  elbows  on  his  knees  and  a  fist 
dug  into  each  cheek,  laughed  with  self-derision,  as  he  had  spat 
with  disgust,  straii^ht  out  before  him  into  the  night.  Tiie 
confused  and  intimate  impressions  of  universal  dissolution 
which  beset  a  subjective  nature  at  any  strong  check  to  its 
ruling  passion  had  a  bitterness  approaching  that  of  death 
itself.  And  no  wonder— with  no  intellectual  existence  or 
moral  strain  to  carry  on  his  individuality,  unscathed,  over  the 
abyss  left  by  the  collapse  of  his  vanity ;  for  even  that  had  been 
simply  sensuous  and  picturesque,  and  could  not  exist  apart  from 
outward  show.   He  was  like  many  other  men  o{  southern  races 
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in  whom  the  oomplezitj  of  Bimple  concepfcions  is  mnch  more 
apparent  than  real.  He  was  simple.  He  was  as  ready  to 
become  the  prey  of  any  belief,  superstition,  or  desire  as  a 
child. 

The  facts  of  his  situation  he  could  appreciate  like  a  man 
with  a  distinct  experience  of  the  country.  He  saw  them 
dearly.  He  was  as  if  sobered  after  a  long  bont  of  intoxica- 
tion. His  fidelity  had  been  taken  advantage  of.  He  had 
persuaded  the  body  of  Oargadores  to  side  with  the  Blanoos 
against  the  rest  of  the  people ;  he  had  had  interviews  with  Don 
Jose  ;  he  had  been  made  use  of  by  Father  Corbelan  for  negoti- 
ating with  Hernandez  ;  it  was  known  that  Don  Martin  Decoud 
had  admitted  him  to  a  sort  of  intimacy,  so  that  he  had  been 
free  of  the  offices  of  the  Farvenir.  All  these  things  had 
flattered  him  in  the  nsnal  way.  What  did  he  oare  about  their 
politics  ?  Nothing  at  all  And  at  the  end  of  it  all— Nos- 
tromo  here  and  Nostromo  there — ^where  is  Nostromo  ? 
Nostromo  can  do  this  and  that — ^work  all  day  and  ride  about 
at  night — behold  !  he  found  himself  a  marked  Ribierist  for 
any  sort  of  vengeance  Gamacho,  for  instance,  would  choose  to 
take,  now  the  Montero  party  had,  after  all,  mastered  the  town. 
The  Europeans  had  given  up ;  the  Caballeros  had  given  up. 
Don  Martin  had  indeed  explained  it  was  only  temporary — 
that  he  was  going  to  bring  Barrios  to  the  rescue.  Where  was 
that  now — ^with  Don  Martin  (whose  ironic  xkianner  of  talk 
had  always  made  the  Capataz  feel  vaguely  uneasy)  stranded 
oil  the  Great  Isabel  ?  Everybody  had  given  up.  Even  Don 
Carlos  liad  v^iven  up.  The  hurried  removal  of  the  treasure 
out  to  sou  meant  nothing  else  than  that.  The  Capataz  dc 
Oargadores,  in  a  revulsion  of  subjectiveness,  exasperated  almost 
to  insanity,  beheld  all  his  world  without  faith  and  courage. 
He  had  been  betrayed  I 

With  the  boundless  shadows  of  the  sea  behind  him,  out  of 
his  silenoe  and  immobility,  facing  the  lofty  shapes  of  the 
lower  peaks  crowded  around  the  white,  misty  sheen  of 
Higuerota,  Nostromo  laughed  aloud  again,  sprang  abruptly  to 
his  feet,  and  stood  still.   He  must  go.   But  where  ? 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  LIGHTHOUSE. 


355 


"  There  is  no  mistake.  They  keep  us  and  encourage  us  as  if 
wc  were  dogs  born  to  fight  and  hunt  for  them.  The  vecchio 
is  right,^'  he  said  slowly  and  scathingly.  He  remembered  old 
Giorgio  taking  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  to  throw  these  words 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  oaf^,  full  of  engine-drivers  and 
fitters  from  the  railway  workshops.  This  image  fixed  his 
wavering  purpose.  He  would  try  to  find  old  Giorgio  if  he 
could.  God  knows  what  might  have  happened  to  him  !  He 
made  a  few  steps,  then  stopped  again  and  shook  his  head.  To 
the  left  and  right,  in  front  and  behind  him,  the  scrubby  bush 
rustled  mysteriously  in  the  darkness. 

Teresa  was  right,  too,"  he  added  in  a  low  tone  touched 
with  awe.  He  wondered  whether  she  were  dead  in  her  anger 
with  bim  or  still  alive.  As  if  in  answer  to  this  thought,  half 
of  remorse  and  half  of  hope,  with  a  soft  flutter  and  oblique 
flight,  a  big  owl,  whose  appalling  cry  :  Ta-acabo  I  Ya- 
acabo  1 — it  is  finished  ;  it  is  finished  " — announces  calamity 
and  death  in  the  popular  belief,  drifted  vaguely  like  a  large 
dark  ball  across  his  path.  In  the  downfall  of  all  the  realities 
that  made  his  force,  he  was  affected  by  the  superstition,  and 
shuddered  slightly.  Sigfiora  Teresa  must  have  died,  then. 
It  oould  mean  nothing  else.  The  cry  of  the  ill-omened  bird, 
the  first  sound  he  was  to  hear  on  his  return,  was  a  fitting 
welcome  for  his  betrayed  individuality.  The  unseen  powers 
which  he  had  offended  by  refusing  to  bring  a  priest  to  a 
dying  woman,  were  lifting  up  their  voice  against  him.  She 
was  dead.  With  admirable  and  human  consistency  he  referred 
everything  to  himself.  She  had  been  a  woman  of  good  counsel 
always.  And  the  bereaved  old  Giorgio  remained  stunned  by 
his  loss  just  as  he  was  likely  to  require  the  advice  of  his  sagacity. 
The  blow  would  render  the  dreamy  old  man  quite  stupid  for  a 
time. 

As  to  Captain  Mitchell,  Nostromo,  after  the  manner  of 

trusted  subordinates,  considered  him  as  a  person  fitted  by 
education  perhaps  to  sign  papers  in  an  office  and  to  give  orders, 
but  otherwise  of  no  use  whatever,  and  something  of  a  fool. 
The  necessity  of  winding  round  his  little  finger,  almost  daily, 
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the  pompoQi  and  teslby  self-importanoe  of  the  old  seaman  had 
^wn  irksome  with  use  to  Nostromo.  At  first  it  had  given 
him  an  inward  satisfaction.  But  the  necessity  of  overcoming 
small  obstacles  becomes  wearisome  to  a  self-confident  persouality 
as  much  by  the  certitude  of  success  as  by  the  monotony  of 
effort.  He  mistrusted  his  superior's  proneness  to  fussy  action. 
That  old  Eoglishman  had  no  jndgment,  he  said  to  himself.  It 
was  nselesB  to  sappose  that,  aoqnainted  with  the  trne  state  of 
the  oaae,  he  wonld  keep  it  to  himself.  9e  wonld  talk  of  doing 
impracticable  things.  Nostromo  feared  him  as  one  would  fear 
saddling  one's  self  with  some  persistent  worry.  He  had  no 
discretion.  He  would  betray  the  treasure.  And  Nostromo 
had  made  up  his  miad  that  the  treasure  should  not  be 
betrayed. 

The  word  had  fixed  itself  tenadonsly  in  his  unintelligenoe. 
His  imagination  had  seised  npon  the  dear  and  simple  notion 
of  betrayal  to  aooonnt  for  the  daied  feeling  of  enlightenment 
as  to  being  done  for,  of  having  inadvertently  gone  out  of  his 
existence  on  an  issue  in  which  his  personality  had  not  been 
taken  into  account.  A  man  betrayed  is  a  man  destroyed. 
Sigfiora  Teresa  (may  God  have  her  soul  I)  had  been  riglit.  He 
had  never  been  taken  into  account.  Destroyed  I  Her  white 
fcm  sitting  np  bowed  in  bed,  the  falling  bkdc  hair,  the  wide- 
browed  suffering  face  raised  to  him,  the  anger  of  her  dennncia- 
tions,  appeared  to  him  now  xnaje^o  with  the  awfolness  of 
inspiration  and  of  death.  For  it  was  not  for  nothing  that  the 
cvfl  bird  had  uttered  its  lamentable  shriek  over  his  head.  She 
was  dead — may  God  have  her  soul  I 

Sharing  in  the  anti-priestly  freethought  of  the  masses,  his 
mind  used  the  pious  formula  from  the  superficial  force  of  habit, 
but  with  a  deep-seated  sincerity.  The  popTilar  mind  is  in- 
capable of  scepticism ;  and  that  incapacity  delivers  their  helpleas 
strength  to  the  wiles  of  swindlen  and  to  the  pitiless  enthnsiaams 
of  leaders  inspixed  by  visions  of  a  high  destiny.  She  was  dead. 
Bnt  wonld  God  consent  to  receive  her  sonl  ?  She  had  died 
without  confession  or  absolution,  because  he  had  not  l)een 
willing  to  spare  her  another  moment  of  his  time.   His  scorn 
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of  priests  as  priests  remaiued  ;  but,  after  all,  it  was  impossible 
to  know  whether  what  they  afBrmed  was  not  tnie.  Power, 
ponishment,  pardon  are  simple  and  credible  notions.  The 
magnificent  Oapataz  of  Oargadores,  deprived  of  certain  simple 
xealitieSy  snch  as  the  admiiation  of  women»  the  adulation  of 
men,  the  admired  pnblioity  of  his  life,  was  ready  to  feel  the 
bnrden  of  sacrilegious  guilt  descend  upon  his  shoulders. 

Bareheaded,  in  a  thin  shirt  and  drawers,  he  felt  the  lingering 
warmth  of  the  fine  sand  under  the  soles  of  his  feet.  The 
narrow  strand  gleamed  far  ahead  in  a  long  curve,  defining  the 
outline  of  this  wild  side  of  the  harbonr.  He  flitted  along  the 
shore  like  a  pmsned  shadow  between  the  sombre  palm-groyes 
and  the  sheet  of  water  lying  as  stQl  as  death  on  his  right  hand. 
He  strode  with  headlong  haste  in  the  silence  and  solitnde,  as 
though  he  had  forgottea  all  prudence  and  ciiution.  But  he 
knew  that  on  this  side  of  the  water  he  ran  no  risk  of  discovery. 
The  only  iuhabitaQt  was  a  lonely,  silent,  apathetic  Indian  iu 
charge  of  the  palmarias,  who  brought  sometimes  a  load  of 
cocoa-nnts  to  the  town  for  sale.  He  lived  withont  a  woman 
in  an  open  shed,  with  a  perpetual  fire  of  dry  sticks  smouldering 
in  front  near  an  old  canoe  lying  bottom  up  on  the  beacL  He 
could  be  easily  avoided. 

The  barking  of  the  cL^gs  about  that  man's  ranche  was  the 
first  thing  that  checked  his  speed.  He  had  forgotten  the  dogs 
He  swerved  sharply,  and  plunged  into  the  palm-grove  as  into 
a  wilderness  of  columns  in  an  immense  hall,  whose  dense 
obscurity  seemed  to  whisper  and  rustle  faintly  high  above  his 
head.  He  traversed  it,  entered  a  ravine,  dknbed  to  the  top 
of  a  steep  ridge  free  of  trees  and  bushes. 

From  there,  open  and  vague  in  the  starlight,  he  saw  the 
plain  between  the  town  and  the  harbour.  In  the  woods  above 
some  night-bird  made  a  strange  drumming  noise.  Below 
beyond  the  palmaria  on  the  licach,  the  Indian's  dogs  continued 
to  bark  uproariously.  He  wondered  what  had  upset  them  so 
much,  and,  peering  down  from  his  elevation,  was  surprised  to 
detect  unaccountable  movements  of  the  ground  below,  as  if 
several  oblong  pieoes  of  the  plain  had  been  in  motion.  Those 
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dark,  shifting  patdieB,  alfcernately  oatdung  and  eluding  Uie 

ejc,  altered  their  place  always  away  from  the  harhonr,  witii  a 

su2:gestion  of  consecutive  order  and  purpose.  A  light  dawned 
upon  him.  It  was  a  column  of  infantry  on  a  night  march 
towards  the  higher  broken  country  at  the  foot  of  the  hills. 
Bat  he  was  too  much  in  the  dark  about  everything  for  wonder 
and  iq)eoa]ation. 

The  plain  had  reenmed  ita  shadowy  immolnhty.  He  de- 
scended the  ridge  and  found  himself  in  the  open  solitude, 
between  the  harbour  and  the  town.  Its  spaciousness,  extended 
indefinitely  by  an  effect  of  obscurity,  rendered  more  sensible  his 
prof(juiid  isolation.  His  pace  became  slower.  No  one  waited 
for  him  ;  no  one  thought  of  him  ;  no  one  expected  or  wished 
his  return.  Betrayed  I  Betrayed  1 "  he  muttered  to  himself. 
No  one  cared.  He  might  have  been  drowned  by  this  time. 
No  one  would  have  cared^unleaSy  perhaps,  the  children,  he 
thought  to  himself.  But  they  were  with  tiie  English  sigfiora, 
and  not  thinking  of  him  at  all. 

He  wavered  in  his  purpose  of  making  straight  for  the  Ciisa 
Viola.  To  what  end  ?  What  could  he  expect  there  ?  His 
life  seemed  to  fail  him  in  all  its  details,  even  to  the  scornful 
reproaches  of  Teresa.  He  was  aware  painfully  of  his  reluctance. 
Was  it  that  remorse  which  she  had  prophesied  with,  what  he 
saw  now,  was  her  last  breath  ? 

Meantime  he  had  deviated  from  the  straight  course,  in- 
clining by  a  sort  of  instinct  to  the  left^  towards  the  jetty  and 
the  harbour,  the  scene  of  his  daily  labours.  The  great  length 
of  the  Custom  House  loomed  up  all  at  once  like  the  wall  of  a 
factory.  Not  a  soul  challenged  his  approach,  and  his  curiosity 
became  excited  as  he  passed  cautiously  towards  the  front  by 
the  unexpected  sight  of  two  lighted  windows. 

They  had  the  fascination  of  a  lonely  vigil  kept  by  some 
mysterious  watcher  up  there,  those  two  windows  shining  dimly 
upon  the  harbour  in  the  whole  vast  extent  of  the  abandoned 
building.  The  solitude  could  almost  be  felt.  A  strong  smell 
of  wood  smoke  hung  about  in  a  thm  haze,  which  was  faintly 
perceptible  to  his  raised  eyes  against  the  glitter  of  the  stars. 
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As  he  advanced  in  the  profound  silence,  the  shrilling  of  in- 
numerable cicalas  in  the  dry  grass  seemed  positively  deafening 
to  his  strained  ears.  Slowly,  step  by  step,  he  found  himself  in 
the  ^eat  hall,  sombre  and  full  of  acrid  smoke. 

A  fire  built  against  the  staircase  had  burnt  down  impotently 
to  a  low  heap  of  embers.  The  hard  wood  had  failed  to  catch  t 
only  a  few  steps  at  the  bottom  smooldered,  with  a  creeping 
glow  of  sparks  defining  their  charred  edges.  At  the  top  he 
saw  a  streak  of  light  from  an  open  door.  It  fell  upon  the 
vast  landing,  all  foggy  with  a  slow  drift  of  smoke.  That  was 
the  room.  He  climbed  the  stairs,  then  checked  himself,  be- 
cause he  had  seen  within  the  shadow  of  a  man  cast  upon  one 
of  the  walls.  It  was  a  shapeless,  high-shouldered  shadow  of 
somebody  standing  still,  with  a  lowered  head,  out  of  his  line 
of  sight.  The  Oapatas,  remembering  that  he  was  totally 
nnarmed,  stepped  aside^  and,  effacing  himself  upright  in  a  dark 
comer,  waited  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  door. 

The  whole  enormons  mined  barrack  of  a  place,  imfmished, 
without  ceilings  under  its  lofty  roof,  was  pervaded  by  the  smoke 
swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  faint  cross  draughts  playing  in  the 
obscurity  of  many  lofty  rooms  and  barn-like  passages.  Once 
one  of  the  swinging  shatters  came  against  the  wall  with  a 
single  sharp  crack,  as  if  pushed  by  an  impatient  hand.  A 
piece  of  paper  scnrried  out  from  somewhere,  rostiing  along  the 
landing.  The  man,  whoever  he  was,  did  not  darken  the  lighted 
doorway.  Twice  the  Capataz,  advancing  a  conple  of  steps  ont 
of  his  comer,  craned  his  neck  in  the  hope  of  catching  sight  of 
what  he  would  be  at,  so  quietly,  in  there.  But  every  time  he 
saw  only  the  distorted  shadow  of  broad  shoulders  and  bowed 
head.  He  was  doing  apparently  nothing,  and  stirred  not  from 
the  spot,  as  though  he  were  meditating — or,  perhaps,  reading  a 
paper.  And  not  a  sound  issned  from  the  room. 

Once  more  the  Capataz  stepped  back.  He  wondered  who 
it  waft-HK>me  Monterist  ?  Bnt  he  dreaded  to  show  himself. 
To  discover  his  presence  on  shore,  unless  after  many  days, 
would,  he  believed,  endanger  the  treasure.  With  his  own 
knowledge  poasessing  his  whole  soul,  it  seemed  impossible  that 
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anybody  in  Solaoo  should  hH  to  jump  at  the  right  snmifle. 

After  a  couple  of  weeks  or  so  it  would  be  different.  "Who 
could  tell  he  had  not  returned  overland  from  some  port  be- 
yond the  limits  of  the  Republic  ?  The  existence  of  the  treasure 
confused  his  thoughts  with  a  peculiar  sort  of  anxiety,  as 
though  hk  life  had  beeome  bound  np  with  it.  It  rendered 
him  timorooB  for  a  moment  before  that  enigmatic,  lighted  door. 
Deyil  take  the  f eUow  I  He  did  not  want  to  see  him.  There 
would  be  nothing  to  learn  from  his  face,  known  or  unknown. 
He  was  a  fool  t')  waste  his  time  there  iu  waiiinsr. 

Less  than  five  minutes  after  entering  the  place  the  Capataz 
began  his  retreat.  He  got  a^yay  down  the  stairs  with  perfect 
success,  gave  one  upward  look  over  his  shoulder  at  the  light 
on  the  landing,  and  ran  stealthily  across  the  hall.  But  at  the 
T617  moment  he  was  turning  out  of  the  great  door,  with  his 
mind  fixed  npon  escaping  the  notice  of  the  man  upstairs,  some- 
body he  had  not  heard  coming  briskly  along  the  front  ran  fnll 
into  him.  Both  muttered  a  stifled  exclamation  of  surprise, 
and  leaped  back  and  stood  still,  each  indistinct  to  the  other. 
Nostromo  was  silent.  The  other  man  spoke  first,  in  an  amazed 
and  deadened  tone. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  " 

Already  Nostromo  had  seemed  to  recognise  Dr.  Monygham. 
He  had  no  donbt  now.  He  hesitated  the  space  of  a  second. 
The  idea  of  bolting  without  a  word  presoited  itself  to  his 
mind.  No  use !  An  inezi^icable  repugnance  to  pronounce  the 

uame  by  which  he  was  known  kept  him  silent  a  UtLle  longer. 
At  last  he  said  in  a  low  voice — 
"  A  Cargador." 

He  walked  up  to  the  other.  Dr.  ^fonygham  had  received 
a  shock.  He  ilnng  his  arms  np  and  cried  out  his  wonder 
aloud,  forgetting  himself  before  the  mannd  of  this  meeting. 
Nostromo  angrily  warned  him  to  moderate  his  Toice.  The 
Custom  Honse  was  not  so  deserted  as  it  looked  to  be.  There 
was  somebody  in  the  lighted  room  above. 

There  is  no  more  evauesceut  quality  in  an  aocomplished 
fact  than  its  wonderfulness.    Solicited  incessantly  by  the 
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considerations  affecting  its  fears  and  desires,  the  human  mind 
turns  naturally  away  from  the  marvellous  side  of  events.  And 
it  was  in  the  most  natural  way  possible  that  the  doctor  asked 
this  man,  whom  only  two  minutes  before  he  believed  to  have 
been  drowned  in  the  golf — 

^  Yon  baTe  seen  somebody  np  there  ?  Have  yon  ?** 

**No,  I  have  not  seen  him.*' 

**  Then  how  do  yon  know  ?  ** 

"  I  was  running  away  from  his  shadow  when  we  met." 
"  His  shadow  ?  " 

"  Yes.  His  shadow  in  the  lighted  room,'*  said  Nostromo, 
in  a  contemptuous  tone.  Leaning  back  with  folded  arms  at  the 
foot  of  the  immense  building,  he  dropped  his  head,  biting  his 
lips  slightly,  and  not  looking  at  the  doctor.  Now/'  he  thought 
to  himself,*'  he  will  begin  asking  me  about  the  treasure." 

But  the  doctor's  thoughts  were  concerned  with  an  event 
not  as  marvellous  as  Nostromo's  reappearance,  but  in  itself 
much  less  clear.  Why  had  Sotillo  taken  himself  off  with  his 
whole  command  with  this  suddenness  and  sccrecv  ?  What  did 
this  move  portend  ?  However,  it  dawned  upon  the  doctor  that 
the  man  upstairs  was  one  of  the  officers  left  behind  by  the 
disai^inted  colonel  to  communicate  with  him. 
I  believe  he  is  waiting  for  me,"  he  said. 
It  is  possible." 

**  I  must  see.   Do  not  go  away  yet,  Capataz." 

"Go  away,  where  ? "  muttered  Nostromo. 

Already  the  doctor  had  left  him.  He  remained  leaning 
against  the  wall,  staring  at  the  dark  water  of  the  harbour ;  the 
shrilling  of  cicalas  filled  his  ears.  An  invincible  vagueness 
coming  over  his  thoughts  took  from  them  all  power  to  determine 
his  will. 

Oapatas  1  Oapatas  I "  the  doctor's  voice  called  urgently 

from  above. 

The  sense  of  betrayal  and  ruin  floated  upon  his  sombre 
indifference  as  upon  a  shii^gish  sea  of  pitch.  But  he  stepped 
out  from  under  the  wall,  and,  looking  up,  saw  Dr.  Monygliam 
leaning  out  of  a  lighted  window. 
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Gome  up  and  see  what  Sotillo  has  done.  Yon  need  not 
fear  the  man  np  here.*' 

He  answered  by  a  slii^ht,  bitter  laugh.  Fear  a  man  I 
The  Capataz  of  tlie  Sulaco  Carcradores  fear  a  man  I  It 
angered  him  that  anybody  should  suggest  such  a  thing.  It 
angered  him  to  be  disarmed  and  skulking  and  in  danger  be- 
canae  of  the  accursed  treasure,  which  was  of  so  little  account 
to  the  people  who  had  tied  it  round  his  necli:*  He  oonld  not 
shake  off  the  worry  of  it  To  Nostromo  the  doctor  repre- 
sented all  these  people.  .  .  .  And  he  had  never  even  asked 
after  it.  Not  a  word  of  inquiry  about  the  most  desperate 
undertaking  of  his  life. 

Thinking  these  thoughts,  Nostromo  passed  again  through 
the  cavernous  hall,  where  the  smoke  was  considerably  thinned, 
and  went  np  the  stairs,  not  so  warm  to  his  feet  now,  towards 
the  streak  of  li^^t  at  tiie  top.  The  doctor  appeared  in  it  for 
a  moment,  agitated  and  impatient. 

**  Dome  up  I   Come  up  ! " 

At  the  moment  of  crossing  the  doorway  the  Capataz  ex- 
perienced a  shock  of  snrpriae.  The  man  had  not  moved.  He 
saw  his  shadow  in  the  same  place.  He  started,  then  stepped 
in  with  a  feeling  of  being  about  to  solve  a  mystery. 

It  was  very  simple.  For  an  infiniteshnal  fraction  of  a 
second,  against  the  light  of  two  flaring  and  guttering  candles, 
through  a  blue,  pungent,  thin  base  which  made  his  eyes  smart, 
he  saw  the  man  standing,  as  he  had  imagined  him,  with  his 
back  to  the  door,  casting  an  enormous  and  distorted  shadow 
upon  the  wall.  Swifter  than  a  flash  of  lightning  followed  the 
impression  of  his  constrained,  toppling  attitude — the  shoulders 
projecting  forward,  the  head  sunk  low  upon  the  breast.  Then 
he  distinguished  the  arms  behind  his  back,  and  wrenched  so 
tmiUy  that  the  two  denched  fists,  lashed  together,  had  been 
forced  up  higher  than  the  shonlder-blades.  From  there  his 
eyes  traced  in  one  instantaneous  glance  the  hide  rope  going 
upwards  from  the  tied  wrists  over  a  heavy  beam  and  down  to 
a  staple  in  the  wall.  lie  did  not  want  to  look  at  the  rigid  legs, 
at  the  feet  hanging  down  nervelessly,  with  their  bare  toes  some 
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six  inches  above  the  floor,  to  know  that  the  man  had  been  given 
the  estrapade  till  he  had  swooned.  His  first  impulse  was  to 
dash  forward  and  sever  the  rope  at  one  blow.  He  felt  for  his 
knife.  He  had  no  knife — not  even  a  knife.  He  stood  quiver- 
ing, and  the  doctor,  perched  on  the  edge  of  the  table,  facing 
ihongfatfnlly  the  cmel  and  lamentable  sights  hla  chin  in  hia 
hand,  ottered,  without  stirring — 

''Tortnred-Hind  shot  dead  through  the  breast— getting 
cold." 

This  information  calmed  the  Capataz.  One  of  the  candles 
flickering  in  the  socket  went  oat.  *'Who  did  this  ?"  he 
asked. 

Sotillo,  I  tell  yon.  Who  else  ?  Tortured— of  oonrse. 
But  why  shot?"  The  doctor  looked  fixedly  at  Nostromo, 
who  shrugged  his  shonlders  slightly.  ^And  mark,  shot 
suddenly,  on  impulse.   It  is  evident.  I  wish  I  had  his  secret.** 

Nostroiuo  Lad  advanced,  and  stooped  slightly  to  look.  "  I 
seem  to  have  seen  that  face  somewhere,"  he  muttered.  "  Who 
is  he?" 

The  doctor  turned  his  eyes  upon  him  again.  "  I  may  yet 
come  to  envying  his  fate.  What  do  you  think  of  that,  Gapatas, 
eh?'* 

But  Nostromo  did  not  even  hear  these  words.  Seising  the 

remaining  light,  he  thrust  it  under  the  drooping  head.  The 
doctor  sat  oblivious,  with  a  lost  gaze.  Then  the  heavy  iron 
candlestick,  as  if  struck  out  of  Nostromo's  hand,  clattered  on 

the  floor. 

"  Hullo  I "  exclaimed  the  doctor,  looking  up  with  a  start. 
He  could  hear  the  Oapataz  stagger  against  the  table  and  gasp. 
In  the  sudden  extinction  of  the  light  within,  the  dead  blackness 
sealing  the  window-frames  became  alive  with  stars  to  his 

sight. 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  the  doctor  muttered  to  himself  in 
English.    "  Enough  to  make  him  jump  out  of  liis  skin." 

Nostromo's  heart  seemed  to  force  itself  into  his  throat. 
His  head  swam.  Hirsch  I  The  man  was  Hirsch  1  He  held 
on  tight  to  the  edge  of  the  table. 
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"  But  he  was  biding  in  the  lighter,"  he  ahnost  shouted. 
His  voice  fell.    "  In  the  lighter,  and — and—  ** 

"  And  Sotillo  brought  him  in,"  siiid  the  doctor.  **  He  is 
no  more  startling  to  you  than  you  were  to  me.  What  I  want 
to  know  is  how  he  indaoed  some  oorapaasionate  soul  to  shoot 
him." 

^Bo  Sotillo  knows*—"  hegui  NostnmiOy  In  a  more 
equable  Yoioe. 

•*  Everything  I   interrupted  the  doctor. 

The  Capataz  was  heard  striking  the  table  with  his  fist. 
"  Everything  ?  What  are  you  saying,  there  ?  Everything  ? 
Know  everything  ?    It  is  impossible  !    Everything  ? " 

"  Of  course.  What  do  you  mean  by  impossible  ?  I  tell 
yon  I  have  heard  this  Hiisch  questioned  last  night,  here,  in  this 
very  room.  He  knew  yoor  name,  Deoond*s  name,  and  all 
about  the  loading  of  the  silver.  .  .  •  The  lighter  was  cat  in 
two.  He  was  grovelling  in  abject  terror  before  Sotillo,  bat  he 
remembered  that  much.  What  do  you  want  more  ?  He  knew 
least  about  himself.  They  found  him  clinging  to  their  anchor. 
He  must  have  caught  at  it  just  as  the  lighter  went  to  the 
bottom." 

"Went  to  the  bottom?"  repeated  Nostromo,  slowly, 
•*  Sotillo  believes  that  ?   Bueno  I  " 

The  doctor,  a  little  impatiently,  was  nnable  to  imagine 
what  dse  oonld  anybody  believe.  Tes,  Sotillo  believed  that  the 
lighter  was  sank,  and  the  Capatas  of  the  Cargadores,  together 
with  Martin  Decoud  and  perhaps  one  or  two  other  political 
fugitives,  had  been  drowned. 

**  I  told  you  well,  seuor  doctor,"  remarked  Nostromo  at  that 
point,  "  that  Sotillo  did  not  know  everything.** 

"  Eh  ?   What  do  you  mean  ? " 
He  did  not  know  I  was  not  dead." 

''Neither  did  we." 

''And  yon  did  not  care-Hione  of  yon  oaballeros  on  ihe 
wharf — once  you  got  off  a  man  of  flesh  and  blood  like  yonr- 
selves  on  a  fool's  business  that  could  not  end  well." 

"  You  forget,  Capataz,  I  was  not  on  the  wharf.   And  I  did 
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not  think  well  of  the  boBiness.  So  you  need  not  taunt  me.  I 
tell  you  what,  man,  we  had  but  little  leisure  to  think  of  the 
dead.    Death  stands  near  behind  us  all.   You  were  gone." 

**  I  went,  indeed  !  "  broke  in  Noatromo.  "  And  for  the 
sake  of  what — tell  me  ?  " 

Ah  I  that  is  your  own  affair,"  the  doctor  said  ronghlj. 
Donot  ask  me." 

Their  flowing  mnrmnrs  paused  in  the  dark.  Perched  on 
the  edge  of  the  table  with  dightly  averted  faces,  they  felt  their 
shoulders  touch,  and  their  eyes  remained  directed  towards 
an  upright  shape  nearly  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  the  inner  pai't 
of  the  room,  that  with  projecting  head  and  shoulders,  in  ghastly 
immobility,  seemed  intent  on  catching  every  word. 

Mny  bien !  Nostromo  muttered  at  last.  So  be  it. 
Teresa  was  right.   It  ib  my  own  affair." 

**  Teresa  is  dead,"  remarked  the  doctor,  absently,  while  his 
mind  followed  a  new  line  of  thought  suggested  by  what  might 
have  been  called  Noetromo^s  return  to  li&.  *'She  died,  the 
poor  woman." 

"  Without  a  priest  ?  "  the  Capataz  asked  anxiously. 
What  a  question  !   Who  conld  have  got  a  priest  for  her 
last  night  ?  " 

*'May  God  have  her  soul  I  ejaculated  Nostromo,  with  a 
gloomy  and  hopeless  fervour  which  had  no  time  to  surprise 
Dr.  Monygham,  before,  reverting  to  their  previous  conver- 
sation, he  continued  in  a  smister  tone,  ''Si,  s^r  doctor. 

As  you  were  saying,  it  is  my  own  affair.  A  very  desperate 
affair." 

**  There  are  no  two  men  in  this  part  of  the  world  that  could 
have  saved  themselves  by  swinooning  as  you  have  done,"  the 
doctor  said  admiringly. 

And  again  there  was  silence  between  those  two  men.  They 
were  both  reflecting,  and  the  divendty  of  then*  natures  made 
their  thoughts  bom  from  their  meeting  swing  afar  from  each 
other.  The  doctor,  impelled  to  risky  action  by  his  loyalty  to 
the  Goulds,  wondered  with  thankfulness  at  the  chaiu  of 
accident  which  had  brought  that  man   back  where  he 
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would  be  of  the  greatest  nee  in  the  work  of  aaving  Uie 
8an  Tom^  mioe.    The  doctor  wm  loyal  to  tiie  mine.  It 

presented  itself  to  his  fifty-years'  old  eyes  in  the  shape  of  a 
little  woman  in  a  soft  dress  with  a  long  train,  with  a  head 
attractively  overweighted  by  a  great  mass  of  fair  hair  and  the 
delicate  precioosness  of  her  inner  worth,  partaking  of  a  gem 
and  a  flower,  revealed  in  every  attitude  of  her  person.  As  the 
dangers  thickened  round  the  San  Tom<^  mine  this  illusion 
aoqnired  force,  permanenoj,  and  anthorit j.  It  daimed  him  at 
last  1  This  claim,  exalted  by  a  spiritnal  detachment  from  the 
osnal  sanctions  of  hope  and  reward,  made  Dr.  Monyi^bam's 
thinking,  acting,  individuality  extremely  dangerous  to  himself 
and  to  others,  all  his  scruples  vanishing  in  the  proud  feeling 
that  his  devotion  was  the  only  thing  that  stood  between  an 
admirable  woman  and  a  frightful  disaster. 

It  was  a  sort  of  intoxication  which  made  him  utterly  in- 
difiFeient  to  Decond's  fate,  bnt  left  his  wits  perfectly  dear  for 
the  appreoiati<Hi  of  Deooad*s  politkml  idea.  It  was  a  good 
idea — and  Barrios  was  the  only  instniment  of  its  realisation. 
The  dootor*s  sonl,  withered  and  stmck  by  the  shame  of  a  moral 
disgrace,  became  implacable  in  the  expansion  of  its  tenderness. 
Nostromo's  return  was  providential.  He  did  not  think  of  him 
humanely,  as  of  a  fellow-creature  just  escaped  from  the  jaws  of 
death.  The  Gapatas  for  him  was  the  only  possible  messenger 
to  Oayta.  The  very  man.  The  doctor's  misanthropic  mistrust 
of  mankind  (the  bitterer  becaose  based  on  personal  f ailnre) 
did  not  lift  him  snfficiently  above  common  weaknesses.  He 
was  nnder  the  spell  of  an  established  repatation.  Tnunpeted 
by  Captain  Mitchell,  grown  in  repetition,  and  fixed  in  general 
assent,  Nostromo's  faithfulness  had  never  been  questioned  by 
Dr.  Monygham  as  a  fact.  It  was  not  likely  to  be  questioned 
now  he  stood  in  desperate  need  of  it  himself.  Dr.  Monygham 
was  human ;  he  accepted  the  popular  conception  of  the  Capa- 
tas*s  inoomq^bihty  simply  beoanse  no  word  or  fact  had  ew 
contradicted  a  mere  affirmation^  Itseemed  tobeapartof  the 
man,  like  his  whiskers  or  his  teetL  It  was  impossible  to 
conceive  him  otherwise.   The  question  was  whether  he  would 
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consent  to  go  on  such  a  dangerotiB  and  desperate  errand.  The 
doctor  was  observant  enough  to  have  become  aware  from  the 

first  of  something  peculiar  in  the  man's  temper.  He  was  no 
doubt  sore  about  the  loss  of  the  silver. 

"  It  will  be  necessary  to  take  him  into  my  fullest  confidence," 
he  said  to  himself,  with  a  certain  acnteness  of  insight  into  the 
nature  he  had  to  deal  with. 

On  Nostromo's  side  the  silence  had  been  full  of  black 
irresolution,  anger,  and  mistmst.  He  was  the  first  to  break  it, 
however. 

"  The  swimming  was  no  great  matter,"  he  said.  "  It  is 
what  went  before — and  what  comes  after  that  

lie  did  not  quite  finish  what  he  meant  to  say,  breaking  off 
short,  as  though  his  thought  had  butted  against  a  soUd  obstacle. 
The  doctor's  mind  pursued  its  own  schemes  with  Machiavellian 
subtlety.  He  said  as  sympathetically  as  he  was  able — 

It  is  unfortunate,  Oapataz.  But  no  one  would  think  of 
blammg  you.  Very  unfortunate.  To  begm  with,  the  treasure 
ought  never  to  have  left  the  mountain.    But  it  was  Decoud 

who  however,  he  is  dead.  There  is  no  need  to  talk  of 

him." 

No,"  assented  Nostromo,  as  the  doctor  paused,  there  is 
no  need  to  talk  of  dead  men.  But  I  am  not  dead  yet." 

You  are  all  right.  Only  a  man  of  your  intrepidity  oould 
have  saved  himself." 

lu  Ibis  Dr.  Monjgham  was  sincere.  He  esteemed  highly 
the  intrepidity  of  that  man,  whom  he  valued  but  little,  being 
disillusioned  as  to  mankind  in  general,  because  of  the  par- 
ticular instance  in  which  his  own  manhood  had  failed. 
HavuDig  had  to  encounter  single-handed  during  his  period  of 
eclipse  many  physical  dangers,  he  was  well  aware  of  the  most 
dangerous  element  common  to  them  all :  of  the  crushing  pamlys- 
ing  sense  of  human  littleness,  which  is  what  really  defeats  a 
man  struggling  with  natural  forces,  alone,  far  from  the  eyes  of 
his  fellows.  He  was  eminently  fit  to  appreciate  the  mental 
image  he  made  for  himself  of  the  Capataz,  after  hours  of 
tension  and  anxiety,  precipitated  suddenly  into  an  abyss  of 


Digitized  by  Google 


368 


KOfiTBOlfO. 


waten  and  darkneBi^  without  earth  or  sky,  and  ooafronting  it 
not  only  with  an  nndismajed  mind,  bnt  with  sensible  sncoeas. 

Of  course,  the  man  was  an  incomparable  swimmer,  that  was 
known,  bub  the  doctor  judged  that  this  instance  testified  to  a 
sLiil  <:rcater  intrepidity  of  spirit.  It  was  pleasing  to  him  ;  he 
augured  well  from  it  fur  the  success  of  the  arduous  mission 
with  which  be  meant  to  entrust  the  Gapataz  so  marvellouslj 
xestored  to  Qiefalneei.  And  in  a  tone  Tagaelj  giatified,  be 
obeenred — 

It  most  have  been  terribly  dark  I  ** 
**  It  was  the  wont  darkness  oi  the  Golf  o/*  the  Oapaftaz 
assented  briefly.  He  was  mollified  by  what  seemed  a  sign  of 
some  faint  interest  in  such  things  as  had  befallen  him,  and 
dr  opped  a  few  descriptive  phrases  with  an  afTectcd  and  curt 
nonchalance.  At  that  moment  he  felt  communicative.  lie 
expected  the  continuance  of  that  interest  which,  whether 
accepted  or  rejected,  would  have  rertored  to  him  his  personalis 
— the  oniy  thhig  lost  in  that  deapeiate  affair.  But  the  dootor, 
engrosBed  by  a  desperate  adventore  of  his  own,  waa  teiriUe  in 
the  pursuit  of  his  idea.  He  let  an  exdamation  of  r^grei 
escape  him. 

"  I  could  almost  wisli  you  had  shouted  and  shown  a  light." 

This  unexpected  utterance  astounded  the  Capataz  by  ite 
character  of  cold-blooded  atrocity.  It  was  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  I  wish  yon  had  shown  yonrself  a  coward  ;  I  wish  you  had 
hadyonr  throat  oat  for  yoor  pains."  Naturally  he  refened  it  to 
himself,  wheroas  it  rented  only  to  the  silver,  being  ottered 
simply  and  with  many  mental  reservations.  Surprise  and  rage 
rendered  Iiim  speechless,  and  the  doctor  pursued,  practically 
unheard  by  Nostromo,  whose  stirred  blood  waa  beating  violently 
in  his  ears. 

**  For  I  am  convinced  Sotillo  in  possession  of  the  silver 
would  have  turned  short  round  and  made  fcur  some  small  port 
abroad.  Economically  it  would  have  been  wasteful,  but  stiU 
leas  wasteful  than  having  it  sunk.  It  waa  the  next  best  thing 
to  having  it  at  hand  in  mme  safe  place  and  using  part  of  it  to 
buy  up  Sotillo.   But  I  doubt  whether  Don  Carlos  would  have 
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ever  made  up  his  mind  to  it.  He  is  not  fit  for  Ooatagoana, 
and  that  Is  a  fact,  Capataz.^* 

The  Oapataz  had  mastered  the  fury  that  was  like  a  tempest 
in  his  ears  in  time  to  hear  the  name  of  Don  Oarlos.  He 
seemed  to  have  come  out  of  it  a  changed  man — a  man  who 
spoke  thonghtfnlly  in  a  soft  and  even  voice. 

"Aud  would  Don  Carlos  have  been  content  if  I  had 
surrendered  this  treasure  ?  " 

"  I  should  not  wonder  if  they  were  all  of  that  way  of 
thinkiug  now,"  the  doctor  said  grimly.  "I  was  never  con- 
sulted. Decoud  had  it  his  own  way.  Their  eyes  are  opened 
by  this  time,  I  should  think.  I  for  one  know  that  if  that  silver 
tmned  np  this  moment  miracnloiisly  ashore  I  wonid  give  it  to 
SotiUo.   And,  as  things  stand,  I  wonld  be  approved.*' 

**  Turned  up  miracnlonsly,"  repeated  the  Oapataz  very  low ; 
then  raised  his  voice.  *'  That,  senor,  would  be  a  greater 
miracle  than  any  saint  could  perforin." 

"  I  believe  yon,  Capataz,"  said  the  doctor,  drily. 

He  went  on  to  develop  his  view  of  Sotillo's  dangerous 
influence  npon  the  situation.  And  the  Oapataz,  listening  as  if 
in  a  dream,  felt  himself  of  as  little  acconnt  as  the  indistinct^ 
motionkes  shape  of  the  dead  man  whom  he  saw  upright  under 
the  beam,  with  hn  air  of  listening  also,  disregarded,  forgotten, 
like  a  terrible  example  of  neglect. 

"Is  it  for  an  unconsidered  and  foolish  whim  that  they 
came  to  me,  then  ?  "  he  interrupted,  suddenly.  "  Had  I  not 
done  enough  for  them  to  be  of  some  account,  per  Dios  ?  Is  it 
that  the  hombres  fino^ — the  gentlemen — need  not  think  as  long 
as  there  is  a  man  of  the  people  ready  to  risk  his  body  and  soul  ? 
Or,  perhaps,  we  have  no  souls—like  dogs  ?  " 

"There  was  Beooud,  too,  with  his  plan,"  the  doctor 
reminded  him  again. 

**  Si !  And  the  rich  man  in  San  Francisco  who  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  that  treasure,  too — what  do  I  know  ?  No  I 
I  have  heard  too  many  things.  It  seems  to  me  that  everything 
is  permitted  to  the  rich." 

"  I  understand,  Oapataz,"  the  doctor  began. 

2  B 
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"Wbat  Gapittf  F**  broke  in  NoBteomo^  in  a  fnatdk^  but 
Moe.  ^  The  OapaUi  is  undone,  deitiojed.  There  k  no 
Capital.  Oh  no  I  Ton  will  find  ihe  Oipitas  no  more. 

**  Come,  this  is  childish  I  remoustriited  the  doctor  ;  and 
the  other  calmed  down  suddenly. 

"  I  have  been  indeed  like  a  little  child,"  he  muttered. 

And  as  his  eyes  met  again  the  shape  of  the  murdered  man 
Bospended  in  his  awful  immobility,  which  seemed  the  aooom- 
pl^?nfag  immobility  <rf  attention*  he  asked,  wondering  geaHj — 
Why  did  SotiUo  give  the  estrapade  to  this  pitifnl  wretdi  ? 
Do  jon  know  ?  No  tortnre  oonld  have  been  worse  than  his  fear. 
Killing  I  cau  understand.  His  anguish  was  intolerable  to 
behold.  But  why  should  he  torment  him  like  this?  He 
could  tell  no  more." 

"  No  ;  he  could  tell  nothing  more.  Any  sane  man  would 
have  seen  that.  He  had  told  him  everything.  But  I  tell  yon 
what  it  is,  Gapataz.  Sotillo  would  not  believe  what  he  waa 
told.  Not  eveorything." 

"  What  is  it  he  wonld  not  beUeve  ?  I  cannot  nndentand  J!* 

^Ican^becaoselhayeieentheman.  He  refases  to  believe 
that  the  treasure  is  lost." 

"  What  ? "  the  Gapataz  cried  out  in  a  discomposed  tone. 

«*That  startles  you— eh  ?  " 

"Am  I  to  understand,  sefior,"  Nostromo  went  on  in  a 
deliberate  and,  as  it  were,  watchful  tone,  that  Sotillo  thinks 
the  treaioie  has  been  saved  by  wxm  means  ?  *' 

'*Nolno!  That  wonkL  be  impoiuW  said  the  docU», 
with  oonviction ;  and  Noetromo  emitted  a  grunt  in  the  dark. 

That  would  be  imponible.  He  thinks  that  the  silver  was  no 
longer  in  the  lighter  when  she  was  sunk,  lie  has  convinced 
himself  that  the  whole  show  of  geLting  it  away  to  sea  is  a  mere 
sham  frot  up  to  deceive  Gamacho  and  his  Nationals,  Pedrito 
Moutero,  Seuor  Fuentes,  our  new  Gef^  Politico,  and  himself, 
too.    Gnly,  he  says,  he  is  no  inch  fool." 

Bat  be  is  devoid  of  sense.  He  is  the  greatest  imbecile 
that  ever  called  himself  a  colonel  in  this  country  of  evil," 
growled  Nostromo. 
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"  He  is  no  more  unreasonable  than  many  sensible  men,'* 
said  the  doctor.  "  He  has  convinced  himself  that  the  treasure 
can  be  found  because  he  desires  passionately  to  possess  himself 
of  it.  And  he  is  also  afraid  of  his  officers  tnming  npon  Mm 
and  going  over  to  Pedrito,  whom  he  has  not  the  courage 
either  to  fight  or  trust.  Do  yon  see  that,  Capataz  ?  He  need 
fear  no  desertion  as  long  as  some  hope  remains  of  that  enormous 
plunder  turning  up.  I  have  made  it  my  business  to  keep  this 
very  hope  up." 

**  You  have  I "  fchc  Capataz  de  Oargadores  repeated  cautiously. 
"Well,  that  is  wonderful  And  how  long  do  you  think  you 
are  going  to  keep  it  up  ?  *' 

"  As  long  as  I  can." 

''What  does  that  mean  ?*' 

''I  can  tell  yon  exactly.  As  long  as  I  live,*'  the  doctor 
retorted  in  a  stubborn  voice.  Then,  in  a  few  words,  he  de- 
scribed the  story  of  his  arrest  and  the  circumstances  of  his 
release.  "  I  was  going  back  to  that  silly  scoundrel  when  we 
met,"  he  concluded. 

Nostromo  had  listened  with  profound  attention.  ''You 
have  made  up  your  mind,  then,  to  a  speedy  death,"  he 
mnttered  through  his  denched  teet^ 

''Perhaps,  my  illostrions  Oapataz,"  the  dootor  said  testily. 
"  Ton  are  not  the  only  one  here  who  can  look  an  ugly  death 

in  the  face." 

"No  doubt,"  mumbled  Nostromo,  loud  enough  to  be 
overheard.  "  There  may  be  even  more  than  two  fools  in  this 
place.   Who  knows  ? " 

"  And  that  is  my  affair,"  said  the  doctor,  onrtiy. 

"As  taking  ont  the  accursed  silver  to  sea  was  my  affair," 
retorted  Nostromo.  "I  see,  Bueno.  Each  of  ns  has  his 
reasons.  Bnt  yon  were  the  last  man  I  conversed  with  before 
I  started,  and  you  talked  to  me  as  if  I  were  a  fool." 

Nostromo  had  a  great  distaste  for  the  doctor's  sardonic 
treatment  of  his  great  reputation.  Decoud's  faintly  ironic 
recognition  used  to  make  him  uneasy ;  but  the  familiarity  of 
a  man  like  Don  Martin  was  flattering,  whereas  the  doctor  was  a 
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nobody.  He  could  remember  him  a  penniless  outcast,  slinking 
about  the  streets  of  Sulaco,  without  a  sinprle  friend  or  acquaint- 
anoey  til}  Don  Carlos  Gould  took  him  into  the  Bervice  of  the 
mine. 

**  Ton  may  be  very  wiae,"  he  went  on  thoughtfully,  staring 
into  the  ohacuril^  of  the  room,  pervaded  by  the  gmeaome  enigma 
of  the  tortured  and  murdered  Hirsoh.  "  But  I  am  not  audi  a 

fool  as  when  I  started.  I  have  learned  one  thing  since,  and 
that  is  that  you  arc  a  dangerous  man." 

Dr.  ^rony^hain  was  too  startled  to  do  more  than  exclaim — 

"  What  is  it  you  say  ?  " 

"  Ji  he  could  speak  he  would  say  the  same  thing,"  pursued 
Nostromo,  with  a  nod  of  his  shadowy  head  silhouetted  against 
the  starlit  window. 

I  do  not  undeistsnd  you,*'  said  Br.  Monygham,  faintly. 
No  ?   Perhaps,  if  you  had  not  confirmed  SotiUo  in  his 
madness,  be  would  liavc  been  in  no  haste  to  give  the  estrapade 
to  that  miserable  Hirsch." 

The  doctor  started  at  the  suggestion.  But  his  devotion, 
absorbing  all  his  sensibilities,  had  left  his  heart  steeled  against 
remorse  and  pity.  Still,  for  complete  relief,  he  felt  the  necessity 
of  repelling  it  loudly  and  contemptuously. 

'^Bah  1  You  dare  to  tell  me  that^  with  a  man  like  SoUllo. 
I  confess  I  did  not  give  a  thought  to  HirscL  If  I  had  it 
would  have  been  useless.  Anybody  can  see  that  the  luckless 
wretch  was  doomed  from  the  moment  he  caught  hold  of  the 
anchor.  He  was  doomed,  I  tell  you  I  Just  as  I  myself  am 
doomed — most  probably.'* 

This  is  what  Dr.  Monygham  said  in  answer  to  Nostromo*s 
remark,  which  was  plausible  enough  to  prick  his  conscience. 
He  was  not  a  callous  man.  But  the  necessity,  the  magnitude, 
the  importance  of  the  task  he  had  taken  upon  himself  dwarfed 
all  merely  humane  considerations.  He  had  undertaken  it  in 
a  fanatical  spirit.  He  did  not  like  it.  To  lie,  to  deceive,  to 
circumvent  even  the  basest  of  mankind  was  odious  to  him.  It 
was  odious  to  him  by  training,  instinct,  and  tradition.  To  do 
these  things  in  the  character  of  a  traitor  was  abhorrent  to  his 
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nature  and  terrible  to  his  feelings.  He  had  made  that  sacrifioe 
in  a  spirit  of  abasement.  He  had  said  to  himself  bitterly, 
•*  I  am  the  only  one  fit  for  that  dirty  work."  And  he  believed 
this.  He  was  not  subtle.  His  simplicity  was  such  that, 
though  he  had  no  sort  of  heroic  idea  of  seeking  death,  the 
risk,  deadly  enough,  to  which  he  exposed  himself,  had  a  sus- 
taining and  comforting  effect.  To  that  spiritual  state  the 
fate  of  Hirsch  presented  itself  as  part  of  the  general  atrocity 
of  things.  He  considered  that  episode  practically.  What  did 
it  mean  ?  Was  it  a  sign  of  some  dangerous  change  in  Sotillo*s 
delnsion  ?  That  the  man  should  have  been  killed  like  this 
was  what  the  doctor  cuukl  not  undci'stand. 

**  Yes.    But  why  shot  ? "  he  murmured  to  himself. 
Nostromo  kept  veiy  stiU. 


CHAPTEBIX. 


Distracted  between  doubts  and  hopes,  dismayed  by  the  sound 
of  bells  pealing  out  the  arrival  of  Pedrito  Montero,  Sotillo  had 
spent  the  morning  in  battling  with  his  thonghts ;  a  contest  to 
which  he  was  nneqnal,  from  the  vacnitj  of  his  mind  and  Uie 
violence  of  his  passions.  Disappointment,  greed,  anger,  and 
fear  made  a  tnmnlt  in  the  colond's  breast  louder  than  the  din 
of  bells  in  the  town.  Nothing  he  ha<l  planned  had  come  to 
pass.  Neither  Snlaco  nor  the  silver  of  the  mine  had  fallen  into 
his  hands.  He  had  perf termed  no  military  exploit  to  secnre 
his  position,  and  had  obtained  no  enormous  bootj  to  make  oif 
with.  Pedrito  Montero,  either  as  friend  or  foe,  filled  him 
with  dread.  The  sound  of  bells  maddened  hinu 

Imagining  at  first  that  he  might  be  attacked  at  once,  he 
had  made  his  battalion  stand  to  arms  on  the  shore.  He  walked 
to  and  fro  all  the  length  of  the  room,  stopping  sometimes  to 
gnaw  the  finger-tips  of  his  right  hand  with  a  lurid  sideways 
glare  fixed  on  the  floor  ;  then,  with  a  sullen  repelling  glance  all 
round,  he  would  resume  his  tramping  in  savage  aloofness.  His 
hat,  hoi^ewhip,  sword,  and  revolver  were  Ijing  on  the  table. 
His  officers,  crowding  the  window  giving  the  view  of  the  town 
gate,  disputed  amongst  themselves  the  use  of  his  field-glass 
bought  last  year  on  long  credit  from  AnzanL  It  passed  from 
hand  to  hand,  and  the  possessor  for  the  time  being  was  besieged 
by  anxious  inquiries. 

"  There  is  nothing  ;  there  is  nothing  to  see  I  "  he  would 
repeat  impatiently. 

There  was  nothing.  And  when  the  picket  in  the  bushes  near 
the  Casa  Viola  had  been  ordered  to  fall  back  upon  the  m^in 
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body,  no  stir  of  life  appeared  on  the  stretch  of  dusty  and  arid  laud 
between  the  town  and  the  waters  of  the  port.  But  late  in  the 
afternoon  a  horseman  iBSuing  from  the  gate  was  made  out  riding 
np  fearlessly.  It  was  an  emiBsazy  from  Seflor  Faentes.  Being 
all  alone  hewasallowed  tooomeon.  Diamonnting  at  the  great 
door  he  greeted  the  Bilent  bystanders  with  cheerj  impndenoe, 
and  begged  to  be  taken  np  at  once  to  the  "muy  valliente** 
colonel. 

Sefior  Fuentes,  on  entering  upon  his  functions  of  Gefc 
Politico,  had  turned  his  diplomatic  abilities  to  getting  hold  of 
the  harbour  as  well  as  of  the  mine.  The  man  he  pitched  upon 
to  negotiate  with  Sotillo  was  a  Notary  Pablio,  whom  the  revo- 
lution had  found  langnishing  in  the  common  jail  on  a  charge 
of  foiging  docnmente.  Liberated  by  the  mob  along  with  the 
other  "  victims  of  Blanco  tyranny,*'  he  had  hastened  to  offer  his 
services  to  the  new  Government. 

He  set  out  dcturmincd  to  display  much  zeal  and  eloquence 
iu  trying  to  induce  Sotillo  to  come  into  town  alone  for  a  cou- 
ference  with  Pedrito  Montero.  Nothing  was  further  from  the 
colouePs  intentions.  The  mere  fleeting  idea  of  trusting  him- 
self into  the  famous  Pedrito^s  hands  had  made  him  feel  nnwell 
several  times.  It  was  ont  of  the  qnestion— it  was  madness. 
And  to  pnt  himself  in  open  hostility  was  madness,  too.  It  would 
render  impossible  a  systematic  search  for  that  treasnre,  for  that 
wealth  of  silver  which  he  seemed  to  feel  somewhere  abont,  to 
scent  somewhere  near.  But  where  ?  Where  ?  Heavens  1 
Where  ?  Oh  I  why  had  he  allowed  that  doctor  to  go  ?  Imbecile 
that  he  was.  But  no  I  It  was  the  only  right  cours'%  he  reflected 
distractedly,  while  the  messenger  waited  downstairs  chatting 
agreeably  to  the  officers.  It  was  in  that  scoundrelly  doctor's 
tme  interest  to  return  with  positive  information.  But  what 
if  anything  stopped  him  ?  A  general  prohibition  to  leave  the 
town,  for  instance  I  There  would  be  patrols  I 

The  colonel,  seizing  his  head  in  his  hands,  turned  upon 
himself  as  if  struck  with  vertigo.  A  flash  of  craven  inspiration 
suggested  to  him  an  expedient  not  unknown  to  European 
statesmen  when  they  wish  to  deky  a  difficult  negotiation. 
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Booted  and  sparred,  he  scrambled  into  the  hammock  with  nn- 
dignified  haste.  His  haQdsome  face  had  tamed  yellow  with 
the  strain  of  weighty  cans.  The  ridge  of  his  shapelj  nose  had 
grown  sharp  ;  the  andacioos  nostrils  appealed  mean  and 

pinched.  The  velvety,  caressing  glance  of  his  fine  eyes  seemed 
dead,  and  even  decomposed  ;  for  tliese  almond-shaped,  lan- 
gnishing  orbs  had  become  inappropriatuly  bloodshot  with 
much  sinister  sleeplessness.  He  addressed  the  surprised  envoy 
of  Sefior  Fuentes  in  a  deadened,  exhaosted  voice.  It  came 
pathetically  feeble  from  nnder  a  vast  pile  of  ponchos,  which 
baried  his  elegant  person  right  np  to  the  black  moostaches, 
nncarled,  pendent,  in  sign  of  bodily  prostration  and  mental 
incapacity.  Feyer,  feyer— a  heavy  fever  had  overtaken  the 
"  mny  valliente  "  colonel.  A  wavering  wildness  of  expression, 
caused  by  the  passing  waves  of  a  slight  colic  which  had 
declared  itself  suddenly,  and  the  rattling  teeth  of  repressed 
panic,  had  a  genuineness  which  impressed  the  envoy.  It  was  a 
cold  lit.  The  colonel  explained  that  he  was  unable  to  think, 
to  listen,  to  speak.  With  an  appearance  of  saperhnman  effort 
the  colonel  gasped  oat  that  he  was  not  in  a  state  to  retam  a 
snitable  reply  or  to  execute  any  of  his  Excellency's  oideis.  But 
to-monow  I  To-morrow  1  Ah  !  to-morrow  I  Let  his  Excel- 
lency Don  Pedro  be  without  uneasiness.  The  brave  Esmeralda 

Regiment  held  the  harbour,  held          And  closing  his  eyes, 

he  rolled  his  aching  head  like  a  half-delirious  invalid  under 
the  inquisitive  stare  of  the  envoy,  who  was  obliged  to  bend 
down  over  the  hammock  in  order  to  catch  the  painful  and 
broken  accents.  Meantime  Colonel  Sotillo  trusted  that  his 
£zceUency*s  humanity  would  permit  the  doctor,  the  English 
doctor,  to  come  out  of  town  with  his  case  of  foreign 
remedies  to  attend  upon  him.  He  begged  anxiously  his  wor- 
ship the  cabuUero  now  present  for  the  grace  of  looking  in  as 
he  passed  the  Casa  Gould,  and  informing  the  English  doctor, 
who  was  probably  tliere,  that  his  services  were  immediately 
required  by  Colonel  Sotillo,  lying  ill  of  fever  in  the  Custom 
House.  Immediately.  Most  urgently  required.  Awaited  with 
extreme  impatience.  A  thousand  thanka   He  closed  his  eyes 
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wearily  and  would  not  open  them  again,  lying  perfectly  still, 
deaf,  dumb,  insensible,  oyercome,  vanqnished,  cruBliedy  annihi- 
lated by  the  fell  disease. 

Bafc  as  Boon  as  the  other  had  shut  after  him  the  door  of  the 
landing,  ihe  oolonel  leaped  out  witii  a  fling  of  both  feet  in  an 
avalanche  of  woollen  ooyerings.  His  spurs  having  become  en- 
tangled in  a  perfect  welter  of  ponchos,  he  nearly  pitched  on  his 
head,  and  did  not  recover  his  balance  till  the  middle  of  the 
room.  Concealed  behind  the  half -closed  jalousies  he  listened 
to  what  went  on  below. 

The  envoy  had  already  mounted,  and  turning  to  the  morose 
officers  occupying  the  great  doorway,  took  off  his  hat  formally. 

" Gaballerofi,"  he  said,  in  a  veiy  lond  tone,  ''allow  me 
to  recommend  yon  to  take  great  care  of  yonr  colonel  It 
has  done  me  mach  honour  and  gratification  to  have  seen  yon 
all,  a  fine  body  of  men  exercising  the  soldierly  virtue  of 
patience  in  this  exposed  situation,  where  there  is  much  sun, 
and  no  water  to  speak  of,  while  a  town  full  of  wine  and  femi- 
nine charms  is  ready  to  embrace  you  for  the  brave  men  you 
are.  Caballeros,  I  have  the  honour  to  salute  you.  There  will 
be  mnch  dancing  to-night  in  Solaoo.   Good-bye  1 " 

Bnt  he  reined  in  his  horse  and  inclined  his  head  sideways 
on  seeing  the  old  major  step  out,  very  tall  and  meagre,  in  a 
straight  narrow  coat  coming  down  to  his  ankles  as  it  were  the 
casing  of  the  regimental  colours  rolled  round  their  staff. 

The  intelligent  old  warrior,  after  enunciating  in  a  dog- 
matic tone  the  general  proposition  that  the  "  world  was  full  of 
traitors,"  went  on  pronomicing  deliberately  a  panegyric  upon 
Sotillo.  He  ascribed  to  him  with  leisurely  emphasis  every 
virtne  mider  heaven,  summing  it  all  up  in  an  absurd  col- 
loquialism current  amongst  the  lower  class  of  Occidentals 
(especially  about  Esmeralda).  ''And,"  he  concluded,  with  a 
sudden  rise  in  the  voice,  "  a  man  of  many  teeth — '  hombre  de 
muchos  dientes.*  Si,  sufior.  As  to  us,"  he  pursued,  porten- 
tous and  impressive,  "your  worship  is  beholding  the  finest 
body  of  officers  in  the  Republic,  men  unequalled  for  valour 
and  sagacity, '  y  hombres  de  muchos  dientes.' " 
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What  ?  All (tf  them  ?**  inqmred  the  disrepotaUe  eiiToy 

of  Souor  Faentea,  with  a  faint,  derisive  smile. 

**Todos.  Si,  senor,"  the  major  affirmed  gravely,  with 
COUvictioD.    **  Men  of  many  teeth." 

The  other  wheeled  his  horse  to  face  the  portal  resembling 
the  high  gate  of  a  dimiftl  bam.  He  raised  himself  in  his 
BtimpSy  extended  one  ann.  He  wm  a  fooetiooa  sooondrai, 
entertaining  ifor  theee  stnpid  Oocidentaki  a  feeling  of  great 
■oorn  natural  in  a  native  from  the  central  pcoTinoee.  The 
folly  of  Esmeraldians  especially  aroused  hiB  amnsed  ocmtempt. 
He  bcfrun  an  oration  upon  Pedro  Montero,  keeping  a  solemn 
countenance.  He  flom-ished  his  hand  as  if  introducing  him  to 
their  notice.  And  when  he  saw  every  face  set,  all  the  eyes 
fixed  npon  his  lips,  he  began  to  shout  a  sort  of  catalogae  of 
pofections:  "Generous,  valorous,  affable,  profound— ^he 
snatched  off  his  hat  enthusiaBtioaHj) — a  statesman,  an  in- 
vincible chief  of  parta'sans  "  He  dropped  his  voice 

starUingly  to  a  deep  hollow  note — and  a  dentist.^ 

He  was  off  instantly  at  a  smart  walk  ;  the  rigid  stniddle  of 
his  legs,  the  turned-out  feet,  the  stiff  back,  the  rakish  slant  of 
the  sombrero  above  the  square,  motionless  set  of  the  shoulders 
expressing  an  infinite,  awe-inspiring  impudence. 

Upstairs,  behind  the  jalousies,  Sotilio  did  not  move  for  a 
long  time.  The  audacity  of  the  fellow  aiq[Mlled  him.  What 
were  his  oflOcers  saying  below  ?  They  were  saying  nothing. 
Complete  silence.  He  quaked.  It  was  not  thus  that  he  had 
imagined  himself  at  that  stage  of  the  expedition.  He  had 
Been  himself  triumphant,  unijuestioned,  appeased,  the  idol  of 
the  soldiers,  weighing  in  secret  complacency  the  agreeable 
alternatives  of  power  and  wealth  open  to  his  choice.  Alas  ! 
How  different  I  Distracted,  restless,  supine,  burning  with 
fury,  or  frozen  with  terror,  he  felt  adread  as  ftkthomless  aa  the 
sea  creep  upon  him  from  every  side.  That  rogue  of  a  doctor 
had  to  oome  out  with  his  information.  That  was  dear.  It 
would  be  of  no  use  to  him — alone.  He  cotdd  do  nothing 
with  it.  Malediction  I  The  doctor  would  never  come  out. 
He  was  probably  under  arrest  already,  shut  up  together 
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with  Don  Carlos.  He  laaghed  aloud  insanelj.  Ha!  ha  I  lia  1 
lia  !  It  was  Pedrito  Montero  who  would  get  the  information. 
Ha  1  ha !  ha  I  ha  I— and  the  Bilver.  Ha  t 

AH  at  onoe,  in  the  midst  of  the  laogh,  he  became  motion- 
less and  cnlent  as  if  turned  into  stone.  He,  too,  had  a 
prisoner.  A  prisoner  who  must,  must  know  the  real  trath. 
He  would  have  to  be  made  to  speak.  And  Sotillo,  who  all 
that  time  had  not  quite  forgotten  Hirsch,  felt  an  inexplicable 
reluctance  at  the  notion  of  proceeding  to  extremities. 

He  felt  a  reluctance — ^part  of  that  unfathomable  dread  that 
crept  on  all  sides  upon  him.  He  remembered  reluctantly,  too, 
the  dilated  eyes  of  the  hide  merchant,  his  contortions,  his  lond 
sobs  and  protestations.  It  was  not  compassion  or  eyen  mere 
nervous  sensibility.  The  fact  was  that  though  he  did  never 
for  a  moment  believe  his  story — he  could  not  believe  it; 
nobody  could  beheve  such  nonsense — yet  those  accents  of 
despairing  truth  impressed  him  disagreeably.  They  made  him 
feel  sick.  And  he  suspected  also  that  the  man  might  have 
gone  mad  with  fear.  A  lunatic  is  a  hopeless  sul)jcct.  Bah  1 
A  pretence.  Nothing  bnt  a  pretence.  He  woold  Imow  how 
to  deal  with  that. 

He  was  workmg  himself  np  to  the  right  pitch  of  ferocity. 
His  fine  eyes  squinted  slightly  ;  he  clapped  his  hands ;  a  bare- 
footed orderly  appeared  noiselessly :  a  corporal,  with  his 
bayonet  hanging  on  his  thigh  and  a  stick  in  his  hand. 

The  colonel  gave  his  orders,  and  presently  the  misera])lo 
Hirsch,  pushed  in  by  several  soldiers,  found  him  frowning 
awfully  in  a  broad  armchair,  hat  on  head,  knees  wide  apar^ 
arms  akimbo,  masterful,  imposing,  irresistible,  haughty, 
sublime,  terrible. 

Hirsch,  with  his  arms  tied  behind  his  back,  had  been 
bundled  violently  into  one  of  the  smaller  rooms.  For  many 
hours  he  remained  apparently  forgotten,  stretched  lifelessly  on 
the  floor.  From  that  sohtude,  full  of  despair  and  terror,  he  was 
torn  out  brutally,  with  kicks  and  blows,  passive,  sunk  in  hebe- 
tude. He  list^ed  to  threats  and  admonitions,  and  afterwards 
made  his  usual  answers  to  questions,  with  his  chin  sunk  on  his 
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breast,  his  hands  tied  behind  his  back,  swaying  a  little  in  front 
of  Sotillo,  and  never  looking  up.  When  he  was  forced  to  hold 
up  hie  head,  hj  means  of  a  bayonet^point  prodding  him  nnder 
the  chin,  his  eyes  had  a  Tacant»  tranoe-like  stare,  and  drops  of 
perspiration  as  big  as  peas  were  seen  hailing  down  the  dirt, 
bruises,  and  scratches  of  his  white  face.  Then  they  stopped 
suddenly. 

Sotillo  looked  at  him  in  silence.  "  Will  you  depart  from 
your  obstinacy,  you  rogue  ?  "  he  asked.  Already  a  rope,  whose 
one  end  was  fastened  to  Scfior  Hirsch^s  wrists,  had  been  thrown 
oyer  a  beam,  and  three  soldiers  held  the  other  end,  waiting.  He 
made  no  answer.  His  heavy  lower  lip  hnng  stnpidlj.  Sotillo 
made  a  sign.  He  was  jerked  np  off  his  feet,  and  a  yell  of  despair 
and  agony  burst  out  in  the  room,  filled  the  passage  of  the  great 
buildings,  rent  the  air  outside,  caused  every  soldier  of  the  caiiip 
along  the  shore  to  look  up  at  the  windows,  started  some  of  the 
olUcers  in  the  hull  babbling  excitedly,  with  shining  eyes ;  others, 
setting  their  lips,  looked  gloomily  at  the  floor. 

Sotillo,  followed  by  the  soldiers,  had  left  the  room.  The 
sentiyon  the  landing  presented  arms.  Hirsch  went  on  scream- 
ing all  alone  behind  the  half -closed  jalonsies,  while  the  snnshine, 
reflected  from  the  water  of  the  harbour,  made  an  ever-running 
ripple  of  light  high  up  on  the  waU.  He  screamed  with  uplifted 
eyebrows  and  a  wide  open  mouth — incredibly  wide,  black, 
enormous,  full  of  teeth — comical. 

In  the  still  burning  air  of  the  windless  afternoon  he  made  the 
waves  of  his  agony  travel  as  far  as  the  O.S.N.  Company^s  offices. 
Captain  Mitchell  on  the  balcony,  trying  to  make  out  what  went 
on  generaUy,  had  heard  him  faintly  bnt  distinctly,  and  the  f eeUe 
and  appalling  sound  lingered  in  his  ears  after  he  Ldd  retreated 
indoors  with  blanched  cheeks.  He  had  been  driven  oil'  the 
balcony  several  times  during  that  afternoon. 

Sotillo,  irritable,  moody,  walked  restlessly  about,  held  con- 
sultations with  his  officers,  gave  contradictory  orders  in  this 
shrill  damonr  pervading  the  whole  empty  edifioe.  Sometimes 
there  would  be  long  and  awfol  silences.  Several  times  he  had 
entered  the  tortnre  -  chamber,  where  his  sword,  horsewhip 
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revolver,  and  field-glass  were  lying  on  the  table,  to  ask  with 
forced  calmness,  Will  you  speak  the  tnith  now  ?  No  ?  I 
can  wait."  But  he  could  not  afford  to  wait  much  longer.  That 
was  jost  it.  Every  time  he  went  in  and  came  out  with  a  slam 
of  the  door,  the  sentiy  on  the  landing  presented  arms,  and  got 
in  return  a  black,  venomous,  unsteady  glance,  which,  in  reality, 
saw  nothing  at  all,  being  merely  the  reflection  of  the  soul 
within — a  soul  of  gloomy  hatred,  irresolution,  avarice,  and  fury. 

The  sun  had  set  when  he  went  in  once  more.  A  soldier 
carried  in  two  lighted  candles  and  slunk  out,  shutting  the  door 
without  noise. 

Speak,  thou  Jewish  child  of  the  devil  I  The  silver  I  The 
silver,  I  say !  Where  is  it  ?  Where  have  yon  foreign  rogues 
hidden  it  ?  Confess  or  *' 

A  slight  (quiver  passed  up  the  taut  rope  from  the  racked 
limbs,  but  the  body  of  Sefior  Hirscb,  enterprising  business  man 
from  Esmeralda,  hung  under  the  heavy  beam  perpendicular 
and  silent,  facing  the  colonel  awfully.  The  inflow  of  the  night 
air,  cooled  by  the  snows  of  the  Sierra,  spread  gradually  a 
delicious  freshness  through  the  dose  heat  of  the  room. 
Speak— thief— scoundrel— picaio— or  '* 

Sotillo  bad  seised  the  horsewhip,  and  stood  with  bis  arm 
lifted  up.  Fur  a  word,  for  one  little  word,  he  felt  he  would 
have  knelt,  cringed,  grovelled  on  the  floor  before  the  drowsy, 
conscious  stare  of  those  fixed  eyeballs  startiniif  out  of  the  grimy, 
dishevelled  head  that  drooped  very  still  with  its  mouth  closed 
askew.  The  colonel  ground  his  teeth  and  struck.  The  rope 
vibrated  leisurely  to  the  blow,  like  the  long  string  of  a  pendulum 
starting  from  a  rest  But  no  swinging  motion  was  imparted  to 
the  body  of  Sefior  Hurscb,  the  weU-known  bide  merchant  on  the 
coast.  With  a  convulsive  effort  of  the  twisted  arms  it  leaped 
up  a  few  inches,  curling  upon  itself  like  a  fish  on  the  end  of 
a  line.  Sefior  Hirsch's  head  was  flung  back  on  his  straining 
throat;  his  chin  trembled.  For  a  moment  the  rattle  of  his 
chattering  teeth  pervaded  the  vast,  shadowy  room,  where  the 
candles  made  a  patch  of  Viiiht  round  the  two  flames  burning 
side  by  side.  And  as  Sotillo,  staying  his  raised  band,  waited 
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for  liim  to  QMak,  with  a  saddni  flai^  of  a  grin  and  a  itiaia* 
ing  farwaid  of  the  wrenched  ahonlden,  he  spat  violently  into 
his  face. 

The  uplifted  whip  fell,  and  the  colonel  sprang  back  with  a 
low  cry  of  dismay,  as  if  aspersed  by  a  jet  of  deadly  veuonu 
Quick  as  thought  he  snatched  up  his  revolver,  and  fired  twice. 
The  report  and  the  concussion  of  the  shots  seemed  to  throw 
him  at  once  from  nngovemahle  rage  into  idiotic  stupor.  He 
Btood  with  drooping  jaw  and  atony  eyes.  What  had  he  done, 
Stmgn  d$  Dioi !  What  had  he  done  ?  He  was  basely  appalled 
at  his  impnlsiye  act,  sealing  for  ever  these  lips  from  which  so 
much  was  to  he  extorted.  What  could  he  say  ?  How  oonld 
he  explain  ?  Ideas  of  headlong  flight  somewhere,  anywhere, 
passed  through  his  mind  ;  even  the  craven  and  absurd  notion  of 
hiding  under  the  table  occurred  to  his  cowardice.  It  was  too 
late  ;  his  officers  had  rushed  in  tumultnonsly,  in  a  great  clatter 
of  scabbards,  clamouring  with  astonishment  and  wonder.  But 
since  they  did  not  immediately  proceed  to  plnnge  their  swords 
into  his  breast,  the  brasen  side  of  his  character  asserted  itself. 
Passing  the  sleeve  of  his  uniform  over  his  face  he  pnlled  him- 
self together.  His  truculent  glance  turned  slowly  here  and 
there,  checked  the  noise  where  it  fell ;  and  the  stiff  body  of 
the  late  Sefior  Ilirsch,  merchant,  after  swaying  imperceptibly, 
made  a  half  torn,  and  came  to  a  rest  in  the  midst  of  awed 
mnrmnis  and  uneasy  shul&ing. 

A  voice  remarked  londly,  *'Behold  a  man  who  will  never 
speak  again.*'  And  another,  from  the  back  row  of  faces,  timid 
and  prawing,  cried  ont — 

"Why  did  you  kill  him,  mi  colonel  ?" 

"Because  he  has  coufessed  everything,"  answered  Sotillo, 
with  the  hardihood  of  desperation.  He  felt  himself  cornered. 
He  brasened  it  out  on  the  strength  of  his  reputation  with  very 
fair  success.  His  hearers  thought  him  very  capable  of  such  an 
act.  They  were  disposed  to  believe  his  flattering  tale.  There 
is  no  crednlify  so  eager  and  blind  as  Uie  crednlity  of  covetous- 
ness,  which,  in  its  nniversd  extent,  measures  the  moral  miseiy 
and  the  intellectual  destitution  of  mankind.    Ah  1  he  had 
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ocmfeBBed  eyerytluiig,  tliis  factiona  Jew,  this  Mban.  Gk>od  I 
Then  he  ma  no  longer  wanted.   A  sndden  dense  guffaw  was 

heard  from  the  senior  captain — a  big-headed  man,  with  little 
round  eyes  and  monstrously  fat  cheeks  which  never  moved. 
The  old  major,  tall  and  fantastically  ragged  like  a  scarecrow, 
walked  round  the  body  of  the  late  Sefior  Hirsch,  mattering  to 
himself  with  ineffahle  complacency  that  like  this  there  was  no 
need  to  gnaid  againat  any  fotore  tfeaoheries  of  that  raBtrero* 
The  otiieiB  Btaied,  shifting  from  foot  to  foot,  and  whispering 
short  remarks  to  each  other. 

Sotillo  buckled  on  his  sword  and  gave  curt,  peremptory 
orders  to  hasten  the  retirement  decided  upon  in  the  after- 
noon. Sinister,  impressive,  his  wide  sombrero  pulled  right 
down  upon  his  eyebrows,  he  marched  first  through  the  door 
in  such  disorder  of  mmd  that  he  forgot  utterly  to  provide 
for  Dr.  Monygham*8  possible  retnm.  As  they  trooped  ont 
after  him,  one  or  two  looked  hack  hastily  at  the  late  Sefior 
Hirsch,  merchant  of  Esmeralda,  left  swinging  rigidly  at  rest, 
alone  with  the  two  burning  candles.  In  the  emptiness  of  the 
room  the  burly  shadow  of  head  and  shoulders  on  the  wall 
had  an  air  of  life. 

Below  the  troops  fell  in  silently,  and  moved  off  by  com- 
panies without  dram  or  trumpet.  The  old  scarecrow  major 
commanded  the  rearguard  ;  bat  the  party  he  left  behind  with 
orders  to  fire  the  Cnstom  Honse  (and bom  the  caroaas  of  the 
treacherous  Jew  whm  it  hnng*')  failed  scmiehow  in  their 
haste  to  set  the  staircase  properly  alight.  The  body  of  the  late 
Sefior  Hirsch  dwelt  alone  for  a  time  in  the  dismal  solitude  of 
the  vast  unfinished  building,  resounding  weirdly  with  sudden 
slams  and  clicks  of  dooi"s  and  latches,  with  rustling  scurries  of 
torn  papers,  and  the  tremulous  sighs  that  at  each  gust  of  wind 
passed  under  the  high  roof.  The  light  of  the  two  candles  burn- 
ing before  the  perpelidicalar  and  breathless  immobility  of  the 
late  Sefior  Hirsch  threw  a  gleam  afar  oyer  hmd  and  water,  like 
a  signal  in  the  night.  He  remained  to  startle  Nostromo  by 
his  presence,  and  to  puzzle  Dr.  Monygham  by  the  mystery 
of  his  atrocious  end. 
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**Bat  why  shot  the  doctor  again  asked  himself  audibly. 
This  time  he  was  answered  by  a  dry  kngh  from  Nostfoma 

"  You  seem  much  concerned  at  a  very  natural  thing,  sefior 
doctor.  I  wonder  why  ?  It  is  very  likely  that  before  long 
we  shall  all  jrct  sliot  one  after  another,  if  not  by  Sotillo,  then 
by  Pedrito,  or  Fuentes,  or  Oamacho.  And  we  may  even  get 
the  cstrapade  too,  or  worse — quim  sale  ? — with  yoor  pretty 
tale  of  the  silver  yon  pat  into  Sotillo's  head.*' 

It  was  in  his  head  already,"  the  doc^r  protested.  **I 
only  

^  Yes.  And  yon  only  nailed  it  there  so  that  the  devil  him- 
self  

That  is  precisely  what  I  meant  to  do,*'  caught  up  the 
doctor. 

That  is  what  you  meant  to  do.   Bueno.  It  is  as  I  say. 
Yon  are  a  dangerous  man.*' 

Their  voices,  which  withont  rising  had  been  growing  quarrel- 
some, oeased  suddenly.  The  late  Sefior  Hirsch,  erect  and 
shadowy  against  the  stars,  seemed  to  be  waiting,  attentive,  in 
impartial  silence. 

But  Dr.  Moiiyghain  had  no  mind  to  quarrel  with  Nos- 
tromo.    At  this  supremely  critical  point  of  Sulaco's  fortunes 
it  was  borne  upon  him  at  last  that  this  man  was  really  indis- 
pensable, more  indispensable  than  ever  the  infatuation  of 
Captain  Mitchell,  his  proud  discoverer,  oould  conceive;  far 
beyond  what  Deooud*s  best  dry  raillery  about  "my  illustrious 
friend,  the  unique  Oapataz  de  Cargadores  "  had  ever  invented. 
The  fellow  was  unique.  He  was  not "  one  in  a  thousand."  He 
was  absolutely  the  only  one.    The  doctor  surrendered.  There 
was  something  in  the  genius  of  that  Genoese  seaman  which 
dominated  the  destinies  of  great  enterprises  and  of  many 
people,  the  fortunes  of  Charles  Gould,  the  fate  of  an  admirable 
woman.  At  this  last  thought  the  doctor  had  to  clear  his 
throat  before  he  could  speak. 

In  a  completely  changed  tone  be  pointed  out  to  the  Oapatas 
that,  to  begin  with,  he  personally  ran  no  great  risk.    As  far 
everybody  knew  he  was  dead.   It  was  an  enormous  advantage. 
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He  had  only  to  keep  ont  of  sight  in  the  Oaaa  Viola,  where  the 
old  Oaribaldmo  waa  known  to  be  alone--with  hia  dead  wife. 
The  servants  had  all  mn  away.  No  one  wonld  think  of  search- 
ing for  him  there,  or  anywhere  else  on  earth,  for  that  matter. 

"  That  would  be  very  true,"  NoBtromo  spoke  up  bitterly, 
**  if  I  had  not  met  you.*' 

For  a  time  the  doctor  kept  silent.  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that  you  think  I  may  give  you  away  ?  "  he  asked  in  an  unsteady 
voice.  "Why?   Why  should  I  do  that  ? 

"What  do  I  know  ?  Why  not  ?  To  gain  a  day  perhaps. 
It  wonld  take  Sotillo  a  day  to  give  me  the  estrapade,  and  try 
some  other  things  perhaps,  before  he  puts  a  bullet  through  my 
heart — as  he  did  to  that  poor  wretch  here.    Why  not  ?  " 

The  doctor  swallowed  with  diflficnlty.  His  throat  had  gone 
dry  in  a  moment.  It  was  not  from  indignation.  The  doctor, 
pathetically  enough,  believed  that  he  had  forfeited  the  right 
to  be  indignant  with  any  one— for  anything.  It  was  simple 
dread.  Had  the  fellow  heard  his  story  by  some  chance  ?  If 
80,  there  was  an  end  of  his  usefulness  in  that  direction.  The 
indispensable  man  escaped  his  influence,  because  of  that  indelible 
blot  which  made  him  fit  for  dirty  work.  A  feeling  as  of  sick- 
ness came  upon  him.  lie  would  have  given  anything  to  know, 
but  he  dared  not  clear  up  the  point.  The  fanaticism  of  his 
devotion,  fed  on  the  sense  of  his  abasement,  hardened  his  heart 
in  sadness  and  scorn. 

"  Why  not,  indeed  ?  "  he  re-echoed  sardonically.  "  Then 
the  safe  thing  for  yon  is  to  kill  me  on  the  spot.  Iwonld  defend 
myself.  Bat  yon  may  just  as  well  know  I  am  going  about 
unarmed." 

"  For  DioH  !  "  said  the  Capataz,  passionately.  "  You  fine 
people  are  all  alike.  All  dangerous.  All  betrayers  of  the  poor 
who  are  your  dogs." 

"  You  do  not  understand,"  began  the  doctor,  slowly. 

"  I  understand  yon  all  I "  cried  the  other  with  a  violent 
movement,  as  shadowy  to  the  doctor's  eyes  as  the  persistent 
immobility  of  the  late  Sefior  Hirsch.  "  A  poor  man  amongst 
you  has  got  to  look  after  himself.   I  say  that  you  do  not  citre 
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for  those  that  serve  yon.  Look  at  me  1  After  all  tbeae  years, 
Boddeolj,  liere  I  find  mjaetf  like  om  al  Aim  con  thaft 
iMffk  oQtaide  the  valk— ivitlumi  a  kennel  or  a  dxy  bone  for  my 
teetb.    Oaiamba!**    But  he  rdentod  mtii  a  oontomptoove 

fairness.  "  Of  course,"  he  went  on  quietly,  "  I  do  not  suppose 
that  you  would  hastea  to  give  me  up  to  Sotillo,  for  example. 

It  is  not  that.    It  is  that  I  am  nothing !    Suddenly  " 

He  swung  his  arm  downwards*  ''Nothing  to  any  one,*'  he 
repeated. 

The  doctor  Imatiied  fieelj.  ''Lieton,  Oapataa,'' he  said, 
itretching  OQfe  hkarmalmoefc  idFeefcionately  towards  No8trano*e 
■honlder.  ^  I  am  going  to  USi  yon  a  very  8im|^  thing.  Yon 

arc  safe  because  you  are  needed.  I  would  not  give  you  away 
for  any  conceivable  reason,  because  I  want  you." 

In  the  dark  Nostromo  bit  Lis  lip.  He  had  heard  enough 
of  that.  He  knew  what  that  meant.  No  more  of  that  for  him. 
But  he  had  to  look  after  himself  now,  he  thought.  And  he 
thouglit^  toOy  that  it  would  not  be  prudent  to  part  in  anger 
from  his  oompanion.  The  doctor,  admitted  to  be  a  gieat  healer, 
had,  amongst  the  populace  of  Snlaoo,  the  reputation  of  being  an 
evil  sort  of  man.  It  was  based  solidly  on  his  personal  appear- 
ance, which  was  strange,  and  on  bis  rough  ironic  manner — 
proofs  visible,  sensible,  and  incontroveitible  of  the  doctor's 
malevolent  disposition.  And  Nostromo  was  of  the  people.  So 
he  only  grunted  incredulously. 

''ToU|  to  speak  plainly,  are  the  only  man,"  the  doctor  pur- 
sued. It  is  in  your  power  to  save  thLi  town  and  .  .  .  every- 
body from  the  destrnotive  rapadfy  of  men  who—'* 

"  No,  sefior,"  said  Nostromo,  suUenly.  "  It  is  not  in  my 
power  to  get  the  treasure  back  for  you  to  give  up  to  Sotillo,  or 
Pedrito,  or  Gamacho.    What  do  I  know  ?  " 

"  Nobody  expects  the  impossible,"  was  the  answer. 
You  have  said  it  yoaiself—nobody,"  muttered  Nostromo, 
in  a  gloomy,  threatening  tone. 

But  Dr.Mony^iam,full  of  hope,  disregarded  the  enigmatic 
words  and  the  threatening  tone.  To  their  eyes,  aocutomed  to 
obscority,  the  late  Sefior  Hirsch,  growing  meire  distinct,  aeemed 
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to  have  oome  neam.  And  the  doctor  lowered  his  voice  in 
exposing  his  sdiem^  as  though  afraid  of  being  overheard. 

He  waa  taking  the  indispensable  man  into  his  f  allest  con- 
fidence Its  impHed  flattery  and  suggestion  of  great  risks  came 
with  a  famiUar  sound  to  the  Gapataz.  His  mind,  floatimr  in 
irresolution  and  discontent,  recognised  it  with  bittern«»  He 
understood  weU  that  the  doctor  was  anxious  to  save  the  San 
Tm&  mine  from  annihilation.  He  would  be  nothing  without 
It.  It  was  his  interest.  Just  as  it  had  been  the  intei-est  of 
Sefior  Decoud,  of  the  Blancos,  and  of  the  Europeans  to  get  his 
Cargadores  on  their  side.  His  thought  became  arrested  upon 
Decoud.   What  would  happen  to  him  ? 

Nostromo's  prolonged  silence  made  the  doctor  uneasy  He 
pointed  out  quite  nnneoessarity,  that  though  for  the  present 
he  was  safe,  he  could  not  Kye  concealed  for  ever.  The  choice 
was  between  accepting  the  nOssion  to  Barrios,  with  all  its 
dangers  and  difficulties,  and  leaving  Sulaco  by  stealfch.  in- 
gloriously,  in  poverty. 

None  of  your  friends  could  reward  you  and  protect  you 
just  now,  Capataz.   Not  even  Don  Carlos  himself." 

"  I  would  have  none  of  your  ixotection  and  none  of  your 
rewards.  I  only  wish  I  could  trust  yonr  courage  and  your 
sense.  When  I  return  in  triumph,  as  you  say,  with  Bamos 

I  may  find  you  aU  destroyed.  You  have  the  knife  at  your 
throat  now." 

It  was  the  doctor's  turn  to  remain  silent  in  the  oontemphi- 
tion  of  horrible  contingencies. 

"  Well,  we  would  trust  your  courage  and  yomr  sense.  And 
you,  too,  have  a  knife  at  your  throat." 

"Ah  I  And  whm  am  I  to  thank  f<w  that?  What  are 
your  poUtics  and  your  mines  to  me-your  silver  and  your 
oonstitntums— yonr  Don  Carlos  this,  and  Don  Josc^  that  " 

"  I  don*t  know,"  burst  out  the  exasperated  doctor.  "  There 
are  innocent  people  in  danger  whose  little  linger  is  worth  more 
than  you  or  I  and  aU  the  Ribierists  together.   I  don't  know 
You  should  have  asked  yourself  before  you  allowed  Deooud  to 
lead  you  into  aU  this.  It  was  your  phce  to  think  like  a  man  i 
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but  if  joa  did  not  think  then,  try  to  act  like  a  man  now.  Did 
yon  imagine  Deoood  caied  Tery  mnch  for  wbat  would  happen 

to  jou  ? 

"  No  more  than  you  care  for  what  will  happen  to  me," 
muttered  the  other. 

"  No  ;  I  care  for  what  will  happen  to  yon  as  little  as  I  care 
for  what  will  happen  to  myself." 

And  all  this  becanae  yon  are  snch  a  devoted  Bibierist  ?  '* 
Noatromo  aaid  in  an  incrednlons  tone. 

All  this  because  I  am  such  a  devoted  Bibierist/'  repeated 
Dr.  !Monygliam,  grimly. 

Again  Nostromo,  gazing  abstractedly  at  the  body  of  the 
late  Sefior  Ilirsch,  remained  silent,  thinking  that  the  doctor 
was  a  dangerous  person  in  more  than  one  senae.  It  was 
impossible  to  trust  him. 

*^  Do  yon  speak  in  the  name  of  Don  Carlos  ?  "  he  asked 
at  kst. 

"Yes.  I  do,**  the  doctor  said  loudly,  without  hesitation. 
^He  must  come  forward  now.  He  must,"  he  added  in  a 
mutter,  which  Nostromo  did  not  catch. 

**  What  did  you  say,  senor  ?  " 

The  (loctor  started.  "  I  say  that  you  must  be  true  to 
youi*self,  Capataz.   It  would  be  worse  than  folly  to  fail  now." 

*'True  to  myself,"  repeated  Nostromo.  "How  do  yon 
know  that  I  wonld  not  be  tme  to  myself  if  I  told  yon  to  go  to 
the  devil  with  yomr  propositions  ?  '* 

I  do  not  know.  Maybe  you  would,*'  the  doctor  said,  with 
a  ronghness  of  tone  intended  i<j  hide  the  sinking  of  his  heart 
and  the  faltering  of  his  voice.  "  All  I  know  is,  that  you  had 
better  get  away  from  here.  Some  of  Sotillo'a  men  may  turn 
up  here  looking  for  me." 

He  slipped  off  the  table,  listened  intently.  The  Gapatas, 
too,  stood  np. 

''Suppose  I  went  to  Oayta,  what  wonld  yon  do  mean- 
time?** he  asked. 

*•  I  wonld  go  to  Sotillo  directly  you  had  left— in  the  way  I 
am  thinking  of.** 
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"A  very  good  way — if  only  that  Engineer-in-chief  con- 
Bents.  Bemind  him,  aeflor,  that  I  looked  after  the  old  rich 
Englishman  who  pays  for  the  railway,  and  that  I  saved  the 
lives  of  some  of  his  people  that  time  when  a  gang  of  thieves 
came  from  the  south  to  wreck  one  of  his  pay- trains.  It  was  I 
who  discovered  it  all,  at  the  risk  of  my  life,  by  pretending  to 
enter  into  their  plans.    Just  as  you  are  doing  with  Sotillo." 

"Yes.    Yes,  of  course.    But  I  can  offer  him  better 
arguments,'*  the  doctor  said  hastily.      Leave  it  to  me.** 
Ah,  yes  !    True.   I  am  nothing." 
Not  at  all.  Yon  are  everything.*' 

They  moved  a  few  paces  towards  the  door.  Behind  them 
the  hite  Sefior  Hirsch  preserved  the  immobility  of  a  dis- 
regarded man. 

"That  will  be  all  right.  I  know  what  to  say  to  the 
Engineer,"  pursued  the  doctor,  in  a  low  tone.  "My  difficulty 
will  be  with  SotiUo.** 

And  Dr.  Monygham  stopped  short  in  the  doorway  as  if 
intimidated  by  the  difficulty.  He  had  made  the  sacrifice  of 
his  life.  He  considered  this  a  fitting  opportnnity.  But  he 
did  not  want  to  throw  his  life  away  too  soon.  In  his  quality  of 
betrayer  of  Don  Carlos'  conlideiicc,  he  would  Ltive  ultimately 
to  indicate  the  hiding-place  of  the  treasure.  That  would  be 
the  end  of  his  deception,  and  the  end  of  himself  as  well,  at 
the  hands  of  the  infuriated  colonel.  He  wanted  to  delay  him 
to  the  very  last  moment ;  and  he  had  been  rackmg  his  brains 
to  invent  some  place  of  concealment  at  once  plausible  and 
cUfficnlt  of  access. 

He  imparted  his  trouble  to  Nostromo,  and  condnded — 

**  Do  you  know  what,  Capataz  ?  I  think  that  when  the 
time  comes  and  some  information  must  be  given,  I  shall  indicate 
the  Great  Isabel.  That  is  the  best  place  I  can  think  of. 
What  is  the  matter  ?  " 

A  low  exclamation  had  escaped  Nostromo.  The  doctor 
waited,  surprised,  and  aftw  a  moment  of  profound  silence, 
heard  a  thick  voice  stammer  out  ^  Utter  folly,*'  and  stop  with 
a  gasp. 
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"  I  do  not  sec  it." 
Ail  1  You  do  uot  see  it,''  be^  NoBtromo,  scathinglj^ 
gathering  scorn  as  he  went  on.  Three  men  in  half  aa  hour 
would  see  that  no  ground  had  been  disturbed  anywhere  on  that 
island.  Do  yon  think  that  such  a  treasure  oan  be  bnried  with- 
oat  leaving  traces  of  the  work— eh  I  se&or  doctor  ?  Why  I 
You  would  not  ^ain  half  a  day  more  before  having  your  throat 
cut  by  Sotillo.  The  Isabel  I  What  stupidity  !  What  miserable 
invention  !  Ah  I  you  are  all  alike,  you  line  men  of  intelligence. 
All  you  are  lit  for  is  to  betray  men  of  the  people  into  under- 
taking deadly  risks  for  objeots  that  you  are  nob  even  sure 
abont.  If  it  comes  off  yon  get  the  benefit.  If  not,  then  it 
does  not  matter.  He  is  only  a  dog.  Ah  t  Madre  de  Dioa, 
I  would—**  He  shook  his  fists  above  his  head. 

The  doctor  was  overwhelmed  at  first  by  this  fierce,  hissing 
vehemence. 

*•  Well  I  It  seems  to  me  on  your  own  showing  that  the  men 
of  the  people  are  no  mean  fools  too,"  he  said  sullenly.  "  No, 
bat  come.    You  are  so  clever.    Have  you  a  better  place  ?  " 

Nostromo  had  calmed  down  as  quickly  as  he  had  flared 

up. 

I  am  dever  enough  for  that,**  he  said  quietly,  ahnost  with 

indifference.  "You  want  to  tell  him  of  a  hiding-place  vast 
enough  to  take  days  in  ransacking — a  place  where  a  treasure  of 
silver  ingots  can  be  buried  without  leaving  a  sign  on  the 
surface." 

And  dose  at  hand,"  the  doctor  put  m. 
Just  so,  selior.  Tell  him  it  is  sunk.*' 
*^  This  has  the  merit  of  being  the  truth,"  the  doctor  said 
contemptuously.   "  He  wiH  not  believe  it." 

"  You  tell  him  that  it  is  sunk  where  he  may  hope  to  lay  his 
liands  on  it,  and  he  will  believe  you  quick  enough.  Tell  him 
it  has  been  sunk  in  the  harbour  in  order  to  be  recovered  after- 
wards by  divers.  Tell  him  you  found  out  that  I  had  orders 
from  Don  Oarlos  Gould  to  lower  the  cases  quietly  overboard 
somewbeie  in  a  line  between  the  end  of  the  jetty  and  the 
entrance.  The  depth  is  not  too  great  there.  He  has  no  divers^ 
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but  he  has  a  ship,  boats,  ropes,  chains,  sailors — of  a  sort. 
Let  him  fish  for  the  silver.  Let  him  set  his  fools  to  drag 
backwards  and  forwards  and  crossways  wkile  he  sUa  and 
watches  till  his  eyes  drop  out  of  his  head." 

Bealijy  tim  is  an  admirable  idea,'*  muttered  the  doctor* 

**BL  Ton  tell  him  that,  and  see  whether  he  will  not  believe 
yon  I  He  will  spend  days  in  rage  and  torment — and  still  he 
will  believe.  He  will  have  no  thought  for  anything  else.  He 
will  not  give  up  till  he  is  driven  off — why,  he  may  even  forget 
to  kill  you.    He  shall  neither  eat  nor  sleep.    He  " 

"  The  very  thing  1  The  very  thing  I  "  the  doctor  repeated 
in  an  excited  whisper.  Oapatas,  I  begin  to  beUeve  that  yon 
are  a  great  genins  in  yonr  way." 

Noetromo  had  pained  s  then  began  again  in  a  changed  tone^ 
sombre,  speaking  to  himself  iui  though  he  had  forgotten  the 
doctor's  existence. 

**  There  is  something  in  a  treasure  that  fastens  upon  a 
man's  mind.  He  will  pray  and  blaspheme  and  still  persevere, 
and  will  curse  the  day  he  ever  heard  of  it,  and  will  let  his  last 
hour  come  upon  him  unawares,  still  believing  that  he  missed  it 
only  by  a  foot   He  will  see  it  every  time  he  closes  his  eyes. 

He  wUl  never  forget  it  till  he  is  dead — and  even  then  

Doctor,  did  you  ever  hear  of  the  miserable  gringos  on  Aznera^ 
that  cannot  die  ?  Ha  I  ha  I  Sailors  like  myself.  There  is 
no  getting  away  from  a  treasure  that  once  fastens  upon  your 
mind." 

**You  are  a  devil  of  a  man,  Capataz.  It  is  the  most 
plausible  thing.*' 

Nostromo  pressed  his  arm. 
It  will  be  worse  for  him  than  thirst  at  sea  or  hunger 
in  a  town  full  of  people.  Do  yon  know  v^t  that  is  ?  He 
shall  snfFer  greater  torments  than  he  inflicted  npon  that 
terrified  wretch  who  had  no  invention.  None  !  none  1  Not 
like  me.  I  could  have  told  Sotillo  a  deadly  tale  for  very  little 
pain." 

He  laughed  wildly  and  turned  in  the  doorway  towards  the 
body  of  the  late  Senor  Hirsoh,  an  opaque  long  blotdi  in  the 
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semi-tmnspareiit  obscnrity  of  the  room  beiimn  the  two  tall 

puralleloinrams  of  the  windows  full  of  stars. 

*'  Yuu  luau  of  fuar  I "  he  cried.  "  You  shall  be  avenged  by 
me — Nostromo.  Out  of  my  way,  doctor  1  Stand  aside — or,  by 
the  suffering  soul  of  a  woman  dead  without  confession,  I  will 
iteangle  you  with  my  two  hands." 

He  bounded  downwards  into  the  Uack,  smoky  halL  With 
•  gnmt  of  astonishment,  Dr.  Monygham  threw  himself  reck- 
lessly into  the  pursuit.  At  the  bottom  of  the  charred  stairs  he 
had  a  fall,  pitching  forward  on  his  face  with  a  force  that  would 
have  stunned  a  spii'it  less  intent  upon  a  task  of  love  and  devotion. 
He  was  up  in  a  moment,  jarred,  shaken,  with  a  strange  im- 
pression of  the  terrestrial  globe  having  been  flung  at  his  bead 
in  the  darlc.  But  it  wanted  more  than  that  to  stop  Dr. 
Monygham^s  body,  possessed  the  exaltation  of  self-sacrifice ; 
a  reasonable  exaltation,  determined  not  to  lose  whatev^ 
advantage  dhanoe  put  into  ita  way.  He  ran  with  headlong 
tottering  swiftness,  his  arms  going  like  a  windmfll  in  his  ^oit, 
tu  keep  his  balance  on  his  crippled  feet,  lie  lost  his  hat ;  the 
tails  of  his  open  gaberdine  flew  behind  him.  He  had  no 
mind  to  lose  sight  of  the  indispensable  man.  But  it  was  a 
long  time,  and  a  long  way  from  the  Custom  House,  before 
he  managed  to  seize  his  aim  from  behind,  roqghly,  out  of 
hreath, 

"StopI  Areyoumad?" 

Already  Nostromo  was  walking  slowly,  his  head  dropping, 

as  if  checked  in  his  pace  by  the  wcaiiuess  of  irresolution. 

"  V^hal  is  that  to  you  ?  Ah  I  I  forgot  you  want  me  for 
something.    Always.    Siempre  Nostromo." 

What  do  you  mean  by  talking  of  strangling  me  ?  panted 
the  doctor. 

What  do  I  mean  ?  I  mean  that  the  king  of  the  devils 
himself  has  sent  you  out  of  this  town  of  cowards  and  talkos 
to  meet  me  to-night  of  all  the  nights  of  my  life." 

Under  the  starry  sky  the  Albergo  d*Italia  Una  emerged, 
black  and  low,  breaking  the  daik  level  of  the  plain.  Nostromo 
stopped  altogether. 
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*^  The  priests  say  he  is  a  tempter,  do  they  not  ?  "  he  added, 
through  his  clenched  teeth. 

"  My  good  man,  you  rave.  The  devil  has  nothing  to  do 
mth  this*  Neither  has  the  town,  which  yon  may  call  by  what 
name  yon  please.  Bat  Don  Carlos  Goald  is  neither  a  coward 
nor  an  empty  talker.  You  will  admit  ihat  ?  '*  He  waited. 
"WeU?" 

«  Could  I  see  Don  Carlos  ?  ** 

**  Great  heavens  1  No  !  Why  ?  What  for  ?  "  exclaimed  the 
doctor  in  agitation.  "  I  tell  you  it  is  madness.  I  will  not  let 
you  go  into  the  town  for  anything." 

"  I  must." 

Yon  mnst  not  I "  hissed  the  doctor  fiercely,  ahnost  beside 
himself  with  the  fear  of  the  man  doing  away  with  his  nsef nl- 
ness  for  an  imbecile  whim  of  some  sort     I  tell  you  yon  shall 

not.   I  would  rather  " 

He  stopped  at  loss  for  words,  feeling  fagged  out,  powerless, 
holding  on  to  Nostromo's  sleeve,  absolutely  for  support  after 
his  run. 

I  am  betrayed  1 "  muttered  the  Oapataz  to  hunself ;  and 
the  doctor,  who  oyerheard  the  hist  word,  made  an  effort  to 
speak  cahnly. 

That  is  exactly  what  would  haj^n  to  you.   You  would 

be  betrayed." 

He  thought  with  a  sickening  dread  that  the  man  was  so 
well  known  that  he  could  not  escape  recognition.  The  house 
of  the  Senor  Administrador  was  beset  by  spies,  no  doubt. 
And  even  the  very  scn^ants  of  the  casa  were  not  to  be  trusted. 

Reflect,  Capataz,"  he  said  impressively.  .  .  .  What  are  you 
laughing  at  ?  " 

I  am  laughing  to  think  that  if  somebody  that  did  not 
approve  of  my  presence  in  town,  for  instance — you  understand, 
sefior  doctor — if  somebody  were  to  give  me  up  to  Pedrito,  it 
would  not  be  beyond  my  power  to  make  friends  even  with  him. 
It  is  true.   What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

Yon  are  a  man  of  infinite  resource,  Capataz,"  said  Dr. 
Monygham  dismally.     I  recognise  that.  But  the  town  is 
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full  of  talk  about  you  ;  and  those  few  Cargadores  that  are  not 
in  hiding  with  the  railway  people  have  been  shouting  *  Yiva 
Montero  '  on  the  Plaza  all  day." 

"  My  poor  Cargadores  I "  mattered  Noatromo.  "  Betrayed  I 

Betrayed  1  " 

"  I  underBtand  that  on  the  wharf  yon  were  prettj  free  in 
laying  abont  yon  with  a  stick  amongst  your  poor  Oarga- 
dores,**  the  doctor  said  in  a  grim  tone,  whidi  showed  that  he 

was  recovering  from  his  exertions.  "Make  no  mij^ke. 
Pedrito  is  furious  ut  Sefior  Ribiera's  rescne,  and  at  having  lost 
the  pleasure  of  shootiiif^  Dccoud.  Already  there  are  rumoui"8 
in  the  town  of  the  treasure  having  been  spirited  away.  To 
have  missed  that  does  not  please  Pedrito  ^ther;  but  let  me 
tell  you  that  if  yon  had  all  that  silver  in  yonr  hsoid  for  your 
raneom  it  wonld  not  save  yon.*' 

Taming  swiftly,  and  catching  the  doctor  by  the  Bhon]dei»» 
Noetromo  thrust  his  face  close  to  his. 

*'  Maladetta  I  You  follow  me  speaking  of  the  treasure. 
You  have  sworn  my  ruin.  You  were  the  hist  man  who  looked 
upon  me  before  I  went  out  with  it.  And  Sidoni  the  engine- 
driver  says  you  have  an  evil  eye." 

He  onght  to  know.  I  saved  his  broken  leg  for  him  last 
year,'*  the  doctor  said  stoically.  He  felt  on  his  shonlders  the 
weight  of  these  hands  famed  amongst  the  populace  f^  snap- 
pi  thick  ropes  and  bending  horse-shoes.  "And  to  you 
I  ollcr  the  best  means  of  saviug  yourself — let  me  go — and  of 
retrieving  your  gi'eat  reputation.  You  boasted  of  making  the 
Gapataz  of  Ccirgadores  famous  from  one  end  of  America  to  the 
other  about  this  wretched  silver.  Bob  I  bring  yon  a  better 
opportnnity — let  me  go,  hombre  1 " 

Nostromo  released  hnn  abmptly,  and  the  docUff  feared 
that  the  indispensaUe  man  would  run  oft  again.  But  he  did 
not.  He  walked  on  slowly.  The  doctor  hobbled  by  hig  idde 
till,  within  a  stone's  throw  from  the  Cmi  Viola,  Nostromo 
stopped  again. 

Silent  in  inhospitable  darkness,  the  Casa  Viola  seemed  to 
have  changed  its  nature ;  his  home  appeared  to  repel  him 
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with  an  air  of  hopeless  and  inimical  master j.  The  doctor 
said — 

"  Yon  will  be  safe  there.    Go  in,  Capataz." 

"  How  can  I  go  in  ?  "  NoBtromo  seemed  to  ask  himself  in  a 
low,  inward  tone.  She  cannot  mmj  what  she  said,  and  I 
cannot  nndo  what  I  have  done." 

**I  tell  jon  it  k  all  right.  Yiola  is  all  alone  m  there.  I 
looked  in  as  I  cune  ont  of  the  town.  Yon  will  be  perfectly 
safe  in  tbat  house  till  you  leave  it  to  make  your  name  famous 
on  the  Campo.  I  am  going  now  to  arranfre  for  your  departure 
with  the  Engineer-in-chief,  and  I  shall  bring  you  news  here 
long  before  daybreak." 

Dr.  Monjgham,  disregarding,  or  perhaps  fearing  to  pene- 
trate the  meaning  of  Nostromo's  silence,  dapped  him  lighUyon 
the  shonlder,  and,  starting  ofif  with  his  smart  Uune  walk,  yanikied 
utterly  at  the  thkd  or  fonrth  hop  in  the  direction  of  the  rail- 
way track.  Arrested  between  the  two  wooden  posts  for  people 
to  fasteu  their  horses  to,  Nostromo  did  not  move,  as  if  he  too 
had  been  planted  solidly  in  the  ground.  At  the  end  of  half  an 
hour  he  Ufted  his  head  to  the  deep  baying  of  the  dogs  at  the 
railway  yards,  which  had  burst  ont  suddenly,  tumultuous  and 
deadened  as  if  coming  from  under  the  plain.  That  lune 
doctor  with  the  e?il  eye  had  got  there  pretty  fast. 

8tep  by  step  Nostromo  approadied  the  Albergo  ditalia 
Una,  which  he  had  never  known  so  lightless,  so  silent,  before. 
The  door,  all  black  in  the  pale  wall,  stood  open  as  he  had  left 
it,  twenty-four  hours  before,  when  he  had  nothing  to  hide 
from  the  world.  He  remained  before  it,  irresolute,  like  a 
fugitive,  like  a  man  betrayed.  Poverty,  misery,  starvation  1 
Where  had  he  heard  these  words?  The  anger  of  a  dying 
woman  had  prophesied  that  fate  for  his  folly.  It  looked  as 
if  it  would  come  true  very  quickly.  And  the  leperos  would 
langb— she  had  said.  Yes,  they  would  hingh  if  they  knew 
that  the  Capataz  de  Cargadores  was  at  the  mercy  of  the 
mad  doctor  whom  they  could  remember,  only  a  few  years  ago, 
buying  cooked  food  from  a  stall  on  tiie  Plaza  for  a  copper 
coin — ^like  one  of  themselves. 
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At  that  moment  the  notion  of  seekm^  Captain  Ifitctiell 

p^issed  through  his  mind.  He  glanced  in  the  direction  of  the 
jetty  and  saw  a  small  gleam  of  light  in  the  O.S.N.  Company's 
bnilding.  The  thought  of  lighted  windows  was  not  attractive. 
Two  lighted  windows  had  decoyed  him  into  the  empty  Cufitom 
HoiiBe»  only  to  fall  into  the  clutches  of  tiiat  doctor.  No  1 
He  would  not  go  near  limited  windows  again  on  that  night. 
Oaptein  Mitchell  was  there.  And  what  ooold  he  be  told? 
That  doctor  would  worm  it  all  out  of  hun  as  if  he  were  a 
child. 

On  the  threshold  he  called  out  Giorgio ! "  in  an  under- 
tone. Nobody  answered.  He  stepped  in.  "  Ola  !  vie  jo  ! 
Are  yon  there  ?''...  In  the  impenetrable  darkness  his  head 
swam  with  the  iUnsion  that  the  obscnrity  of  the  kitchen  was 
as  \nBSt  as  the  Placid  Gnlf ,  and  that  the  floor  dipped  forward 
like  a  sinking  lighter.  ^Olkl  viejo  I  *' he  repeated  fslterin^y, 
swaying  where  he  stood.  His  hand,  extended  to  steady  him- 
self, fell  upon  the  tiible.  Moving  a  step  forward,  he  shifted  it, 
and  felt  a  box  of  matches  under  his  fingers.  He  fancied  he 
had  heard  a  quiet  sigh.  He  listened  for  a  moment,  holding 
his  breath;  then,  with  trembling  hands,  tried  to  strike  a 
light. 

The  tiny  piece  of  wood  flamed  up  qnite  blindingly  at  the 
end  of  his  fingers,  raised  above  his  blinkiug  eyes.  A  concen- 
trated glare  fell  npon  the  leonine  white  head  of  old  Giorgio 

ou:aiii«t  the  black  fireplace — showed  him  leaning  forward  in  a 
chair  in  staring  immobility,  surrounded,  overhung,  by  great 
masses  of  shadow,  his  legs  crossed,  his  cheek  in  his  hand,  an 
empty  pipe  in  the  corner  of  his  mouth.  It  seemed  hours 
before  he  attempted  to  turn  his  face ;  at  the  very  moment  the 
match  went  ont^  and  he  disappeaied,  oyerwhehned  by  the 
shadows,  as  if  the  walls  and  roof  of  the  desolate  house  had 
collapsed  npon  his  white  head  in  ghostly  silence.* 

Nostromo  heard  him  stir  and  utter  dispa&iionately  the 
words — 

**  It  may  have  been  a  vision.'* 

"  No»*'  he  said,  softly.     It  is  no  vision,  old  man." 
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A  strong  chest  voice  asked  very  loud  in  the  dark-^ 

"  Is  that  you  I  hear,  Giovann'  Battista  ? " 

"  Si  viejo.   Steady.   Not  so  loud." 

After  his  release  by  Sotillo,  Giorgio  Viola,  attended  to  the 
very  door  by  the  good-natured  Bngineer-in-chief,  had  re- 
entered his  hooBe,  which  he  had  been  made  to  leave  almost  at 
the  very  moment  of  his  wife's  death.  AH  was  still.  The 
lamp  above  was  bnming.  He  nearly  called  oat  to  her  by 
name;  and  the  thought  that  no  call  from  him  would  ever 
again  evoke  the  answer  of  her  voice,  made  him  drop  heavily 
into  the  chair  with  a  loud  groan,  wrung  out  by  the  pain,  as  of 
a  keen  blade  piercing  his  breast. 

The  rest  of  the  night  he  made  no  sound.  The  darkness 
tmmed  to  grey,  and  on  the  coloorless,  clear,  glassy  dawn  the 
jagged  sierra  stood  ont  flat  and  opaque,  as  if  cat  out  of  paper. 

The  enthasiastio  and  severe  soal  of  Giorgio  Viola,  sailor, 
champion  of  oppressed  humanity,  enemy  of  kings,  and,  by  the 
grace  of  Mrs.  Gould,  hotel-keeper  of  the  Sulaco  harbour,  had 
descended  into  the  open  abyss  of  desolation  amongst  the 
shattered  vestiges  of  his  past.  He  remembered  his  wooing 
between  two  campaigns,  a  single  short  week  in  the  season  of 
gathering  olives.  Notiiing  approached  the  grave  passion  of 
that  time  but  the  deep,  passionate  sense  of  his  bereavement. 
He  discovered  all  the  extent  of  his  dependence  apon  the 
silenced  voice  of  that  woman.  It  was  her  voice  that  he  missed. 
Abstracted,  busy,  lost  in  inward  contemplation,  he  seldom 
looked  at  his  wife  in  those  later  years.  The  thought  of  his 
girls  was  a  matter  of  concern,  not  of  consolation.  It  was  her 
voice  that  he  would  miss.  And  he  remembered  the  other 
child — ^the  little  boy  who  died  at  sea.  Ah!  a  man  would 
have  been  something  to  lean  apon.  And,  alas  I  even  Gian* 
Battistar— he  of  whom  and  of  Linda,  his  wife,  had  spoken  to 
him  so  anxiously  before  she  dropped  off  into  her  last  sleep  on 
earth,  he  on  whom  she  had  called  aloud  to  save  the  children, 
just  before  she  died — even  he  was  dead  ! 

And  tlie  old  man,  bent  forward,  his  head  in  his  hand,  sat 
through  the  day  in  immobility  and  solitude.   He  never  heard 
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tlie  hnam  rar  of  tfie  heSk  in  town.  When  it  oeiied  the 

earthenware  filter  in  the  comer  of  the  kitdhen  kept  on  iiA  swift 
musical  drip,  drip  into  the  vast  porous  jar  below. 

Towards  sunset  he  got  up,  and  with  slow  movements  dis- 
appeared up  the  narrow  staircase.  His  bulk  filled  it ;  and  the 
robbtng  of  his  shoulders  made  a  small  noise  as  of  a  mouse 
ronning  behind  the  piaster  of  a  walL  While  he  remained 
np  there  the  house  was  as  dumb  as  a  grave.  Then,  wit^  the 
same  faint  nibbing  noise,  he  deeoended.  He  had  to  oatoh  at 
the  diatn  and  tables  to  regain  hii  seat.  He  seiied  his  pipe  off 
the  high  mantel  of  the  fireplace — but  made  no  attempt  to 
reach  the  tobacco — thrust  it  empty  into  the  corner  of  his 
mout  h,  and  siit  down  again  in  the  same  staring  pose.  The  sun 
of  Pedrito's  entry  into  Sulaco,  the  last  sun  of  Seuor  Uirsch's 
li^  the  first  of  Decoud^s  solitude  on  the  Great  Isabel,  passed 
over  the  Albergo  d'ltnlia  Una  on  its  way  to  the  west.  The 
tinkling  drip,  drip  of  the  filter  had  ceased,  the  lamp  iq^tairB 
had  bomt  itself  oat,  and  the  ni^  beset  Gioigio  Tida  and 
his  dead  wife  with  its  obscoritj  and  silence  thiA  seemed  in- 
vincible till  the  Capataz  de  Cargadores,  retnming  from  the 
dead,  put  them  to  fiight  with  the  splutter  and  flare  of  a 
match. 

"  Si  viejo.   It  is  me.  Wait." 

Nostionio,  after  banicadiAg  the  door  and  dosing  the 
shatters  caieifallj,  groped  npon  a  shelf  f<x  a  candle,  and 
lit  it. 

Old  YioU  had  risen.  He  followed  with  his  eyes  in  the 
dark  the  sounds  made  bj  Noetromo.   The  light  disclosed  him 

standing  without  support,  as  if  tiie  mere  presence  of  that  man 
who  was  loyal,  bmvc,  incorruptible,  who  was  all  his  son  would 
have  been,  were  enough  for  the  support  of  his  decajiog 
strength. 

Ee  extended  his  hand,  grasping  the  briar-wood  pipe,  whose 
bowl  was  charred  on  the  edge,  and  knitted  his  bushy  CTebrows 
heavily  at  the  light. 

**  Yon  have  retomed,**  he  said,  with  shal^  dignity.  Ah  I 
Very  well  I  I  " 
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He  broke  off.  Nostiromo,  leaning  baok  agaimifc  the  table» 
hk  arnui  folded  on  his  breast^  nodded  at  him  ^htity. 

"  Yon  thonght  I  was  drowned  I  No !  The  beet  dog  of 

the  rich,  of  the  aristocrats,  of  these  fine  men  who  cm  only 
talk  and  betray  the  people,  is  not  dead  yet." 

The  Garibaldino,  motionless,  seemed  to  diink  in  the  sound 
of  the  well-known  voice.  His  head  moved  slightly  once  as  if 
in  Bign  of  approval ;  bat  Nostromo  saw  clearly  that  the  old 
man  nnderatood  nothing  of  the  words.  There  was  no  one  to 
nndentand ;  no  one  he  oould  take  into  the  oonfidence  of 
Decond's  fate,  of  his  own,  into  the  BOGEet  of  the  silver.  That 
doctor  was  an  enemy  of  the  people — a  tempter.  .  .  . 

Old  Giorgio's  heavy  frame  shook  from  head  to  foot  with 
the  effort  to  overcome  his  emotion  at  the  sight  of  that  man, 
who  had  sliared  the  intimacies  of  his  domestic  life  as  though 
he  had  been  a  grown-up  sou. 

"  She  believed  yon  would  retom,"  he  said  solemnlj. 

Nostromo  raised  his  head. 

*'Bhe  was  a  wise  woman.  How  oonld  I  f aQ  to  oome 
back  

He  finished  the  thought  mentally:  "Since  she  has  pro- 
phesied for  me  an  end  of  poverty,  misery,  and  starvation." 
These  words  of  Teresa's  anger,  from  the  circumstances  in  which 
they  had  been  uttered,  hke  the  cry  of  a  soul  prevented  from 
maidng  its  peace  with  God,  stirred  the  obBOore  superstition  of 
personal  fortune  from  winch  even  the  greatest  genius  amongst 
men  of  adventure  and  acfcion  is  seldom  free.  They  reigned 
over  Noetromo*8  mind  with  the  force  of  a  potent  malediction. 
And  what  a  curse  it  was  that  which  her  words  had  laid  upon 
him  1  He  had  been  orphaned  so  young  that  he  could  re- 
member no  other  woman  whom  he  called  mother.  Henceforth 
there  would  be  no  enterprise  in  which  he  would  not  fail.  The 
spell  was  working  already.  Death  itself  would  elude  him 
now  ...  He  said  violently. 

«  Oome,  yiejo  I  Get  me  something  to  eat.  I  am  hungry  I 
Sangre  de  Dios  I  The  emptiness  of  my  belly  makes  me  light- 
headed.** 
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With  his  chia  dropped  again  npon  his  bare  breast  above 
his  folded  arms,  barefooted,  watching  from  nnder  a  gloomy 
brow  the  movements  of  old  Viola  foraging  amongst  the  cap- 
boards,  he  seemed  as  if  indeed  fallen  under  a  curse — a  ruined 
and  sinister  Capataz. 

Old  Yiola  walked  out  of  a  dark  corner,  and,  without  a  word, 
emptied  upon  the  table  out  of  his  hollowed  palms  a  few  dry 
croBts  of  bread  and  half  a  raw  onion. 

While  the  Oapatas  began  to  devour  this  beggar^s  fare, 
taking  np  with  stony-eyed  voracity  piece  after  piece  lying 
by  his  side,  the  Ghiribaldino  went  ofP,  and  sqnatting  down  in 
another  corner  filled  an  earthenware  mug  with  red  wine  out  of 
a  wicker-covered  demijohn.  With  a  familiar  oresture,  as  when 
serving  customers  in  the  caf(^,  he  had  thrust  his  pipe  between 
his  teeth  to  have  his  hands  free. 

The  Capataz  drank  greedily.  A  slight  flush  deepened  the 
bronze  of  his  cheek.  Before  him,  Viola,  with  a  tnm  of  his 
white  and  massive  head  towards  the  staircase,  took  his  empty 
pipe  ont  of  his  month,  and  pronounced  slowly — 

"  After  the  shot  was  fired  down  here,  which  killed  her 
as  surely  as  if  the  bullet  had  struck  her  oppressed  heart, 
she  called  upon  you  to  save  the  children.  Upon  you,  Gian' 
Battista." 

The  Capataz  looked  up. 
Did  she  do  that,  Padrone  ?  To  save  the  chOdren !  They 
are  with  the  English  sefiora,  their  rich  benefactress.  Hey  ? 
old  man  of  the  people.  Thy  benefactress  .  .  .  '* 

I  am  old,"  muttered  Giorgio  Yiola.  "An  Englishwoman 
was  allowed  to  give  a  bed  to  Garibaldi  lying  wounded  in 
prison.  The  grentest  man  that  ever  lived.  A  man  of  the 
people,  too — a  sailor.  I  may  let  another  keep  a  roof  over  my 
head.  Si  ...  I  am  old.  I  may  let  her.  Life  lasts  too  long 
sometimes." 

And  she  herself  may  not  have  a  roof  over  her  head  before 
many  days  are  ont,  unless  I  .  .  .  What  do  you  say  ?  Am  I 

to  keep  a  roof  over  her  head  ?  Am  I  to  try — ^and  save  all  the 
Blancos  together  with  her  ?  " 
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Ton  ahall  do  it»"  said  old  Viola  in  a  siaroiig  voice.  Yon 
flludl  do  ib  as  my  son  would  have  ..." 

"Thy  son,  yiejo I  .  .  .  There  never  has  been  a  man  like 

thy  son.  Ha,  I  must  try.  .  .  .  But  what  if  it  were  only  a  part 
of  the  curse  to  lui'c  me  on  .  .  .  And  so  she  called  upon  me  to 

save — and  then  ?  " 

She  spoke  no  more."  The  heroic  follower  of  Garibaldi, 
at  the  thought  of  the  eternal  stiUness  and  silence  faUsa  npon 
the  shronded  form  stretched  ont  on  the  bed  upstairs,  averted 
his  face  and  raised  his  hand  to  his  fnrrowed  brow.  "  She  was 
dead  before  I  conld  seize  her  hands,''  he  stammered  ont 
pitifully. 

Before  the  wide  eyes  of  the  Capataz,  staring  at  the  doorway 
of  the  dark  staircase,  floated  the  shape  of  the  Great  Isul3el,  like 
a  strange  ship  in  distress,  freighted  with  enormous  wealth  and 
the  solitary  life  of  a  man.  It  was  impossible  for  him  to  do 
anything.  He  conld  only  hold  his  tongne,  since  there  was  no 
one  to  trust.  The  treasmre  wonld  be  lost,  probably — nnless 
Beoond  .  .  .  And  his  thought  came  abruptly  to  an  end.  He 
perceived  that  he  could  not  imagine  in  the  least  what  Decoud 
was  likely  to  do. 

Old  Viola  had  not  stirred.  And  the  motionless  Capatiiz 
dropped  his  long,  soft  eyelashes,  which  gave  to  the  upper  part 
of  lus  fierce,  black-whiskered  face  a  touch  of  feminine  in- 
genuousness.  The  silence  had  lasted  for  a  long  time. 

"  God  rest  her  soul  1 "  he  murmured  gloomily; 
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The  next  day  was  quiet  in  the  morning,  except  for  the  faint 
sound  of  firing  to  the  northward,  in  the  direction  of  Los  Hatos. 
Captain  Mitchell  had  listened  to  it  from  his  balcony  annonslj. 
Tbb  jdmssy  ^  In  my  delicate  position  as  the  only  oonsalar  agent 
then  in  the  port,  everything,  sir,  everything  was  a  jnst  cause 
for  anxiety,**  had  its  place  in  the  more  or  less  stereotyped  rela- 
tion of  the  "  liisLurical  events  "  which  for  the  next  few  years 
Wius  at  the  service  of  distinguished  strangers  visiting  Sulaco. 
The  mention  of  the  dignity  and  neutrality  of  the  flag,  so 
difficult  to  preserve  in  his  position,  right  in  the  thick  of 
these  events  between  the  lawlessness  of  that  jniatical  villain 
Botillo  and  the  more  regularly  established  but  scaicely  less 
atrodous  tyranny  of  his  Ezcelknc^  Dcm  Fedio  Montero,** 
came  next  in  order.  Captam  Mitchell  was  not  the  man  to 
enlarge  upon  mere  dangers  much.  But  he  insisted  that  it 
was  a  memorable  day.  On  that  day,  towards  dusk,  he  had 
seen  "  that  poor  fellow  of  mine — Xostromo.  The  sailor  whom 
I  discovered,  and,  I  may  say,  made,  sir.  The  man  of  the 
famous  ride  to  Cayta,  sir.   An  historical  event,  sir  i " 

Regarded  by  the  O.S.N.  Company  as  an  old  and  faithful 
servant,  Captain  Mitchell  was  allowed  to  attain  the  term  of  his 
usefnlnesB  in  ease  and  dignity  at  the  head  of  the  enormoudy 
extended  service.  The  augmentation  of  the  establishment, 
with  its  crowds  of  clerks,  an  office  in  town,  the  old  office  in 
the  harbour,  the  division  into  departments — passenger,  cargo, 
lighterage,  and  so  on — secured  a  gi-eater  leisure  for  his  last 
years  in  the  regenerated  Sulaco,  the  capital  of  the  Occidental 
Bepnblic  Liked  by  the  nadves  for  his  good  nature  and  the 
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fonnalitj  of  his  manner,  self-iinportant  and  simple,  known  for 
years  as  a  '^friend  of  our  oountiy,"  he  felt  himself  a  per- 
sonality of  mark  in  the  town.  Getting  up  eailj  for  a  tarn  in 
the  market-place  while  the  gigantio  shadow  of  Hignerota  was 

Btill  lying  upon  the  fruit  and  tiower  stalls  piled  up  with  masses 
of  gorgeous  colouring,  attending  easily  to  cuiTcnt  affairs, 
w^^lcomed  in  bouses,  greeted  by  ladies  on  the  Alameda,  with 
his  entiy  into  all  the  clubs  and  a  footing  in  the  Gasa  Gonld, 
he  led  his  privileged  old  bachelor,  man-abont-town  existence 
with  great  comfort  and  solemnity.  Bnt  on  mail-boat  days  he 
was  down  at  the  Harbomr  Office  at  an  early  hoor,  with  his 
own  gig,  manned  by  a  smart  crew  in  white  and  bhie,  ready 
to  dash  off  and  board  the  ship  directly  she  showed  her  bows 
between  the  harbour  heads. 

And  it  would  be  into  the  Harbour  Office  that  he  would 
lead  some  privileged  passenger,  he  had  brought  off  in  his  own 
boaty  and  invite  him  to  take  a  seat  ice  a  moment  while  he 
signed  a  few  papers.  And  Captain  Mitchell,  seating  himself 
at  his  desk,  wonld  keep  on  talking  hospitably— 

•*  There  isn't  much  time  if  you  are  to  sec  everything  in  a 
day.  We  shall  be  off  in  a  moment.  "We'll  have  lunch  at  the 
Amarilla  Club — though  I  belong  also  to  the  Anglo-American — 
mining  engineers  and  business  men,  don't  you  know — and  to  the 
Mirliflores  as  well,  a  new  dub — English,  French,  Italians,  aU 
sorl»— lively  young  fellows  mostly,  who  wanted  to  pay  a  com- 
pliment to  an  old  resident,  sir.  Bnt  we'll  Innch  at  the  Amarilla. 
Interest  you,  I  fancy.  Bed  thing  of  the  country.  Men  of  the 
first  families.  The  President  of  the  Occidental  Republic  himself 
belongs  to  it,  sir.  Fine  old  bishop  with  a  broken  nose  in  the 
patio.  Remarkable  piece  of  statuary,  I  believe.  Cavaliere 
Farrochetti — you  know  Parrochetti,  the  famous  Italian  sculptor 
•—was  workii^  here  for  two  years — thought  very  highly  of 
onr  old  bishop  .  .  .  There  1 1  am  very  much  at  your  service 
now." 

Inflexible,  proud  of  his  experience,  peneteated  by  the  sense 

of  historical  importance  of  men,  events,  and  buildings,  he 
talked  pompously  iu  jerky  periods,  with  slight  indicating 
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iweepB  of  his  abort,  thick  arm,  letting  nothing  '^esei^e  the 
attention  "  of  his  privileged  captive. 

*'  Lot  of  boilding  going  ou,  as  jon  obierve«   Before  the 

Separation  it  was  a  plain  of  burnt  grass  smothered  in  clouds  of 
dust,  with  an  ox-ciirt  track  to  our  Jetty.  Nothing  more.  This 
ia  the  Harbour  Gate.  Picturesque,  is  it  not  ?  Formerly  the 
town  stopped  short  there.  We  enter  now  the  Calle  de  la 
Constitution*  Observe  the  old  Spanish  houses.  Great  dignity. 
Eh  ?  I  snppoee  it*8  jnat  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  the  Yicerojis 
except  for  the  pavement.  Wood  blodn  now.  Solaoo  National 
Bank  there,  wiUi  the  sentiy  bozee  each  side  of  tiie  gate.  Oasa 
Avellanos  this  side,  with  all  the  ground-floor  windows  shut- 
tered. A  wonderful  woman  lives  there — Miss  Avellanos — the 
beautiful  Antoiiia.  A  character,  sir  I  A  historical  woman  I 
Opposite — Casa  Gould.  Noble  gateway.  Yes,  the  Goulds  of 
the  original  Gould  Concession,  that  all  the  world  knows  of  now. 
I  hold  seventeen  of  the  thonsand-dollar  shares  in  the  Consoli- 
dated San  Tom6  mines.  AU  the  poor  savings  of  my  lifetime, 
sir,  and  it  will  be  enough  to  keep  me  in  comfort  to  the  end  of 
my  days  at  home  when  I  retire.  I  got  in  on  the  ground-floor, 
you  sec.  Don  Carlos,  great  friend  of  mine.  Seventeeu  shares 
— quite  a  little  fortune  to  leave  behind  one,  too.  I  have  a 
niece — married  a  parson — ^most  worthy  man,  incumbent  of  a 
small  parish  in  Sussex;  no  end  of  children.  I  was  never 
married  myself.  A  sailor  should  exercise  self-deniaL  Stand- 
ing under  that  very  gateway,  sir,  with  some  young  engineer- 
fellows,  ready  to  defend  thi^  house  where  we  had  received  so 
much  kindness  and  hospitality,  I  saw  the  first  and  last  charge 
of  Pedrito's  Uaneros  upon  Bari  ios's  troops,  who  had  just  taken 
the  Harbour  Gate.  They  could  not  stand  the  new  rifles  brought 
out  by  that  poor  Decoud.  It  was  a  murderous  fire.  In  a 
moment  the  street  became  blocked  with  a  mass  of  dead  men 
and  hones.  They  never  came  on  again." 

And  aU  day  Captain  Mitchell  would  talk  like  this  to  his 
more  or  less  willing  victim — 

"The  Plaza.  I  call  it  magnificent.  Twice  the  area  of 
Trafalgar  Square." 
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From  the  very  centre,  in  the  bkzing  snnahine,  he  pointed 

out  the  buildiugs — 

"  The  Intendencia,  now  President's  Palace — Cabildo,  where 
the  Lower  Chamber  of  Parliament  sits.  You  notice  the  new 
houses  on  that  side  of  the  Plassa  ?  Compa&ia  Anzani,  a  great 
general  store,  like  those  co-operative  things  at  home.  Old 
Anzani  was  murdered  by  the  National  Guards  in  front  of  his 
safe.  It  was  even  for  that  specific  crime  that  the  deputy 
Oamacho,  commanding  the  Nationals,  a  bloodthirsty  and 
savage  brute,  was  executed  publicly  by  garrotte  upon  the  sen- 
tence of  a  court-martial  ordered  by  Barrios.  Anzani's  nephews 
converted  the  business  into  a  company.  All  that  side  of  the 
Plaza  had  been  burnt ;  used  to  be  colonaded  before.  A  terrible 
fire,  by  the  light  of  which  I  saw  the  last  of  the  fighting,  the 
Uaneros  flying,  the  Nationals  throwing  their  arms  down,  and 
the  miners  of  San  Tom^S,  all  Indians  from  the  Sierra,  rolling  by 
like  a  torrent  to  the  sound  of  pipes  and  cymbals,  green  flags 
flying,  a  wfld  mass  of  men  in  white  ponchos  and  green  hats,  on 
foot,  on  mules,  on  donkeys.  The  miners,  sir,  had  marched 
upon  the  town,  Don  Pepe  leading  on  his  black  horse,  and  their 
very  wives  in  the  rear  on  burros,  screaming  encouragement,  sir, 
and  beating  tambourijies.  I  remember  one  of  these  women 
had  a  green  parrot  seated  on  her  shoulder,  as  calm  as  a  bird  of 
stone.  Snch  a  sight,  sir,  will  neyer  be  seen  again.  They  had 
jost  saved  their  Seflor  Administrador ;  for  Barrios,  though  he 
ordered  the  assault  at  once,  at  night  too,  would  have  been  too 
late.  Pedrito  Montero  had  Don  Carlos  led  out  to  be  shot — 
like  his  uncle  many  years  ago — and  then,  as  Barrios  said  after- 
wards, *  Sulaco  would  not  have  been  worth  fighting  for.'  Sulaco 
without  the  Concession  was  nothing;  and  there  were  tons 
and  tons  of  dynamite  distributed  all  over  the  mountain  with 
detonators  arranged,  and  an  old  priest.  Father  Bomin,  standing 
by  to  annihilate  the  San  Tom&  mine  at  the  first  news  of  failure. 
Don  Carlos  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  leave  it  behind,  and 
he  had  the  right  men  to  see  to  it,  too." 

Thus  Captain  Mitchell  would  talk  in  the  middle  of  the 
Plaza,  holding  over  his  head  a  white  umbrella  with  a  green 
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lining  ;  but  inside  the  cathedral,  iu  the  dim  light,  with 
a  faint  scent  of  incense  floating  in  the  cool  atmosphere, 
and  here  and  there  a  kneeling  female  fignre,  black  or  all  white, 
with  a  Teiled  head,  his  lowered  voice  became  solonn  and  im- 
iranve. 

Here,'*  he  would  say,  pointing  to  a  niche  in  the  wall  of 
the  dnsky  aisle,  "you  see  the  bast  of  Don  Jos^  AveUanos, 

'  Patriot  and  Statesman/  as  the  inscription  Siiys,  '  Minister  to 
Courts  of  England  and  Spain,  etc.,  etc.,  died  in  the  woods  of 
Los  Hatos  worn  out  with  his  lifelong  struggle  for  Right  arid 
Justice  at  the  dawn  of  the  New  Era.'    A  fair  likeness. 
Parrochetti's  work  from  some  old  photographs  and  a  pencil 
sketch  by  Mrs.  Gonld.  I  was  well  aoqnainted  with  that  dia- 
tingniflhed  Spanish-Amerioan  of  the  old  school,  a  tmeHidalgOi 
beloved  by  everybody  who  knew  him.  The  marble  medallion 
in  the  wall,  in  the  antique  style,  representing  a  veiled  woman 
seated  with  her  hands  clasped  loosely  over  her  knees,  com- 
memorates that  unfortunate  young  i^entleman  who  sailed  out 
with  Nostromo  on  that  fatal  night,  sir.    See,  *  To  the  memory 
of  Martin  Decoud,  his  betrothed  Antonia  Avellanos.*  Frank, 
simple,  noble.  There  yon  have  Uiat  lady,  sir,  as  she  is.  An 
exceptional  woman.  Those  who  thought  she  wonld  give  way 
to  deq)air  were  mistaken,  sir.   She  has  been  blamed  in  many 
quarters  for  not  having  taken  the  veil.  It  was  expected  of  her. 
But  Dona  Antonia  is  not  the  stuff  they  make  nuns  of.  Bishop 
Corbelan,  her  uncle,  liv^  with  her  in  the  Corbelan  town  house. 
He  is  a  fierce  sort  of  priest,  everlastingly  worrying  the  Govern- 
ment about  the  old  church  lands  and  convents.   I  believe  they 
think  a  lot  of  him  in  Rome.   Now  let  ns  go  to  the  Amarilla 
Olnb,  jnst  across  the  Plasa,  to  get  some  lonch." 

Directly  outside  the  o^edra],  on  the  very  top  of  the  noUe 
flight  of  steps,  his  voice  rose  pompously,  his  arm  foond  i^ain 
its  sweeping  gesture. 

Porvenir,  over  there  on  that  fii*st  floor,  above  those  French 
plate-glass  shop-fronts  ;  our  biggest  daily.  Conservative,  or, 
rather,  I  should  sav,  Parliamentary.  We  have  the  Parliamen- 
taiy  party  here  of  which  the  actual  Chief  of  the  State,  Don 
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Juste  Lopez,  is  the  head  ;  a  very  sagacious  man,  I  think.  A 
first-rate  intellect,  sir.  The  Democratic  party  in  opposition 
r^ts  mostly,  I  am  sorry  to  8aj»  on  these  socialistic  ItaUanSy  ur, 
with  their  secret  societies,  oamorras,  and  snch-Uke.  There  are 
lots  of  Italians  settled  here  on  the  railway  lands,  dismissed 
nawies,  mechanics,  and  so  on,  all  along  the  tronk  line.  There 
are  whole  yiHages  of  Italians  on  the  Oampo.  And  the  natives, 
too,  are  being  drawn  into  these  ways  .  .  .  American  bar  ?  Yes. 
And  over  there  you  can  see  another.    New  Yorkers  mostly 

frequent  that  one          Here  we  are  at  the  Amarilla.  Observe 

the  bishop  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  to  the  right  as  we  go  in." 

And  the  lunch  would  begin  and  terminate  its  lavish  and 
leisurely  course  at  a  little  tahle  in  the  gallery.  Captain  Mitchell 
nodding,  howing,  getting  up  to  speak  for  a  moment  to  different 
officials  in  black  clothes,  merdiants  in  jackets,  officers  in 
uniform,  middle-aged  caballeros  from  the  Campo — sallow, 
little,  nervous  men,  and  fat,  placid,  swarthy  men,  and  Europeans 
or  North  Americans  of  superior  standing,  whose  faces  looked 
very  white  amongst  the  majority  at  dark  <x)mplexionB  and 
black,  glistening  eyes. 

Captain  Mitchell  would  lay  back  in  the  chau*,  casting  around 
looks  of  satisfaction,  and  tender  over  the  table  a  case  full  of 
thick  cigars. 

**  Try  a  weed  with  your  coffee.  Local  tobacco.  The  black 
coffee  you  get  at  the  Amai-illa,  sir,  you  don't  meet  anywhere  in 
the  world.  We  get  the  bean  from  a  famous  cafeteria  in  the 
foot  hills,  whose  owner  sends  three  sacks  every  year  as  a  present 
to  his  fellow  members  in  remembrance  of  the  fight  against 
Gamacho*s  Nationals,  carried  on  from  this  very  window  by  the 
caballeros.  He  was  in  town  at  the  time,  and  took  part^  but,  to 
the  bitter  end.  It  arrires  on  three  mules — ^not  in  the  common 
way,  by  rail ;  no  fear  t — right  into  the  patio,  escorted  by 
mounted  peons,  in  charge  of  the  Mayoml  of  his  estate,  who 
walks  upstairs,  booted  and  spurred,  and  delivers  it  to  our  com- 
mittee formally  with  the  words,  *  For  the  sake  of  those  fallen 
on  the  third  of  May.*  We  call  it  Tris  de  Mayo  coffee. 
Taste  it.'' 
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Captain  Mitdiell,  witii  an  exprearion  as  tbongfa  making 

ready  to  hear  a  sermon  in  a  cliurcli,  would  lift  the  tiny  cup  to 
his  lips.  And  the  nectar  would  l3e  sipped  to  the  bottom 
during  a  restful  silence  in  a  cloud  of  cigar  smoke. 

"Look  at  this  man  in  black  just  going  out,"  he  would 
begin,  leaning  forward  hastUy.  "  This  is  the  famouB  Her- 
nandea.  Minister  of  War.  The  Timea^  special  oonespondenti, 
who  wrote  that  striking  series  of  letters  calling  the  Occidental 
Republic  the  'Treasore  Honse  of  the  World/  gave  a  whole 
article  to  him  and  the  force  he  has  organised — the  renowned 
Ciii'abiiieers  of  the  Caiupo." 

Captain  Mitcheirs  guest,  staring  curiously,  would  see  a 
figure  in  a  longtailed  black  coat  walking  gravely,  with  down-cast 
eyelids  in  a  long,  composed  face,  a  brow  furrowed  horizontally, 
a  pointed  head,  whose  grey  hair,  thin  at  the  top,  oombed  down 
caref oily  on  all  sides  and  rolled  at  the  ends,  fell  low  on  the 
neck  and  shonlden.  This,  then,  was  the  Wons  bandit  of 
whom  Enrope  had  heard  with  interest.  He  pnt  on  a  high- 
crowned  sombrero  with  a  vast  flat  brim ;  a  rosary  of  wooden 
beads  was  twisted  about  his  right  wrist.  And  Captain  Mitchell 
would  proceed — 

"  The  protector  of  the  Solaco  refugees  from  the  rage  of 
Pedrito.  As  general  of  cavalry  with  Barrios  he  distingdshed 
himself  at  the  storming  of  Tonoro,  where  Benor  Fuentes  was 
killed  with  the  last  remnant  of  the  Monterists.  He  is  the 
friend  and  humble  servant  of  Bmhop  Corbel^n.  Hears  three 
Masses  every  day.  I  bet  you  he  will  step  into  the  cathe- 
dral to  say  a  prayer  or  two  on  his  way  home  to  his  siestii." 

He  took  several  puffs  at  his  cigar  in  silence ;  then,  in  his 
best  important  manner  pronounced — 

"  The  Spanish  race,  sir,  is  prolific  of  remarkable  characters 
inevery  rank  of  life.  •  •  .  I  propose  we  go  now  into  the  billiard- 
room,  which  is  cool,  for  a  quiet  diat.  Thm*s  never  anybody 
there  till  after  five.  I  could  tell  you  episodes  of  the  Separa- 
tionist  revolution  that  would  astonish  you.  When  the  great 
heat's  over,  we'll  take  a  turn  on  the  Alameda." 

The  programme  went  on  relentless,  like  a  law  of  Nature. 
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The  tarn  on  the  Alameda  was  taken  with  alow  steps  and 
stately  renuurks. 

*'A11  ihe  great  world  of  Bnlaco  here,  sir."  Oaptain 
Mitchell  bowed  right  and  left  with  no  end  of  formality ;  then 
with  animation,  Dona  Emilia,  Mrs.  Gonld's  carriage.  Look. 
Always  white  mules.  The  kindest,  most  gracious  woman  the 
sun  ever  shone  upon.  A  great  position,  sir.  A  great  position. 
First  lady  in  Sulaco — far  before  the  President's  wife.  And 
worthy  of  it.'*  He  took  off  his  hat ;  then,  with  a  studied 
change  of  tone,  added,  negligently,  that  the  man  in  black  by  her 
side,  with  ahigh  white  collar  and  a  scarred, snarly  face,  was  Dr. 
Monygham,  Inspector  of  State  Hospitals,  chief  medi(^  officer 
of  the  Consolidated  San  Tom^  mines.  familiar  of  the 
house.  Everlastingly  there.  No  wonder.  The  Goulds  made 
him.  Very  clever  man  and  all  that,  but  I  never  liked  him. 
Nobody  docs.  I  can  recollect  him  limping  about  the  streets  in 
a  check  shirt  and  native  sandals  with  a  wator-melon  under  his 
arm — all  he  would  get  to  eat  for  the  day.  A  big-wig  now,  sir, 
and  as  nasty  as  ever.  Howeyer.  .  .  •  There's  no  doubt  he  has 
played  his  part  fairly  well  at  the  time.  He  saved  us  all  from 
the  deadly  incubus  of  Sotillo,  where  a  more  particular  man 
might  have  failed  '* 

His  arm  went  up. 

"  The  equestrian  statue  that  used  to  stand  on  the  pedestal 
over  there  has  been  removed.  It  was  an  anachronism," 
Captain  ^Mitchell  commented  obscurely.  There  is  some  talk 
of  replacing  it  by  a  marble  shaft  commemorative  of  Separation, 
with  angels  of  peace  at  the  four  comers,  and  a  bronse  Justice 
holding  an  even  balance,  all  gilt,  on  the  top.  Cavaliere  Parro« 
chetti  was  asked  to  make  a  design,  which  you  can  see  framed 
under  glass  in  the  Municipal  Sala.  Names  are  to  be  engraved 
all  round  the  base.  Well  I  They  could  do  no  better  than 
begin  with  the  name  of  Nostromo.  He  has  done  for  Separa- 
tion as  much  as  anybody  else,  and,"  added  Captain  Mitchell, 
has  got  less  than  many  others  by  it — when  it  comes  to  that." 
He  dropped  on  to  a  stone  seat  under  a  tree,  and  tapped 
invitingly  at  the  place  by  hisside.  **He  carried  to  Barrios  the 
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letters  from  Sulaoo  which  decided  the  General  to  evacuate 
Cajta  for  a  time,  and  come  to  oar  help  here  by  sea.  The 
tnuuports  wm  still  in  hftrbonr  fortnnatelj.  Sir,  I  did  not 
eyen  know  that  my  Oapttu  de  Oaigadorei  was  alive.  I  had 
no  idea.    It  mm  Dr.  Monjgham  who  oame  upon  him,  bj 
ohanoe,  in  the  Onstom  Honse,  evacnated  an  honr  or  two  before 
by  the  wi-ctched  Sotillo.    I  Wiis  never  told  ;  never  given  a 
hint,  notliini^ — as  if  I  were  unworthy  of  confidence.  Mony- 
crhara  arranged  it  all.    He  went  to  the  railway  yards,  and  got 
admission  to  the  Engineer-in-chief,  who,  for  the  sake  of  the 
Oonlda  as  mnch  as  for  anything  elae^  consented  to  let  an 
engine  make  a  dash  down  the  line,  one  hundred  and  eighl^  miles, 
with  Nostromo  aboard.  It  was  the  only  way  to  get  him  awaj. 
In  the  Ctonstmotion  Oamp  at  the  rail-head,  he  obtained  a 
hor.se,  arms,  some  clothinir,  and  started  alone  on  that  marvel- 
lous ride — four  hundred  miles  iu  six  days,  throui^h  a  disturbed 
country,  ending  by  the  feat  of  passing  through  the  Monterist 
lines  outside  Cayta.   The  history  of  that  ride,  sir,  would  make 
a  most  ezoithig  book.   He  carried  all  oar  lives  in  his  pocket. 
Devotion,  oonnige,  fidelity,  intelligence  were  not  enough.  Of 
coarse,  he  was  perfectly  fearleei  and  inocHraptible.    Bnt  a 
man  was  wanted  that  woald  know  how  to  sncoeed.  He  was 
that  man,  sir.    On  the  fifth  of  May,  being  practically  a 
prisoner  in  the  Harbour  Office  of  my  Company,  I  suddenly 
heard  the  whistle  of  an  engine  in  the  railway  yards,  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  away.   I  could  not  believe  my  ears.  I  made  one 
jnmp  on  to  the  balcony,  and  beheld  a  locomotiye  under  a 
great  head  of  steam  ran  ont  of  the  yard  gstes,  soreeohing  like 
mad,  enveloped  in  a  white  dood,  and  then,  jast  abreast  of 
old  Viola's  inn,  check  almost  to  a  standstill.   I  made  out,  sir, 
a  man — I  couldn't  tell  who — dash  out  of  the  Albcrgo  d'ltalia 
Fna,  climb  into  the  cab,  and  then,  sir,  that  engine  seemed 
positively  to  leap  clear  of  the  bouse,  and  Wiis  gone  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye.   As  you  blow  a  candle  out,  sir  I  There 
was  a  first-rate  driver  on  the  foot-plate,  sir,  I  can  tell  yoo. 
They  were  fired  heavily  upon  by  the  National  Guards  in  Bincon 
and  one  other  place,  Fortonately  the  line  had  not  been  torn 
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up.  In  four  hours  they  reached  the  ConBtructiou  Camp. 
Nostromo  had  his  start.  .  .  .  The  rest  yonkoow.  YouVe  got 
only  to  look  ronnd  yon.  There  ore  people  on  this  Alameda 
that  ride  in  their  carriages,  or  even  are  alive  at  all  to-day, 
becanse  yean  ago  I  engaged  a  runaway  Italian  sailor  for  a 
foreman  of  our  wharf  simply  on  the  strength  of  his  looks. 
And  that's  a  fact.  You  can't  get  over  it,  sir.  On  the  seven- 
teenth of  May,  just  twelve  days  after  I  saw  the  man  from  the 
Casa  Viola  get  on  the  engine,  and  wondered  what  it  meaut, 
Barrios'  transports  were  entering  this  harboor,  and  the 
'  Treasure  Honse  of  the  World,'  as  the  Tinm  man  calls  Solaco 
in  his  book,  was  saved  intact  for  civilisation—for  a  great 
fntnre,  sir.  Pedrito,  with  Hemandes  on  the  west,  and  the  San 
Tome  miners  pressing  on  the  land  gate,  was  not  able  to  oppose 
the  landing.  He  had  been  sending  messages  to  Sotillo  for  a 
week  to  join  him.  Had  Sotillo  done  so  there  would  have  been 
massacres  and  proscription  that  would  have  left  no  man  or 
woman  of  position  aUve.  But  that's  where  Dr.  Monygham 
comBS  in.  Sotillo,  blind  and  deaf  to  everything,  stock  on 
board  his  steamer  watching  the  dragging  for  silver,  which 
he  believed  to  be  sank  at  the  bottom  of  the  harbonr.  They 
say  that  for  the  last  three  days  he  was  ont  of  his  mind,  raving 
and  foaming  with  disappointment  at  getting  nothing,  flying 
about  the  deck,  and  yelling  cm*ses  at  the  boats  with  the  drags 
ordering  them  in,  and  then  suddenly  stamping  his  foot  and 
crying  out,  *  And  yet  it  is  there  1  I  see  it  I  I  feel  it  I "' 

"  He  was  preparing  to  hang  Dr.  Monygham  (whom  he  had 
on  board)  at  the  end  of  the  after-derrick,  when  the  first  of 
Barrios*  transports,  one  of  our  own  ships  at  that,  steamed  right 
in,  and  ranging  close  alongside,  opened  a  small-arm  fire  without 
as  much  preliminaries  as  a  hail.  It  was  the  completest  surprise 
in  the  world,  sir.  They  were  too  astounded  at  first  to  bolt 
below.  Men  were  falUng  right  and  left  like  ninepins.  It's  a 
miracle  that  Monygham,  standing  on  the  after-hatch  with  the 
rope  already  round  his  neck,  escaped  being  riddled  through  and 
through  like  a  sieve.  He  told  me  since  that  he  had  given 
himself  op  for  lost,  and  kept  on  yelling  mtix  all  ib»  strength 
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of  his  lungs :  '  Hoist  a  white  flag  I  Hoist  a  white  flag  ! '  Sud- 
denly an  old  major  of  the  Esmeralda  regiment,  standing  bj, 
muhelhthcd  his  sword  with  a  shriek :  *  Die,  perjured  traitor  I ' 
and  nm  Sotillo  dean  throngh  the  body,  joat  ;.before  he  fell 
himflelf  shot  through  tiie  head.** 

Captain  Mitchell  stopped  for  a  while. 

"  Begad,  sir  !  I  could  spin  you  a  yam  for  hours.  But  it's 
time  we  started  off  to  Rincou.  It  would  not  do  for  you  to 
pa«5s  tlirougli  SuImco  and  not  see  the  lights  of  the  San  Tom6 
mine,  a  whole  mountain  ablaze  like  a  lighted  palace  above  the 
dark  Campo.  It*s  a  fashionable  drive.  .  •  .  Bnt  let  me  tell 
yon  one  little  anecdote,  sir ;  just  to  show  you.  A  fortnight 
or  more  later,  wiien  Barrios,  declared  Generalissimo,  was  gone 
in  pnnniit  of  Pedrito  away  soath,  when  the  Provisional  Junta, 
with  Don  Juste  Lopez  at  its  head,  had  promulgated  the  new 
Constitution,  and  our  Don  Carlos  Gould  was  packing  up  his 
trunks  bound  on  a  mission  to  San  Francisco  and  Washington 
(the  United  States,  sir,  were  the  flrst  great  power  to  recognise 
the  Occidental  Bepuhlic) — a  fortnight  later,  I  say,  yrhsm.  we 
were  beginning  to  feel  that  our  heads  were  still  on  our 
shoulders,  if  I  ^ms^  express  myself  so,  a  prominent  man,  a 
foreigner,  a  large  shipper  by  our  line,  came  to  see  me  on 
business,  and,  says  he,  the  first  thing  :  *  I  say,  Captain  Mitchell, 
is  that  fellow  (meaning  Nostromo)  still  the  Capataz  of  your 
Cargadores  or  not  ? '  *  What's  the  matter  ?  '  says  I.  *  Because, 
if  he  is,  then  I  don't  mind  ;  I  send  and  receive  a  good  lot  of 
cargo  by  your  ships ;  but  I  have  obsmed  him  sevens  days 
loafing  about  the  wharf,  and  just  now  he  stopped  me  as  cool  as 
you  please,  with  a  request  for  a  cigar.  Now,  you  know,  my 
cigars  are  rather  special,  and  I  oan*t  get  them  so  eaafly  as  all 
that.'  *  I  Lope  you  stretched  a  point,'  I  said  very  ixeutly. 
*Why,  yes.  But  it's  a  confounded  nuisance.  The  fellow's 
everlastingly  cadging  for  smokes.'  Sir,  I  turned  my  eyes  away, 
and  then  asked,  'Weren't  you  one  of  the  prisoners  in  the 
Cabiklo  ? '  *  You  know  very  well  I  was,  and  in  chains,  too, 
says  he.  '  And  under  a  fine  of  fifteen  thousand  dollars  ? '  He 
coloured,  sir,  because  it  got  about  that  he  lunted  ftom  fright 
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when  th^came  to  arrest  him,  and  then  behaved  before  Fnentea 
in  a  manner  to  make  the  very  poUcianos,  who  had  dragged  him 
there  by  the  hair  of  his  head,  smile  at  his  cringing.  *  Yes,'  he 
says,  in  a  sort  of  shy  way.  *  Why  ?  *  *  Oh,  nothing.  You 
stood  to  lose  a  tidy  bit,'  says  I,  even  if  you  saved  your  life.  .  .  . 
But  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? '  He  never  even  aaw  the  point. 
Not  he.   And  that's  how  the  world  wagB,  sir." 

He  rose  a  little  stiffly,  and  the  drive  to  Bincon  would  be 
taken  with  only  one  philosophical  remark,  uttered  by  the 
merciless  cioerone,  with  his  eyes  fixed  npon  the  lights  of  San 
Tome,  that  seemed  suspended  in  the  dark  night  between  earth 
and  heaven. 

**  A  great  power,  this,  for  good  and  evil,  sir.    A  great 

power." 

And  the  dinner  of  the  Mirliflores  would  be  eaten,  excellent 
as  to  cooking,  and  leaving  npon  the  traveller's  mind  an  im- 
pression that  there  were  in  Snlaoo  many  pleasant,  able  yonng 
men  with  salaries  apparently  too  large  for  their  discretion, 

and  amongst  them  a  few,  mostly  Anglo-Saxon,  skilled  in 
the  art  of,  as  the  saying  is,  taking  a  rise  "  out  of  his  kind 
host. 

With  a  rapid,  jingling  drive  to  the  harbour  in  a  two-wheeled 
machine  (which  Captain  Mitchell  called  a  curricle)  behind  a 
fleet  and  scraggy  mnle  beaten  all  the  time  by  an  obviously 
Neapolitan  driver,  the  cycle  would  be  nearly  closed  before 
the  lighted-up  offices  of  the  OSJS,  Company,  remaining  open 
Bo  late  beciiu.se  of  the  steamer.  Nearly — but  not  quite. 

"  Ten  o'clock.  Your  ship  won't  be  ready  to  leave  till  half- 
past  twelve,  if  by  then.  Come  in  for  a  brandy  and  soda  and 
one  more  cigar." 

And  in  the  superintendent's  private  room  the  privileged 
passenger  by  the  Cens^  or  JunOy  or  FallaSy  stunned  and  as  it 
were  annih^ated  mentally  by  a  sudden  surfeit  of  sights,  Bounds^ 
names,  facts,  and  complicated  information  imperfectly  appre- 
hended, would  listen  like  a  tired  chUd  to  a  fairy  tale ;  would  hear 
a  voice,  familiar  and  surprising  in  its  pompousness,  tell  him,  as  if 
from  another  world,  how  there  was    in  this  very  harbour  "  an 
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international  naval  demonstration,  which  put  an  end  to  the  Costa- 
goana-Solaco  War.  How  the  United  States  ctw&t^  PowhaUan^ 
was  the  first  to  Balnte  the  Oooidental  fiag^white,  with  a  wreath 
of  green  laorel  in  the  middle  enoircling  a  yellow  amarilla  flower. 
Would  hear  how  General  Montero,  in  less  than  a  month  after 
proclaiming  himself  Emperor  of  Costaguana,  was  shot  dead 
(daring  a  solemn  and  public  distribution  of  orders  and  crosses) 
by  a  young  artillery  officer,  the  brother  of  his  then  mistress. 

"  The  abominable  Pedrito,  sir,  fled  the  country,"  l^e  Toioe 
wonld  say.  And  it  wonld  continue :  A  captain  of  one  of  onr 
ships  told  me  lately  that  he  recognised  Pedrito  the  QneriUoo, 
arrayed  in  purple  slippers  and  a  velvet  smoking-cap  with  a  gold 
tassel,  keeping  a  disorderly  house  in  one  of  the  southern 
ports.** 

"  Abominable  Pedrito  !  Who  the  devil  was  he  ?  would 
wonder  the  distinguished  bird  of  passage,  hovering  on  the  con- 
fines of  waking  and  sleep  with  resolutely  open  eyes  and  a  faint 
bnt  amiable  carl  npon  his  lips,  from  between  which  stock  ont 
the  eighteenth  or  twentieth  cigar  of  that  memorable  day. 

**He  appeared  to  me  in  this  very  room  like  a  haonting 
ghost,  sir" — Captain  Mitchell  was  talking  of  his  Nostromo 
with  true  warmth  of  feeling  and  a  touch  of  wistful  pride. 
•*  You  may  imagine,  sir,  what  an  effect  it  produced  on  me.  He 
had  come  round  by  sea  with  Barrios,  of  course.  And  the  fii*st 
thing  he  told  me  after  I  became  fit  to  hear  him  was  tbat  he 
had  picked  np  the  lighter*s  boat  floating  in  the  golf  1  He 
seemed  qnite  overcome  by  tiiat  circomstanoe.  And  a  remark- 
able enough  circnmstance  it  was,  when  yon  remember  that  it 
was  then  sixteen  days  since  the  sinking  of  the  silver.  At  once 
I  could  see  he  was  another  man.  He  stared  at  the  wall,  sir,  as 
if  there  had  been  a  spider  or  something  running  about  there. 
The  loss  of  the  silver  preyed  on  his  mind.  The  first  thing  he 
asked  me  about  was  whether  Dofiia  Antonia  had  heard  yet  of 
Decond*8  death.  His  voice  trenbted.  I  had  to  tell  him  th»t 
Dofia  Antonia,  as  a  matter  of  fsct,  was  not  ttoi  badk  in  town 
yei  Poor  giri !  And  jnst  as  I  was  nmking  ready  to  ask  him 
u  thousand  questions,  with  a  sudden,  '  Pardon  me,  scnor,*  be 
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cleared  out  of  the  ollioe  altogether.  I  did  not  see  him  again 
for  three  days.  I  was  terribly  busy,  yon  know.  It  seems  that 
he  wandered  about  in  and  out  of  the  town,  and  <m  two  nights 
tamed  np  to  sleep  in  the  beraooons  of  the  milway  people.  He 
seemed  aheolntely  indifferent  to  what  went  on.  I  asked  hun  on 
the  wharf,  *  When  are  yon  going  to  take  hold  again,  Nostromo  ? 
There  will  be  plenty  of  work  for  the  Cargadores  presently.' 

"*Senor,*  says  he,  looking  at  me  in  a  slow,  inquisitive 
manner,  *  would  it  surprise  you  to  hear  that  I  am  too  tired  to 
work  just  yet.  And  what  work  could  I  do  now  ?  How  can  I 
look  my  Cargadores  in  the  face  after  losing  a  lighter  ?  * 

" I  begged  him  not  to  think  anymore  abont  the  silver,  and 
he  smiled.  A  smile  that  went  to  my  heart,  sir.  'It  was  no 
mistake,*  I  told  him.  *  It  was  a  fatality.  A  thing  that  oonld 
not  be  helped.'  *  Si,  si  1 '  he  said,  and  tui'ued  away.  I 
thought  it  best  to  leave  him  alone  for  a  bit  to  get  over  it. 
Sir,  it  took  him  years  really,  to  get  over  it.  I  was  present  at 
his  interview  with  Don  Carlos.  I  must  say  that  Gould  is 
rather  a  cold  man.  He  had  learned  to  keep  a  tight  hand  on 
his  feelings,  dealing  with  thieves  and  rascals,  in  constant 
danger  of  rain  for  himself  and  wife  for  so  many  years,  that  it 
had  become  a  second  nature.  They  looked  at  each  other  for 
a  long  time.  Don  Carlos  asked  what  he  could  do  for  him,  in 
his  quiet,  reserved  way. 

•*  *  My  name  is  kuuwu  from  one  end  of  Sulaco  to  the  other,' 
he  said,  as  quiet  as  the  other.  *  AVhat  more  can  you  do  for  me  ? ' 
That  was  all  that  passed  on  that  occasion.  Later  on,  however, 
there  was  a  very  fine  coasting  schooner  for  sale,  and  Mrs. 
Gonld  and  I  pat  oar  heads  together  to  get  her  bought  and 
presented  to  Mm.  It  was  done,  but  he  paid  all  the  jnioe  back 
within  the  next  three  years.  Business  was  booming  all  along 
this  seaboard,  fcir.  Moreover,  that  man  always  succeeded  in 
everything  except  in  saving  the  silver.  Poor  Dona  Antonia, 
fresh  from  her  terrible  experiences  in  the  woods  of  Los  Matos, 
had  an  interview  with  him  too.  Wanted  to  hear  about  Decoud : 
what  they  said,  what  they  did,  what  they  thought  np  to  the 
last  on  that  fatal  night.  Mrs.  GK>uld  told  me  his  manner  was 
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perfect  for  quietness  and  sympathy.  Miss  Avellanos  burst  into 
tears  only  wheu  he  told  her  how  Decoud  had  happened  to  say 
that  his  plan  would  be  a  glorious  sacoess.  •  .  .  And  there's 
no  doabt,  sir,  that  it  is.   It  is  a  snooeflB." 

The  (^de  was  about  to  dose  at  last.  And  while  the 
priYil^;ed  paBBenger,  shiTering  with  the  pleasant  antidpationB 
of  his  berth,  forgot  to  ask  himself ,  ^  What  on  earth  Deoond*8 
plan  could  be  ? "  Captain  Mitchell  was  saying,  **  Sorry  we 
must  part  so  soon.  Your  intelligent  interest  made  this  a 
pleasant  day  to  me.  I  Bliall  see  you  now  on  board.  You  had 
a  glimpse  of  the  *  Treiisure  House  of  the  World.'  A  very  good 
name  that.'*  And  the  coxswain's  voice  at  the  door,  announc- 
ing that  the  gig  was  ready,  closed  the  cycle. 

Nostiomo  hady  indeed,  found  the  lighter*s  boat,  which  he 
had  left  on  ihe  Great  Isabd  with  Deooud,  floating  empty 
far  out  in  the  gulf.  He  was  then  on  the  bridge  of  the  first  of 
Burrius'  transports,  and  within  an  hour's  steaming  from  Sulaco. 
Barrios,  always  delighted  with  a  feat  of  daring  and  a  good 
judge  of  courage,  had  taken  a  great  liking  to  the  Capataz. 
During  all  the  passage  round  the  coast  the  General  kept 
Nostromo  near  his  person,  addressing  him  frequently  in  that 
abrupt  and  boisterous  mann»  which  was  the  sign  of  his  high 
favour. 

Noetromo's  eyes  were  the  first  to  catoh,  wide  on  the  bow, 

the  tiny,  elusive  dark  speck,  which,  alone  with  the  forms  of  the 
three  Isabels  right  ahead,  appeared  on  the  flat,  shimmering 
emptiness  of  the  gulf.  There  are  times  when  no  fact  should 
be  neglected  as  inaignifioant ;  a  small  boat  so  far  from  the  land 
might  have  had  some  meaning  worth  finding  out.  At  a  nod  of 
consent  from  Barrios  the  transport  swept  out  of  her  courBe, 
passing  near  enough  to  ascertain  that  no  one  manned  the  little 
cockle-shell.  It  was  merely  a  common  small  boat  gone  adrift 
with  her  oars  in  her.  But  Nostromo,  to  whose  mind  Decoud 
had  been  insistently  present  for  days,  had  long  before  recog- 
nised with  excitement  the  dinghy  of  the  lighter. 

There  oould  be  no  question  of  stoppmg  to  pick  np  that 
thing.  Every  minute  of  time  was  momentous  with  the  Uvea 
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aud  futures  of  a  whole  town.  The  head  of  the  leading  ship, 
with  the  General  on  board,  fell  off  to  her  course.  Behind  her, 
the  fleet  of  transports,  scattered  haphazard  over  a  mile  or  so  in 
the  ofi&Qg,  like  the  finish  of  an  ocean  race,  preeBod  on,  all  black 
and  smoking  on  the  western  sky. 

Mi  General,"  Noetromo's  voice  rang  out  loud,  but  quiet, 
from  behind  a  group  of  officen,  I  should  like  to  lave  that 
little  boat  For  Dios,  I  know  her.  She  belongs  to  my 
Company." 

"And,  por  Dios,"  gnffawed  Barrios,  in  a  noisy,  good- 
humoured  voice,  "  you  belong  to  me.  I  am  going  to  make  a 
captain  of  cavalry  out  of  you  directly  we  get  within  sight  of  a 
horse  again." 

I  can  swim  far  better  than  I  can  ride,  mi  General,"  cried 
Noetrooio,  pushing  through  to  the  rail  with  a  set  stare  in  his 
eyes.  "Letme— '* 

"Let  you ?  What  a  oonceited  fellow  that  is,*' bantered 
the  General,  jovially,  without  even  looking  at  him.  "  him 
go  I  Ha  I  ha  I  ha  I  He  wants  me  to  admit  that  we  cannot 
take  Snlaco  without  him  !  Ha  I  ha  1  ha  I  Would  you  like  to 
swim  off  to  her,  my  son  ?  " 

A  tremendous  shout  from  one  end  of  the  ship  to  the  other 
stopped  his  guffaw.  Nostromo  had  leaped  overboard  ;  and  his 
black  head  Isobbed  up  far  away  already  from  the  ship.  The 
General  muttered  an  appalled  "  Oielo  1  Sinner  that  I  am  I "  in 
a  thunderstruck  tone.  One  anxious  ghmoe  was  enough  to  show 
him  that  Nostromo  was  swimming  with  perfect  ease ;  and  then 
he  thundered  terribly,  "No  I  no  I  We  shall  not  stop  to  pick  up 
this  impertinent  fellow.    Let  him  drown— that  mad  Capataz." 

Nothing  short  of  main  force  would  have  kept  Nostromo 
from  leaping  overboard.  That  empty  boat,  coming  out  to  meet 
him  mysteriously,  as  if  rowed  by  an  invisible  spectre,  exercised 
the  fascination  of  soHie  ugn,  of  some  warning,  seemed  to 
answer  in  a  startling  and  enigmatic  way,  the  persistent  thought 
of  a  treasure  and  of  a  man*s  fate.  He  would  have  leaped  if 
there  Lad  been  death  in  that  half-mile  of  water.  It  was  as 
smooth  as  a  pond,  and  for  some  reusou  sharks  are  unknown  iu 
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the  Pkdd  Onlf,  though  on  the  other  side  of  the  Punta  Mala 
the  coastline  swarms  with  them. 

The  Capataz  seized  hold  of  the  stern  and  blew  with  force. 
A  queer,  faint  feeling  had  come  over  him  while  he  swam.  He 
had  to  get  rid  of  his  boots  and  coat  in  the  water.  He  hong  on 
for  a  tiiii6y  regaining  his  breath.  In  the  diatance  the  tiansportBy 
more  in  a  bnnch  now,  held  on  straight  for  Snlaeo  with  thm 
air  of  friendly  contest,  of  nantioal  sport,  of  a  regatta ;  and  the 
united  smoke  of  their  fnnnels  drove  like  a  thin,  sulphurous 
fogbauk  right  over  bis  head.  It  was  his  daring,  his  courage, 
his  act  that  had  set  these  ships  in  motion  upon  the  sea,  hurry- 
ing on  to  save  the  lives  and  fortunes  of  the  Blancos,  the  task- 
masters of  the  people ;  to  save  the  San  Tom^  mine ;  to  save 
the  children. 

With  a  yigorons  and  skilf  ol  effort  he  clambered  over  the 
stem.  The  very  boat  I  No  doobt  of  it ;  no  doubt  idiateyer. 
It  was  the  dinghy  of  the  lighter  No.  8 — the  dinghy  left  with 

Martin  Decoud  ou  the  Great  Isabel  so  that  he  should  have  some 
means  to  help  himself  if  nothing  could  be  done  for  him  from 
the  shore.  And  here  she  had  come  out  to  meet  him,  empty 
and  inexplicable.  What  had  become  of  Decoud  ?  The 
Oapataz  made  a  minute  examination.  He  looked  for  some 
scratohf  for  some  mark,  for  some  sign.  All  he  discovered  was 
a  brown  stain  on  the  gonwale  abreast  of  the  thwart.  He  bent 
his  face  over  it  and  nibbed  hard  with  his  finger.  Then  he  sat 
down  iu  the  stern  sheets,  passive,  with  his  knees  close  together 
and  legs  aslant. 

Streaming  from  head  to  foot,  with  his  hair  and  whiskers 
hanging  lank  and  dripping,  and  a  lustreless  stare  ii^ed  upon 
the  bottom  boards,  the  Gapatas  of  the  Sulaco  Oaigadores 
resembled  a  drowned  corpse  oome  up  from  the  bottom  to  idle 
away  the  sonset  boor  in  a  small  boat.  The  excitement  of  his 
adventuroos  ride,  the  excitement  of  the  retnm  in  time,  of 
achievement,  of  siieccss,  all  this  excitement  centred  round  the 
associated  ideas  of  the  great  treasure  and  of  the  only  other 
man  wlio  knew  of  its  existence,  had  departed  from  him.  To 
the  very  last  moment  he  had  been  cudgelling  his  brains  as  to 
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how  he  could  manage  to  visit  the  Great  Isabel  without  loss  of 
time  and  undetected.  For  the  idea  of  secrecy  had  come  to  be 
ooimected  with  the  treasure  so  doselj  that  even  to  Barrios 
himself  he  had  refrained  from  mentioning  the  ezistenoe  of 
Decond  and  of  the  silver  on  the  island.  The  letters  he  earned 
to  ihe  General,  however,  made  brief  mention  of  the  loss  of  the 
lighter,  as  having  its  bearing  upon  the  situation  in  Sulaco.  In 
the  circumstances,  the  one-eyed  tiger-slayer,  scenting  battle 
from  afar,  had  not  wasted  his  time  in  making  inquiries  from 
the  messenger.  In  fact,  Barrios,  talking  with  Nostromo,  as- 
sumed that  both  Don  Martin  Decond  and  the  ingots  of  San 
Tom6  were  lost  together,  and  Nostromo,  not  questioned 
directly,  had  kept  silent,  nnder  the  influence  of  some  inde- 
finable form  of  resentment  and  distmst.  Let  Don  Martin 
Bpeak  of  everything  with  his  own  lips — was  what  he  told 
himself  mentally. 

And  now,  with  the  means  of  gaining  the  Great  Isabel 
thrown  thus  in  his  way  at  the  earliest  possible  moment,  his 
excitement  had  departed,  as  when  the  sonl  takes  flight  leaving 
the  body  inert  upon  an  earth  it  knows  no  more.  Nostromo  did 
not  seem  to  know  the  gulf.  For  a  long  .time  even  his  eyelids 
did  not  flutter  once  upon  the  glazed  emptiness  of  his  stare. 
Then  slowly,  without  a  limb  having  stirred,  without  a  twitch 
of  muscle  or  quiver  of  an  eyelash,  an  expression,  a  living  ex- 
pression came  upon  the  still  features,  deep  thought  crept  into 
the  empty  stare — as  if  an  outcast  soul,  a  quiet  brooding  soul, 
finding  that  untenanted  body  in  its  way  had  come  in  stealthily 
to  take  possession. 

The  Capaias  frowned ;  and  in  the  immense  stillness  of  sea, 
islands,  and  coast,  of  doud  forms  on  the  sky  and  trails  of  light 
upon  the  water,  the  knitting  of  that  brow  had  the  emphiisis  of 
a  powerful  gesture.  Nothing  else  budged  for  a  long  time,  then 
the  Caputaz  shook  his  head  and  again  suiTcndered  himself  to 
the  universal  repose  of  all  visible  things.  Suddenly  he  seised 
the  oars,  and  with  one  movement  made  the  dinghy  sjnn  round, 
head-on  to  the  Great  Isabel.  But  before  he  began  to  pull  he 
bent  onoe  more  over  the  brown  stain  on  the  gunwale. 
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**I  know  that  thing,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  with  a 
Bagacious  jerk  of  the  head.     That's  blood.'* 

His  stroka  was  long,  vigorous,  and  steady.  Now  and  then 
b«  looked  over  hk  ahoalder  at  thte  Gveal  Isabel,  presentiiig  its 
low  dlff  to  hia  anzioQS  gase  like  an  impenetial^  Ib^  At  last 
the  stem  tondied  the  steand.  He  flung,  rather  thun  dragged 
the  boat  up  the  little  beach.  At  once,  turning  his  back 
upon  the  sunset,  he  plunged  with  long  strides  into  the  ravine, 
making  the  water  of  the  stream  spurt  and  fly  upwards  at 
every  step,  as  if  spurning  its  shallow,  dear,  murmuring  spirit, 
with  his  feet   He  wanted  to  save  every  moment  of  daylight. 

A  mass  of  earth,  gnss,  and  smashed  bashes  had  Mien  down 
very  natmnaUj  from  above  upon  the  cavity  under  Uie  leaning 
tree.  Deoond  had  attended  to  the  oonoei^ent  of  the  silver  as 
instructed,  using  the  spade  with  some  intelligence.  But 
Nostromo's  half-smile  of  approval  changed  into  a  scornful  curl 
of  the  lip  by  the  sight  of  tlie  spade  itself  flung  there  in  full 
view,  as  if  in  utter  carelessness  or  sudden  panic,  giving  away 
the  whole  thing.  Ah  I  They  were  ail  alike  in  their  foUy, 
these  homhrm  ftms  that  invented  laws  and  governments  vod 
barren  tasks  for  the  people. 

The  Oapataa  fHolred  np  the  i^e,  and  wi^  the  feel  of  thb 
handle  in  his  palm  the  desire  of  having  a  look  at  the  horse-hide 
boxes  of  treasure  came  upon  him  suddenly.  In  a  very  few 
strokes  he  uncovered  the  edges  and  corners  of  several ;  then, 
clearing  away  more  earth,  became  aware  that  one  of  them 
had  been  slashed  with  a  knife. 

He  exclaimed  at  that  discovery  in  a  stifled  voice,  and 
dropped  on  hk  knees  with  a  look  of  irrational  apprehension 
over  one  shoulder,  then  over  tiie  otlm.  The  stUF  hide  had 
dosed,  and  he  hesitated  before  he  pndied  his  hand  through  the 
long  slit  and  felt  the  ingots  inside.  There  they  were.  One, 
two,  three.  Yes,  four  gone.  Taken  away.  Four  ingots. 
But  who  ?  Decoud  ?  Nobody  else.  And  why  ?  For  what 
purpose  ?  For  what  cursed  fancy  ?  Let  him  explain.  Four 
ingots  carried  off  in  a  boat,  and — blood  I 

In  the  faoe  of  the  open  gulf,  the  ran,  dear,  undouded, 
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unaltered,  plunged  into  the  waters  in  a  grave  and  ontronbled 
mystery  of  self-immolation  oonsnmmated  far  from  all  mortal 
6y«B,  with  aa  infinite  majesty  of  silence  and  peace.  Fonr 
ingots  short  I<-and  blood  I 
The  Oapataz  got  np  slowly. 

"  He  might  simply  have  cut  his  hand/*  he  muttered, 
"  But,  then  " 

He  sat  down  on  the  soft  earth,  unresisting,  as  if  he  had 
been  chained  to  the  treasure,  his  drawn-np  legs  clasped  in  his 
hands  with  an  air  of  hopeless  snbmissiony  like  a  dave  set  on 
gnaid.  Onoe  only  he  lifted  his  head  smartly :  the  rattle  of 
hot  mnsketiy  fire  had  reached  his  ears,  like  ponring  from  on 
high  a  stream  of  dry  peas  upon  a  dram.  After  listening  for  a 
while,  he  said,  half  alond — 

"  He  will  never  come  back  to  explain.'* 

And  he  lowered  his  head  again. 

"  Impossible  !  "  he  muttered,  gloomily. 

The  sounds  of  firing  died  out.  The  loom  of  a  great  con- 
flagration in  Sulaco  flashed  np  red  above  the  coast,  played  on 
the  olonds  at  the  head  of  the  gulf,  seemed  to  touch  with  a 
mddy  and  sinister  reflection  the  forms  of  the  Three  Isabels, 
He  never  saw  it,  though  he  raised  his  head. 

**But,  then,  I  cannot  know,"  he  pronounced^  distinctly,  and 
remained  silent  and  staring  for  hours. 

He  could  not  know.  Nobody  was  to  know.  As  might 
have  been  supposed,  the  end  of  Don  Mnrtin  Decoud  never 
became  a  subjt^ct  of  speculation  for  any  one  except  Nostromo. 
Had  the  truth  of  the  facts  been  known,  there  would  always 
have  remained  the  question.  Why  ?  Whereas  the  version  ci 
his  death  at  the  sinking  of  the  lighter  had  no  uncertainty  of 
motive.  The  young  apostle  of  Separation  had  died  striving  for 
his  idea  by  an  ever-lamented  accident.  But  the  truth  was  that 
he  died  from  solitude,  the  enemy  known  but  to  few  on  this 
earth,  and  whom  only  the  simplest  of  us  are  fit  to  withstand. 
The  brilliant  Costaguanero  of  the  boulevards  had  died  from 
solitude  and  want  of  faith  in  himself  and  others. 

For  some  good  and  valid  reasons  beyond  mere  human 
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oomprehension,  the  sea-birds  of  the  golf  shun  the  Isabels.  The 
roo^  bead  of  Asnan  is  their  haim^  ^oee  stony  levels  aad 
obasms  resound  with  their  wild  snd  tmnoltnoos  damonr,  as  if 
they  were  for  ever  qnarrellmg  over  the  legmidarj  treasure. 

At  the  end  of  his  first  day  on  the  Great  Isabel,  Decond, 
taming  in  his  lair  of  coarse  grass,  under  the  shade  of  a  tree, 
said  to  himself — 

"  I  have  not  seen  as  much  as  one  single  bird  all  day.** 

And  he  had  not  heard  a  sound,  either,  all  day  bat  that  one 
now  of  his  own  mnttermg  voice.  It  had  been  a  day  of  abso- 
lute silence— the  first  he  had  known  in  his  life.  And  he  had 
not  slept  a  wink.  Not  for  all  these  wakef ni  nig^  and  the 
days  of  fighting,  planning,  talking  ;  not  for  all  tbit  last  night 
of  danger  and  bard  physical  toil  upon  the  gulf,  had  he  been 
able  to  close  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  And  yet  from  sunrise 
to  sunset  he  had  been  lying  prone  on  the  ground,  either  on  his 
back  or  on  his  face. 

He  stretched  himself,  and  with  slow  steps  descended  into 
the  gnlly  to  spend  the  night  by  the  side  of  tiie  sOver.  If 
Nostromo  retomed — as  he  may  have  done  at  any  moment— 
it  was  there  that  he  woold  look  first ;  and  night  wonM,  of 
course,  be  the  proper  time  for  an  attempt  to  communicate.  He 
remembered  with  profound  indifference  that  he  had  not  eaten 
anything  yet  since  he  had  been  left  alone  on  the  island. 

He  spent  the  night  open-eyed,  and  when  the  day  broke  he 
ate  something  with  the  same  indilf  erence.  The  brilliant  "  Son 
Decoud,"  the  spoiled  darling  of  the  family,  the  lover  of  Antonia 
and  journalist  of  Sulaco,  was  not  fit  to  grapple  with  himself 
single-handed.  Solitude  from  mere  ontward  condition  of 
existence  becomes  very  swiftly  a  state  of  soul  in  which  the 
affectations  of  irony  and  scepticism  have  no  place.  It  takes 
possession  of  the  rniud,  and  drives  forth  the  thought  into  the 
exile  of  utter  unbelief.  After  three  days  of  waiting  for  the 
sight  of  some  human  face,  Decond  caught  himself  entertaining 
a  doubt  of  his  own  iudiyidnality.  It  had  merged  into  the 
world  of  cloud  and  water,  of  natural  forces  and  forms  of 
natnre.    In  our  activity  alone  do  we  find  the  sustaining 
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illiudon  of  an  independent  existenoe  as  against  the  whole 
fioheme  of  things  of  which  we  f  oim  a  helpleBB  part.  Deoond 
loBt  all  belief  in  the  reality  of  his  action  past  and  to  come. 
On  the  fifth  day  an  immense  melancholy  descended  npon  him 

palpably.  He  resolved  not  to  give  himself  up  hopelessly  to 
these  people  in  Sulaco,  who  had  beset  him,  unreal  and  terrible, 
like  jibbering  and  obscene  spectres.  He  saw  himself  struggling 
feebly  in  their  midst,  and  Antonia,  gigantic  and  lovely  like  an 
allegorical  statue,  looking  on  with  scornful  eyes  at  his  weakness. 

Not  a  living  being,  not  a  speck  of  distant  sail,  appeared 
within  the  range  of  his  vision ;  and,  as  if  to  escape  from  this 
solitude,  he  absorbed  himself  in  his  melancholy.  The  vague 
consciousness  of  a  misdirecfced  life  given  np  to  impnkes,  whose 
memory  left  a  bitter  taste  in  his  mouth,  was  the  first  moral 
sentiment  of  his  manhood.  But  at  the  same  time  he  felt  no 
remorse.  What  should  he  regret  ?  He  had  recognised  no 
other  virtue  than  intelligence,  and  had  erected  passions  into 
duties.  Both  his  intelligence  and  his  passion  were  swallowed 
up  easily  in  this  great  unbroken  solitude  of  waiting  without 
faith.  Sleeplessness  had  robbed  his  will  of  all  energy,  for  he 
had  not  slept  seven  hours  in  the  seven  days.  His  sadness  was 
the  sadness  of  a  sceptical  mind.  He  beheld  the  universe  as  a 
succession  of  incomprehensible  images.  Nostromo  was  dead. 
Everything  had  failed  ignominiously.  He  no  longer  dared  to 
think  of  Antonia.  She  had  not  survived.  But  if  she  survived 
he  could  not  face  her.   And  all  exertion  seemed  senseless. 

On  the  tenth  day,  after  a  night  spent  without  even  dozdng 
off  once  (it  had  oocuned  to  him  that  Antonia  could  not  possibly 
have  ever  loved  a  bdng  so  impalpable  as  himself),  the  solitudb 
appeared  like  a  great  vdd,  and  the  silence  of  the  gulf  like  a 
tense,  thin  cord  to  which  he  hung  suspended  by  both  hands, 
without  fear,  without  surprise,  without  any  sort  of  emotion 
whatever.  Only  towards  the  evening,  in  the  comparative 
relief  of  coolness,  he  began  to  wish  that  this  cord  would  snap. 
He  Imagined  it  snapping  with  a  report  as  of  a  pistol — a  sharp, 
full  crack.  And  that  would  be  the  end  of  him.  He  oon- 
temi^aled  that  eventuality  with  pleasure,  because  he  dreaded 


Digitizad  by  Google 


424 


K06TB0M0. 


the  sleepless  nights  in  which  the  ailenoe,  remaining  unbroken 
in  the  ahape  of  a  oord  to  which  he  hnng  wkh  both  hands, 
▼ibnted  with  senselesi  phnaes,  always  the  sune  but  ntterij 
inoomprehenrible,  abont  Fostromo,  Antonia,  BanioSy  and 

proclamations  mingled  into  an  ironical  and  senseless  bozring. 
In  the  daytime  he  could  look  at  the  silence  like  a  still  cord 
stretched  to  breaking-point,  with  his  life,  his  vain  life,  sus- 
pended to  it  like  a  weight. 

I  wonder  whethiw  I  wonld  hear  it  sni^  befcnre  I  fell,'*  he 
asked  himself  . 

The  son  was  two  honis  above  the  horiion  when  he  got  np, 
gannt,  dirty,  white-fiMed,  and  looked  at  it  with  his  led-nmmed 
eyes.   His  Umbe  obeyed  him  yet  slowly,  as  if  full  of  lead,  bat 

without  tremor ;  and  the  effect  of  that  physical  condition  gave 
to  his  movements  an  unhesitating,  deliberate  dignity.  He 
acted  as  if  accomplishing  some  sort  of  rite.  He  descended  into 
the  goUy  ;  for  the  fascination  of  all  that  silver,  with  its  poten- 
tial power,  survived  alone  outside  of  himself.  He  picked  up 
the  belt  with  the  revolver,  that  was  lying  thero,  and  bndded  it 
round  his  waist.  The  oovd  of  silence  conld  never  snap  on  the 
ishmd.  It  mnst  let  him  fall  and  sink  into  the  sea,  he  tiionght. 
And  sink  I  He  was  looking  at  the  loose  earth  covering  the  tressnre. 
In  the  sea  !  His  aspect  was  that  of  a  somnambulist.  He  lowered 
himself  down  on  his  knees  slowly  and  went  on  gnibbing  with 
his  fingers  with  industrious  patience  till  he  uncovered  one  of 
the  boxes.  Without  a  panse,  as  if  doing  some  work  done  many 
times  before,  he  slit  it  open  and  took  four  ingots,  which  he  put 
in  his  pockets.  He  covmd  np  the  exposed  box  again  and  step 
by  step  came  oat  of  the  golly.  The  bashes  dosed  after  him 
iHith  aswish. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  of  his  solitude  that  he  had  dragged 
the  dinghy  near  the  water  with  an  idea  of  rowing  away  some- 
where, but  had  desisted  partly  at  the  whisper  of  lingering  hope 
that  Nostromo  would  return,  partly  from  conviction  of  utter 
oselessness  of  all  effort.  Now  she  wanted  only  a  slight  shove  to 
be  set  afloat.  He  had  eaten  a  little  every  day  after  the  first, 
and  had  some  mnscular  strength  left  yet.  Taking  np  the  can 
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bIowIj,  he  pulled  away  from  the  cliff  of  the  Great  Isabel,  that 
stood  lidiind  him  warm  with  smiBhine,  as  if  with  the  heat  of 
life,  baihed  in  a  rich  light  from  head  to  foot  as  if  in  a  radiance 
of  hope  and  joy.   He  pnlled  straight  towards  the  setting  snn. 

When  the  gulf  had  grown  dark,  he  ceased  rowing  and  flung  the 
sculls  in.  The  hollow  clatter  they  made  in  falling  was  the 
loudest  noise  he  had  ever  heard  in  his  life.  It  was  a  revelation. 
It  seemed  to  recall  him  from  far  away.  Actually  the  thought, 
"  Perhaps  I  may  sleep  to-night,"  passed  through  his  mind. 
Bat  he  did  not  belieye  it.  He  beUeved  in  nothing ;  and  he 
remained  sitting  on  the  thwart. 

The  dawn  frcnn  behind  the  mountains  pat  a  gleam  into  his 
unwinking  eyes.  After  a  clear  daybreak  the  sun  appeared 
splendidly  above  the  peaks  of  the  range.  The  great  gulf 
burst  into  a  glitter  all  around  the  boat ;  and  in  this  glory  of 
merciless  solitude  the  silence  appeared  before  him,  stretched 
taut  like  a  dark,  thin  string. 

His  eyes  looked  at  it  while,  without  haste,  he  shifted  his  seat 
from  the  thwart  to  the  gunwale.  They  looked  at  it  fixedly, 
while  his  hand,  feeling  abont  his  waist,  onbnttoned  the  flap  of 
the  leather  case,  drew  the  revolver,  cocked  it,  brought  it  for- 
ward pointing  at  his  breast,  pulled  the  trigger,  and,  with 
convulsive  force,  sent  the  still  smoking  weapon  hurling  through 
the  air.  His  eyes  looked  at  it  while  ho  fell  forward  and  hnng 
with  his  breast  on  the  gunwale  and  the  lingers  of  his  right 
hand  hooked  under  the  thwart.   They  looked  

^  It  is  done,"  he  stammered  oat,  in  a  sadden  flow  of  blood. 
His  last  thought  was :  ^  I  wonder  how  that  Capatae  died.** 
The  stiffness  of  the  fingers  relaxed,  and  the  lover  of  Antonia 
Avellanos  rolled  overboard  without  having  heard  the  cord  of 
silence  snap  aloud  in  the  solitude  of  the  placid  gulf,  whose 
glittering  surface  remained  untroubled  by  the  fall  of  his  body. 

A  victim  of  the  disillusioned  weariness  which  is  the  retri- 
bution meted  out  to  intellectual  audacity,  the  brilliant  Don 
Martin  Decoud,  weighted  by  the  bars  of  San  Tomd  silver, 
disappeared  without  a  trace,  swallowed  up  in  the  imm^ue  in- 
diff^nqe  of  thiogs.  His  deepless,  crouching  figure  was  gone 
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from  the  side  of  the  San  Toin6  silver.;  and  for  a  time  the 
spirits  of  good  and  evil  that  hover  near  every  concealed 
fcreasnre  of  the  earth  might  have  thought  that  this  one  had 
been  forgotten  by  all  mankind.  Then,  after  a  few  dajBy 
another  f onn  ajqpeared  striding  away  from  the  setting  mm  to 
sit  motionless  and  awake  in  the  narrow  black  guHj  all  tbrongh 
the  night,  in  nearly* the  same  pose,  In  the  same  place  in  which 
had  sat  that  other  sleepless  man  who  had  gone  away  for  ever 
BO  quietly  in  a  small  boat,  about  the  time  of  sunset.  And  the 
spirits  of  good  and  evil  that  hover  about  a  forbidden  treasure 
understood  well  that  the  silver  of  San  Tom^  was  provided 
now  with  a  faithful  and  lifelong  slave. 

The  magnificent  Oapatas  de  Caigadores,  viotim  of  the 
disenchanted  vanity  which  is  the  reward  of  andadoos  action, 
sat  in  the  weary  pose  of  a  hunted  outcast  through  a  night  of 
sleeplessness  as  tormenting  iis  any  known  to  Decoud,  his 
companion  in  the  most  desperate  affair  of  his  life.  And  he 
wondered  how  Decoud  had  died.  But  he  knew  the  part  he 
had  played  himself.  First  a  woman,  then  a  man,  abandoned 
each  in  their  hwt  extremity,  for  the  sake  of  this  accursed 
treasure.  It  was  paid  for  by  a  soul  lost  and  by  a  vanished 
life.  The  blank  stillness  of  awe  was  succeeded  by  a  gust  of 
immense  pride.  There  was  no  one  in  the  world  but  Gian' 
P^attista  Fidanza,  Capataz  de  Cargadores,  the  incorruptible  and 
faithful  Nostromo,  to  pay  such  a  price. 

lie  had  made  up  his  mind  that  nothing  should  be  allowed 
now  to  rob  him  of  his  bargain.  Nothing.  Decoud  had  died. 
But  how  ?  That  he  was  dead  he  had  not  a  shadow  of  a  doubt 
But  four  ingots  ?  .  .  .  What  for  ?  Did  he  mean  to  come  for 
more — some  other  time  ? 

The  treasure  was  putting  fcnrth  its  latent  power.  It 
troubled  the  clear  mind  of  the  man  who  had  paid  the  price. 
He  was  sure  that  Decoud  was  dead.  The  island  seemed  full 
of  that  whisper.  Dead  I  Gone !  And  he  caught  himself 
listening  for  the  swish  of  bushes  and  the  splash  of  the  foot- 
falls in  the  bed  of  the  brook.  Dead  I  The  talker,  the  novio 
of  Dofia  Antonia  I 
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Ha ! he  mormared,  with  his  head  on  his  knees,  under  the 
livid  clouded  dawn  breaking  over  ihe  liberated  Snlaooand  upon 
the  gulf  as  grey  as  ashes.  It  is  to  her  that  he  will  fly.  To 
her  that  he  will  fly  1 

And  four  ingots  !  Did  he  tiikc  them  in  revenge,  to  cast  a 
spell,  like  the  angry  woman  who  had  prophesied  remorse  and 
failure,  and  yet  had  laid  upon  him  the  task  of  wiving  the 
children  ?  Well,  he  had  saved  the  children.  He  had  defeated 
the  spell  of  poverty  and  starvation.  He  had  done  it  all  alone — 
or  perhaps  helped  by  the  devil.  Who  cared  ?  He  had  done 
it,  betrayed  as  he  was,  saving  by  the  same  stroke  the  San  Tomd 
mine,  which  appeared  to  him  hatefnl  and  immense,  lording  it 
by  its  vast  wealth  over  the  valour,  the  toil,  the  fidelity  of  the 
poor,  over  war  and  peace,  over  the  labours  of  the  town,  the  sea, 
and  the  campo. 

The  son  lit  up  the  sky  behind  the  peaks  of  the  Cordillera. 
The  Capataz  looked  down  for  a  time  upon  the  fall  of  loose 
earth,  stones,  and  smashed  bnshes,  concealing  the  hiding-place 
of  the  sQver. 

**  I  must  grow  rich  very  slowly,*^  he  meditated  aiond. 
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SuULCO  outstripped  Nofifcromo's  prudence,  growing  rich  swiftlj 
on  the  hidden  treasnres  of  the  earth,  hovered  over  by  the 
■ludoas  spirite  of  good  and  evil,  torn  ont  by  Uie  labooiing 
hands  of  the  people.  It  was  like  a  aeoond  yonih,  like  a  new 
life,  fall  of  promise,  of  onreet,  of  toil^  scattering  lavishly  its 
wealth  to  the  four  corners  of  an  excited  world.  Material 
changes  swept  along  in  the  train  of  material  interests.  And 
other  changes  more  snbtle,  ontwardly  nnmarked,  affected  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  the  wcMrkeis.  Captain  Mitchell  had  gone 
home  to  live  on  his  savings  invested  in  the  San  Tome  mine  5 
and  Dr.  lionygham  had  grown  older,  with  his  head  steel-grey 
and  ihe  nnobanged  expression  of  his  face,  living  on  the  inez- 
hanstible  ta^easnre  of  his  devotion  drawn  npon  in  the  aeoret 
of  his  heart  like  a  store  of  uukiwful  wadlh. 

The  Inspector-General  of  State  Hospitals  (whose  mam- 
tenance  is  a  charge  upon  the  Could  Concession),  Official  Adviser 
on  Sanitation  to  the  Municipality,  Chief  Medical  Oihcer  of  the 
San  Tom<^  Consolidated  Mines  (whose  territory,  containing  gold, 
silver,  oopper,  lead,  oobalt,  extends  for  miles  along  the  foot- 
hills of  the  Oordilkra),  had  felt  poverty-stricken,  miseralde,  and 
starved  dnring  the  prolonged  visit  the  Goolds  paid  to  Europe 
and  the  United  States  of  America.  Intimate  of  the  casa, 
proved  friend,  a  bachelor  without  ties  and  without  establish- 
ment (except  of  the  professional  sort),  he  hivd  been  asked  to 
take  up  his  quarters  in  the  Gonld  house.  In  the  eighteen 
months  of  their  absence  these  familiar  rooms,  recalling  at  every 
glance  the  woman  to  whom  he  had  given  all  his  loyal^,  had 
grown  intolerable.  As  the  day  approached  for  the  arrival  o[ 
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the  mail-boat  Hermes  (the  latest  addition  to  the  O.S.N.  Co.'s 
splendid  fleet),  the  doctor  hobbled  about  more  vivaciously, 
snapped  more  saidonioally  afe  simple  and  gentle  oat  of  sheer 
nervonsness. 

He  packed  up  his  modest  tnmk  with  speed,  with  foxy,  with 
enthusiasm,  and  nw  it  oanied  out  past  the  old  porter  at  the 
gate  of  the  Oasa  Gonld  with  delight,  with  intoxication  ;  then, 

as  the  hour  approached,  sitting  alone  iu  the  great  landan 
behind  the  white  mules,  a  little  sideways,  his  drawn-up  fa^e 
positively  venomous  with  the  effort  of  self-control,  and  holding 
a  pair  of  new  gloves  in  his  left  band,  he  drove  to  the 
harbour. 

His  heart  dilated  within  him  so,  when  he  saw  the  Goulds 
on  the  dedk  of  the  fTtfrmM,  that  his  greetings  were  reduced  to 
a  casual  mutter.  Driving  back  to  town,  all  three  were  silent. 
And  in  the  patio  the  doctor,  in  a  more  natural  manner,  said — 

•*  ril  leave  you  now  to  yourselves.  1*11  call  to-monow,  if 
I  may  ?  " 

"  Come  to  lunch,  dear  Dr.  Monygham,  and  come  early,'* 
said  Mrs.  Gould,  in  her  travelling  dress  and  her  veil  down, 
turning  to  look  at  him  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  ;  while  at  the 
top  of  the  flight  ^  Madonna,  in  blue  robes,  and  the  Child  on 
h^  ann,  seemed  to  wdoome  her  with  an  aspect  of  pitying 
tendemesB. 

^  Don't  expect  to  find  me  at  home,"  Charles  Gould  warned 
him.    "  I'll  be  off  early,  to  the  mine." 

After  lunch,  Dofla  Emilia  and  the  sefior  doctor  came 
filowly  through  the  inner  gateway  of  the  patio.  The  large 
gardens  of  the  Casa  Gould,  surrounded  by  high  walls,  and  the 
red-tile  slopes  of  neighbouring  roafs,  lay  open  before  them, 
with  masses  of  shade  under  the  trees  wad  level  surfaces  of  sun- 
light upon  the  kwns.  A  triple  row  of  old  orange  trees  sur- 
rounded the  whde.  Bar^ooted,  brown  gardeners,  in  snowy 
white  shii  t.s  und  wide  calzoneras,  dotted  the  grounds,  squatting 
over  flower-beds,  passing  between  the  trees,  dragging  slender 
india-rnbber  tubes  across  the  gravel  of  the  paths  ;  and  the  fine 
jets  of  water  crossed  each  other  in  graceful  curves,  sparkling  in 
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the  sunshine  with  a  slight  pattering  noise  upon  the  bushes,  and 
an  effect  of  showered  diamonds  upon  the  grass. 

Dona  EmiUa,  holding  up  the  train  of  a  clear  dress,  walked 
by  the  side  of  Dr.  Monygham,  in  a  longish  black  ooat  and 
•eveie  black  bow  on  an  immaccdate  shirt-front.  Under  a  shady 
dunp  of  trees,  where  stood  scattered  little  tables  and  widrar 
easy-chairs,  Mrs.  €k>nld  sat  down  in  a  low  and  ample  seat^ 

"  Don't  go  yet,"  she  said  to  Dr.  Monygham,  who  was  unable 
to  tear  himself  away  from  the  spot.  His  chin  nestling  within 
the  points  of  his  collar,  he  devoured  her  stealthily  with  his 
eyes,  which,  luckily,  were  round  and  hard  like  clouded  marbles, 
and  incapable  of  disclosing  his  sentiments.  His  pitying  emo* 
tion  at  the  marks  of  time  npon  the  face  of  that  woman,  the  air 
of  frailty  and  weary  fatigue  that  had  settled  npon  the  eyes  and 
temjdeB  of  the  ^^Neyer-tired  Sefiora"  (as  Don  Pepe  yean  ago 
used  to  call  her  with  admiration),  touched  htm  almost  to  tears. 
"Don't  go  yet.  To-day  is  all  my  own,"  Mrs.  Gould  urged 
^^ently.  "  We  are  not  back  yet  officially.  No  one  will  come. 
It*s  only  to-morrow  that  the  windows  of  the  Gasa  Gould  are 
to  be  lit  up  for  a  reception.'* 

The  doctor  dropped  into  a  chair. 
Giving  a  tertnlia  ?  '*  he  said,  wi^  a  detached  air. 
A  simple  greeting  for  all  the  kind  friends  who  care  to 
come.** 

"  And  only  to-morrow  ? 

**  Yes.   Charles  would  be  tired  out  after  a  day  at  the  mine, 

and  so  I          It  would  be  good  to  have  him  to  myself  for 

one  evening  on  our  return  to  this  house  I  love.  It  has  seen 
aU  my  life." 

*^  Ah,  yes  I  '*  snarled  the  doctor,  saddenly.  Women  coont 
time  from  the  marriage  feast.  Didn't  yon  live  a  Ifttle 
before  ?  " 

Yes ;  but  what  is  there  to  remember  ?  There  were  no 
cares." 

Mrs.  Gould  sighed.  And  as  two  friends,  after  a  long 
separation,  will  revert  to  the  most  agitated  period  of  their 
lives,  th^  bQgan  to  talk  of  the  Sulaco  Bevolntiim.  It  seemed 
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strange  to  Mrs.  Gould  that  people  who  had  taken  part  iu  it 
seemed  to  forget  its  memory  and  its  lesson. 

"  And  yet,"  struck  in  the  doctor,  "  we  who  played  our 
part  in  it  had  our  reward.  Don  P6p^,  though  superannuated, 
Btill  can  Bit  a  horse.  Barrios  is  drinking  hizDself  to  death  in 
jovial  oompany  away  somewhere  on  his  fimdacion  beyond  the 
Bolson  de  Tonoro.  And  the  heroic  Father  Romjui — imagine 
the  old  padr6  blowing  up  systematically  the  San  Tom6  mine, 
uttering  a  pious  exclamation  at  every  bang,  and  taking  up 
handfuls  of  snuff  between  the  explosions — the  heroic  Padre 
Roman  says  that  he  is  not  afraid  of  tlie  harm  Holroyd's  mis- 
sionaries can  do  to  his  flock,  as  long  as  lie  is  alive." 

Mrs.  Gould  shuddered  a  little  at  the  allusion  to  the 
destmction  that  had  come  so  near  to  the  San  Tom^  mine. 

"  Ah,  but  you,  old  friend  ?  " 

"  I  did  the  work  I  was  fit  for.*' 

"  You  faced  the  most  cruel  dangers  of  all.  Something  more 
than  death." 

"  No,  Mrs.  Gould  I  Only  death — by  hanging.  And  I  am 
rewarded  beyond  my  deserts." 

Noticing  Mrs.  Gould's  gase  fixed  upon  him,  he  dropped  his 
eyes. 

^Tve  made  my  career^— as  you  see,"  said  the  Inspector- 
General  of  State  Hospitals,  taldii^  up  lightly  the  lapels  of  his 

superfine  black  coat.  The  doctor's  self-respect,  marked  in- 
wardly by  the  almost  complete  disappearance  from  his  dreams 
of  Father  Beron,  appeared  visibly  in  what,  by  contrast  with 
former  carelessness,  seemed  an  immoderate  cult  of  personal 
appearance.  Garried  out  within  severe  limits  of  form  and 
oolour,  and  in  perpetual  freshness,  this  change  of  apparel  gave 
to  Dr.  Monygham  an  air  at  the  same  time  professional  and 
festive ;  while  his  gait  and  the  unchanged  crabbed  character  of 
his  face  acquired  from  it  a  startling  force  of  incongruity. 

"Yes,"  he  went  on.  "We  all  had  our  rewards — the 
Engineer-in-chief,  Captain  Mitchell  " 

**  We  saw  him,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Gould,  in  her  charming 
Toioe.  *'The  poor  old  man  came  up  from  the  country  on 
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pin-pose  to  call  upon  us  in  our  hotel  in  London.  He  comported 
liimself  with  great  dignity,  but  I  fancy  he  regrets  Sulaco.  He 
lambled  feebly  about '  hkborical  eveuta '  till  I  felt  I  could  have 
t  cry." 

'*H*iii,**  grunted  the  doctor;  getting  old,  I  rappose. 
Bven  NoBlzomo  Is  getting  older^-though  he isnot  chugged. 
And,  speaking  of  that  fellow^  I  wanted  to  tell  yon  Bome- 

thing  

For  some  time  the  house  had  been  full  of  murmurs,  of 
agitation.  Suddenly  the  two  gardeners,  busy  with  rose  trees 
at  the  side  of  the  garden  arch,  fell  upon  their  knees  with  bowed 
heads  on  the  passage  of  Antonia  AyeUanos,  who  aj^eared 
walking  beside  her  nncle. 

Invested  with  the  red  hat  after  a  short  visit  to  Borne,  where 
he  had  been  invited  by  the  Propaganda,  F^er  Oorbelin, 
missionary  to  the  wild  Indians,  con8|Hrator,  friend  and  patron 
of  Hernandez  the  robber,  advanced  with  big,  slow  strides, 
gaunt,  and  leaning  forward,  with  his  powerful  hands  knotted 
behind  his  back.  The  first  Cardinal- Archbishop  of  Sulaco  had 
preserved  his  fanatical  and  morose  air ;  the  aspect  of  a  chaplain 
of  bandits.  It  was  believed  that  his  unexpected  elevation  to 
the  purple  was  a  oounter-move  to  the  Protestant  invasion  of 
Sulaco  organised  by  the  Hdroyd  IGssionaiy  Fund.  Antonia, 
the  beauty  of  her  face  as  if  a  little  blurred,  her  figure  slightly 
fuller,  advanced  with  her  light  walk  and  her  high  serenity, 
smihng  from  a  distance  at  Mrs.  Gould.  She  had  brought  her 
uncle  over  to  see  dear  Emilia,  without  ceremony,  just  for  a 
moment  before  the  siesta. 

When  all  were  seated  again,  Dr.  Monygham,  who  had  oorne 
to  dislike  heartilj  everybody  who  iq^sroached  Mrs.  Gould  with 
any  intimacy,  kept  aside,  pretending  to  be  lost  in  profound 
meditation.  A  louder  ^dinse  of  Antonk  made  him  lift  his  head. 

*•  llow  ciin  we  abiindon,  groaning  under  oppression,  those 
who  have  been  our  countrymen  only  a  few  yeare  ago,  who 
are  our  countrymen  now  ?  "  Miss  Avellanos  was  saying.  "  How 
can  we  remain  blind,  and  deaf,  and  without  pity  to  the  cruel 
wrongs  suffered  by  our  .l»x)therB  ?   There  is  a  remedy." 
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Anner  the  rest  of  Ooetagnana  to  the  order  and  prosperity 

of  SnlfM5o,"  snapped  the  doctor.  "  There  is  no  other  remedy." 

"  I  am  convinced,  Bciior  doctor,"  Antonia  said,  with  the 
earnest  calm  of  invincible  resolution,  "  that  this  was  from  the 
first  poor  Martin's  intention." 

Yes,  bat  the  material  interests  will  not  let  yon  jeopardise 
their  deyelopment  for  a  mere  idea  of  pity  and  justice,"  the 
doctor  muttered  gmmpily.  "  And  it  Ib  joBt  aa  weU  perhaps." 

The  Oardinal'AzchbLshop  straightened  up  his  gannt^  bony 
frame. 

"  We  have  worked  for  them  ;  we  have  made  them,  these 
material  iiitoreftts  of  the  foreigners,"  the  last  of  the  Gorbelans 
uttered  in  a  deep,  denunciatory  tone. 

*'And  without  them  you  are  nothing,"  cried  the  doctor 
from  the  distance.     They  will  not  let  you." 

"  them  beware,  then,  lest  the  people,  prevented  from 
their  aspirations,  should  rise  and  claim  their  share  of  the  wealth 
and  their  share  of  the  power/*  the  popular  Cardinal-Arch- 
bishop of  Salaco  declared  significantly,  menacingly. 

A  silence  ensued,  during  which  his  Eminence  stared,  frown- 
ing at  the  ground,  and  Antonia,  graceful  and  rigid  in  her  chair, 
breathed  calmly  in  the  strength  of  her  convictions.  Then  the 
conversation  took  a  social  turn,  touching  on  the  visit  of  the 
Goulds  to  Europe.  The  Cardinal- Archbishop,  when  in  Borne, 
had  goffered  fnm  neuralgia  in  the  heed  all  the  time.  It  was 
the  dimate— the  bad  air. 

When  uncle  and  nieoe  had  gone  away,  with  the  servants 
again  falling  on  their  knees,  and  the  old  porter,  who  had  known 
Henry  Gould,  almost  totally  blind  and  impotent  now,  creeping 
up  to  kiss  his  Eminence's  extended  hand.  Dr.  Monygham, 
looking  after  them,  pronounced  the  one  word — 

"  Incorrigible  I " 

Mrs.  Gould,  with  a  look  upwards,  dropped  wearily  on  her 
lap,  her  white  hands  flashing  with  the  gold  and  stones  of  many 
rings. 

"  Conspiring.  Yes  ! "  said  the  doctor.  "  The  last  of  the 
Avellanos  and  the  last  of  the  Corbelans  are  conspiring  with 
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the  refugees  from  Sta.  Maita  thai  flook  here  after  every 
revolution.  The  Oafd  Lambroeo  at  the  corner  of  the  Plan  ia 
full  of  them ;  yoa  oan  hear  thdr  chatter  wsrom  the  street  like 

the  noise  of  a  parrot-house.  They  are  couspiring  for  the 
invasion  of  Costairuaua.  And  do  you  know  where  they  go 
for  strength,  for  the  necessary  force  ?  To  the  secret  societies 
amongst  immigrants  aud  natives,  where  Nostromo — I  should 
•aj  Captain  Fidanca— is  the  great  man.  What  gives  him  that 
pontion  ?  Who  can  say  ?  Genius  ?  He  has  genius.  He  is 
greater  with  the  populace  than  ever  he  was  bef  ora  It  was  as 
if  he  had  some  secret  power ;  some  mysterious  means  to  keep 
np  his  influence.  He  holds  conferences  with  ihe  Archinshop, 
as  in  these  old  days  which  you  and  I  remember.  Barrios  is 
useless.  But  for  a  military  head  they  have  the  pious  Her- 
nandez. And  they  may  mise  the  coontiy  with  the  new  cry  of 
the  wealth  for  the  people." 

**  Will  there  be  never  any  peace  ?  Will  there  be  no  rest  ?  " 

Mrs.  Gould  whispered.     I  thought  that  we  *' 

No  1** interrupted  the  doctor.  "There  is  no  peace  and 
rest  in  the  development  of  material  interests,  lliey  have 
their  law  and  their  justice.  But  it  is  founded  on  expediency, 
and  is  inhuman ;  it  is  without  rectitude,  without  the  con- 
tinuity and  the  force  that  can  be  found  only  in  a  moral 
principle.  Mrs.  Gould,  the  time  approaches  when  all  that  the 
'  Gould  Concession  stands  for  shall  weigh  as  heavily  upon  the 
people  as  the  harharism,  cruelty,  and  misrule  of  a  few  years 
hack." 

*'How  can  yon  say  that,  Dr.  Monygbam  ?**  she  cried  ont| 
as  if  hurt  in  the  most  sensitive  place  of  her  souL 

'*  I  can  say  what  is  true,"  the  doctor  insisted  obstinately, 
"It'll  weigh  as  heavily,  and  provoke  resentment,  bloodshed, 
and  vengeance,  because  the  men  have  grown  different.  Do 
you  think  tliat  now  the  mine  would  march  upon  the  town  to 
save  their  Sefior  Administrador  ?   Do  you  think  that  ?  " 

She  pressed  the  backs  of  her  entwined  hands  on  her  eyes 
and  murmured  hopdessly. 

''Is  it  that  we  have  worked  for,  then  ?*' 
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The  doctor  lowmd  his  head.  He  ooald  follow  her  silent 
thought.  Was  it  for  that  that  her  life  had  been  robbed  of  all 
the  intimate  f eUdties  of  daily  affection  which  her  tenderness 

needed  as  the  humau  body  needs  air  to  breathe  ?  And  the 
doctor,  indignant  with  Charles  Gould's  blindneaa,  hastened  to 
change  the  conversation. 

It  is  about  Nostromo  that  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you.  Ak  1 
that  fellow  has  some  continuity  and  force.  Nothing  will  pot 
an  end  to  him.  But  never  mind  that.  There's  something 
inexplicable  going  on— or  perhaps  only  too  easy  to  expkin. 
Yon  know,  Linda  is  practically  the  lighthouse  keeper  of  the 
Great  Isabel  light.  The  Garibaldino  is  too  old  now.  His 
pait  is  to  clean  the  lamps  and  to  cook  in  the  house ;  but  he 
can't  get  up  the  stairs  any  longer.  The  black-eyed  Linda 
sleeps  all  day  and  watches  the  light  all  night.  Not  all  day, 
though.  She  is  up  towards  hve  in  the  afternoon,  when  our 
Nostromo,  wheneyer  he  is  in  harbour  with  his  schooner,  comes 
out  on  his  courting  visit,  pulling  in  a  small  boat.'* 

Aren't  they  married  yet?"  Mrs.  Gould  asked.  ''The 
mother  wished  it,  as  far  as  I  can  understand,  while  Linda 
was  yet  quite  a  clnlJ.  When  I  had  the  girls  with  me  for  a 
year  or  so  during  the  War  of  Separation,  that  extraordinary 
Linda  used  to  declare  quite  simply  that  she  was  going  to  be 
Qian'  Battista's  wife.'' 

''They  are  not  married  yet,"  said  the  doctor,  curtly.  "I 
have  lookDd  after  them  a  little." 

"Thank  you,  dear  Dr.  Monygham,"  said  Mrs.  Qould ;  and 
under  the  shade  of  the  big  trees  her  little,  even  teeth  gleamed 
in  a  youthful  smile  of  gentle  malice.  "People  don't  know 
how  really  good  you  are.  You  will  not  let  them  know,  as  if 
on  purpose  to  annoy  me,  who  have  put  my  faith  in  your  good 
heart  long  ago." 

The  doctor,  with  a  lifting  up  of  his  upper  lip,  as  though 
he  were  longing  to  bite,  bowed  stiffly  in  his  chair.  With  the 
utter  absorption  of  a  man  to  whom  love  comes  kte,  not  as  a 
most  splendid  of  illusions,  but  like  an  enlightening  and  price- 
less misfortune,  the  sight  of  that  woman  (of  whom  he  had 
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been  deprhed  for  about  eighteen  montihs)  snggerted  ideas  of 

adoration,  of  kissing  the  hem  of  her  robe.  And  this  excess 
of  feeling  ti-analated  itself  naturallj  bj  an  augmented  grimness 
of  Bjxjerb. 

"  I  am  afraid  of  being  overwhelmed  by  too  mnch  gratitude. 
However,  these  people  interest  me.  I  went  out  several  tunee 
to  the  Great  IiaM  light  to  look  after  oLd  Giorgio." 

He  did  not  tell  Mrs.  Gonld  that  it  was  beoanae  he  found 
there,  in  her  abeenoe,  the  relief  of  an  atmosphere  of  congenial 
sentiment  in  old  Giorgio's  austere  admiration  of  the  Englidi 
sigfiora — the  benefactress ;  in  black-eyed  Linda's  voluble, 
toiTential,  passionate  affection  for  "our  Dona  Emilia — that 
angel " ;  in  the  white-throated,  fair  Giselle's  adoring  upward 
turn  of  the  eyes,  which  then  glided  towards  him  with  a  side* 
long,  half-arch,  half-candid  glanoe,  whidi  made  the  doctor 
exdaim  to  himself  mentally,  If  I  weren^t  what  I  am,  old  and 
ngly,  I  would  think  the  sly  minx  is  making  eyes  at  me.  And 
perhaps  she  is.  I  dare  say  she  would  make  eyes  at  anybody.** 
Dr.  Monygham  said  nothing  of  this  to  Mrs.  Gould,  the  provi- 
dence of  the  Viola  family,  but  reverted  to  what  he  called 
**  our  great  Nostromo." 

"  What  I  wanted  to  tell  you  is  this  :  Our  great  Noetromo 
did  not  seem  to  take  mnd^  notice  of  the  old  man  and  the 
children  for  some  years.  It*9  tme,  too,  that  he  was  away  on 
his  coasting  Toyages  certsinly  ten  months  oat  of  the  twelve. 
He  was  making  his  fortune,  as  he  told  Captain  Mitchell  once, 
lie  hcciiis  to  liuvc  done  uncommonly  well.  It  was  only  to  be 
expected.  He  is  a  man  full  of  resource,  full  of  coufidence  in 
himself,  ready  to  take  chtmcus  and  risks  of  every  sort.  I 
rememL)cr  being  in  Mitchell's  ofiioe  one  day,  when  he  came  in 
with  that  calm,  grave  air  he  always  carries  everywhere.  He 
had  been  away  trading  in  the  Golf  of  kOalifofniai  he  said, 
looking  ^ight  past  ns  at  the  wall,  as  his  manner  is,  and  was 
glad  to  see  on  his  return  that  a  lighthouse  was  being  built  on 
the  cliff  of  the  Great  Isabel.  Very  glad,  he  repeated.  Mitchell 
explained  that  it  was  the  O.S.N.  Co.  who  was  building  it, 
for  the  convenience  of  the  mail  servicei  on  his  own  advioe, 
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Captain  Fidansa  was  good  enough  to  say  that  it  was  excellent 

advice.  I  remember  him  twisting  up  his  moustaches  and 
looking  all  round  the  cornice  of  the  room  before  he  proposed 
that  old  Giorgio  should  be  made  the  keeper  of  that  light." 

"I  heard  of  this.  I  was  consulted  at  the  time,"  Mrs. 
Gould  said.  I  doubted  whether  it  would  be  good  for  these 
girig  to  be  shut  up  on  that  island  as  if  in  a  prison." 

''The  proposal  fell  in  with  the  old  Garibaldino's  humour. 
As  to  Idnda,  any  place  waa  lovely  and  delightful  enough  for 
her  as  long  as  it  was  Nostromo's  suggestion.  She  conld  wait 
for  her  G-ian'  Battista's  good  pleasure  there  as  well  as  anywhere 
else.  My  opinion  is  that  she  was  always  in  love  with  that 
grave  and  incorruptil)le  Capataz.  ^Moreover,  both  father  and 
sister  were  anxious  to  get  Giselle  away  from  the  attentions  of 
a  certain  Bamirez." 

''Ahl**  said  Mrs.  Gould,  interested.  *'Bamirei?  What 
sort  of  man  is  that  ? 

''Just  a  mozo  of  the  town.  His  father  was  a  Cargador. 
As  a  lanky  boy  he  ran  about  the  wharf  in  rags,  till  Nostromo 
took  him  up  and  made  a  man  of  him.  When  he  got  a  little 
older,  he  put  him  into  a  lighter,  and  very  soon  gave  him 
charge  of  the  No.  8  boat — the  boat  which  took  the  silver  away, 
Mrs.  Gould.  Nostromo  selected  that  lighter  for  the  work 
because  she  was  the  best  sailing  and  the  strongest  boat  of  all 
the  Company's  fleet.  Tonng  Bamuras  was  one  of  the  five 
Cargadores  entrusted  with  the  removal  of  the  treasure  from 
the  Custom  House  on  that  famous  night.  As  the  boat  he 
had  charge  of  was  sunk,  Nostromo,  on  leaving  the  Company's 
aervioe,  recommended  him  to  Captain  Mitchell  for  his  suc- 
cessor. He  had  trained  him  in  the  routine  of  work  perfectly, 
and  thus  Mr.  Bamirez,  from  a  starving  waif,  becomes  a  man 
and  the  Capataa  of  the  Snlaco  Cargadores.*' 

Thanks  to  Nostromo,"  said  Mrs.  Gould,  with  warm 
approTal. 

"  Thanks  to  Nostromo,"  repeated  Dr.  Monygham.  *'  Upon 
my  word,  the  fellow's  power  frightens  me  when  T  think  of  it. 
That  our  poor  old  Mitchell  was  only  too  glad  to  appoint 
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somebody  tn&ied  to  the  work,  who        him  trouble,  w  not 

surprising.  What  is  wonderful  is  the  fact  that  the  Siilaco 
Carf^adores  accepted  Ramirez  for  their  chief,  simply  because 
such  was  Nostromo's  good  pleasure.  Of  course,  he  is  not  a 
second  Nostromo,  as  he  fondly  imagined  he  would  be ;  but 
still,  the  position  was  brilliant  enough.  It  emboldened  him 
to  make  up  to  Giselle  Viola,  who,  yon  know,  u  the  recognised 
beauty  of  the  town.  The  old  Garibaldino,  however,  took  a 
violent  dislike  to  him.  I  don*t  know  why.  Perhaps  became 
be  was  not  a  model  of  perfection  like  his  Gian'  Battista,  the 
incarnation  of  the  courage,  the  fidelity,  the  honour  of  *the 
people.'  Signor  Viola  does  not  think  much  of  Sulaco  natives. 
Both  of  them,  the  old  Spartan  and  that  tall,  white-faced  Linda, 
with  her  red  month  and  coal-black  eyes,  were  looking  rather 
fiercely  after  the  fair  one.  Bamirei  was  wamed  off.  Eather 
"^ola,  I  am  told,  threatened  him  with  his  gun  once.** 
Bat  what  of  Giselle  herself  ?  **  asked  Mrs.  Goold. 

**  She's  a  bit  of  a  flirt,  I  believe,"  said  the  doctor.  "  I 
don't  think  she  cared  much  one  way  or  another.  Of  course  she 
likes  men's  attentions.  Ramirez  was  not  the  only  one,  let  me 
tell  you,  Mrs,  Gould.  There  was  one  engineer,  at  least,  on  the 
railway  staff  who  got  warned  off  with  a  gnn  too.  Old  Viola 
does  not  allow  any  trifling  with  his  honour.  He  has  grown 
nneasy  and  sospioioos  since  his  wife  died.  He  was  veiy  pleased 
to  remove  his  yonngesfc  girl  away  from  the  town.  Bnt  look 
what  happens,  Mrs.  Gonld.  Ramirez,  the  honest  lovelcmi 
swain,  is  forbidden  the  island.  Very  well.  He  respects  the 
prohibition,  but  naturally  turns  his  eyes  frequently  towards 
the  Great  Isabel.  It  seems  as  though  he  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  gazing  late  at  night  upon  the  light.  And  daring 
these  sentimental  vigils  he  discovers  that  Nostromo,  Captain 
Fidanza.that  is,  returns  very  late  from  his  visits  to  the  Violas. 
As  late  as  midnight  at  times.** 

The  doctor  paused  and  stared  meaningly  at  Mrs.  GonM. 

**Yes.  Bnt  I  don*t  understand,'*  die  began,  looking 
puzzled. 

"  Now  comes  the  strange  part,"  went  on  Dr.  Monygham. 
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"  Viola,  who  is  king  on  his  island,  will  allow  no  visitor  on  it 
after  dark.  Even  Captain  Fidanza  has  got  to  leave  after 
sunset,  when  Linda  has  gone  np  to  tend  the  light  And 
Nofitromo  goes  away  obediently.  It  is  well  known.  But 
what  happenB  afterwards?  What  does  he  do  in  the  gulf 
between  hklf-past  dz  and  midnight  ?  He  has  been  seen  moie 
than  onoe  at  that  late  hour  pnlling  quietly  into  the  harbonr. 
Ramirez  is  devoured  by  jealousy.  He  dared  not  approach  old 
Viola ;  but  he  plucked  up  courage  to  rail  Linda  about  it  one 
Sunday  morning  aa  she  came  on  the  mainland  to  hear  Mass 
and  visit  her  mother's  grave.  There  was  a  scene  on  the 
whacf,  which,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  witnessed.  It  was  early 
morning.  He  most  have  been  waiting  for  her  on  purpose. 
I  was  there  by  the  merest  chance,  having  been  called  to  an 
urgent  oonsoltation  by  the  doctor  of  the  (toman  ii^boat  in 
the  harbour.  She  ponred  wrath,  scorn,  and  flame  upon 
Eamirez,  who  seemed  out  of  his  mind.  It  was  a  strange 
sight,  Mrs.  Gould :  the  long  jetty,  with  this  raving  cargador 
in  his  crimson  sash  and  the  girl  all  in  black,  at  the  end ;  the 
early  Sunday  morning  quiet  of  the  harbour  in  the  shade  of 
the  moontahis;  nothing  but  a  canoe  or  two  moving  between 
the  ships  at  anchor  and  the  German  gunboat's  gig  coming  to 
take  me  off .  I  am  sure  she  was  taken  by  surprise ;  I  am  sure 
it  was  news  to  her.  She  passed  me  within  a  foot.  I  noticed 
her  wild  eyes.  I  called  out  '  Linda  1 '  She  never  heard  me. 
She  never  saw  me.  But  I  looked  at  hor  face.  It  was  awful 
in  its  anger  and  wretchedness." 

Mrs.  Gould  sat  up,  opening  her  eyes  very  wide. 

What  do  you  mean.  Dr.  Monygham  ?  Do  you  mean  to 
say  that  you  suspect  the  younger  sister  ? '' 

Quim  8ab$l  Who  can  tell,"  said  the  doctor,  shrugging' 
his  shoulders  like  a  bom  Oostaguanero.  Bamires  came  up 
to  me  on  the  wharf.  He  reeled — he  looked  insane.  He  took 
bis  head  into  his  hands.  He  had  to  talk  to  some  one — simply 
had  to.  Of  course,  for  all  his  mad  stare  he  recognised  me. 
People  know  me  well  here.  I  have  lived  too  long  amongst 
them  to  be  anything  else  but  the  evil-eyed  doctor,  who  can 
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cnre  all  the  iDt  of  the  fleih,  and  bring  bad  look  by  a  glance. 

He  came  up  to  me.  He  tried  to  be  calm.  He  tried  to  make 
it  out  that  he  wanted  merely  to  waru  me  agiiinst  Nostromo. 
It  seems  that  Captain  Fidanza  at  some  secret  meeting  or  other 
had  denounced  me  as  the  worst  enemj  of  all  the  poor — of  the 
people.  It's  very  poseible.  He  honoon  me  with  hk  nndjing 
diitika  And  a  woid  from  the  Great  Fidaan  maj  be  quite 
enongh  to  said  some  fooFs  knife  into  mj  back.  The  Sanitaiy 
Oommiflsion  I  preside  over  is  not  in  ftivoor  with  the  popnlaoe. 

*  Beware  of  him,  sefior  doctor.  Destroy  him,  sefior  doctor,' 
Ramirez  hissed  right  into  my  face.   And  then  he  broke  out. 

*  That  man,'  he  spluttered,  *  has  cast  a  spell  upon  both  these 
girls,'  As  to  himself,  he  had  said  too  mucL  He  must  nm 
away  now — run  away  and  hide  somewhere.  He  moaned  tender 
exclamaticmfl  abont  the  girl,  and  then  called  her  names  that 
cannot  be  repeated.  If  he  thought  she  cooUL  be  made  to  love 
him  by  any  means,  he  would  cany  her  off  from  the  island.  Off 
— into  the  woods.  Bot  it  was  no  good.  ...  He  strode  awaj, 
fiourishin^^  his  arms  above  his  head.  Then  I  noticed  an  old 
negro,  who  had  been  sitting  behind  a  pile  of  cases,  fishing  from 
the  wharf.  He  wound  up  his  lines  and  slunk  away  at  once. 
But  he  must  have  heard  soiiiethiii<r,  and  must  have  talked  too, 
because  some  of  the  old  Garibaldino's  railway  friends,  I  suppose, 
warned  him  against  Bamirea.  At  any  rate,  the  father  has 
been  warned.  But  Bamirea  has  disappeaied  from  the  town.'* 

^I  feel  I  have  a  duty  towards  tiiese  girls,'*  said  Mn. 
Gould,  uneasily.   "  Is  Xostromo  in  Sulaco  now  ? 

"  He  is,  since  last  Sunday.** 

"  He  ought  to  be  spoken  to— at  once.** 

"Who  will  dare  speak  to  him?  Even  the  love-mad 
Hamirez  runs  away  before  the  mere  shadow  of  Captain 
Fidansa.** 

*<Ican.  I  will,**  Mis.  Gould  dedaied.  '*Awordwinbe 
enough  for  a  man  like  Nostaroma** 

The  doctor  smiled  sourly. 

"  He  must  end  this  situation  wluch  lends  itself  to— 
I  can't  believe  it  of  that  child/'  pursued  Mrs.  Gould. 
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"  He*s  very  attractive,"  muttered  the  doctor,  gloomilj. 

"  He'll  see  it,  I  am  sure.  He  must  put  an  end  to  all  this 
by  marrying  Linda  at  once,"  pronoanoed  the  fint  kdy  of 
Snlaco  with  immense  deoiBion. 

Through  the  garden  gate  emerged  Baailio,  grown  fai  and 
eleek,  wi  A  an  elderly  hairlen  faoe,  wrinklea  at  the  corners  of 
his  eyes,  and  his  jet-black,  coane  hair  plastered  downsmoolhly. 
Stooping  carefully  behind  an  ornamental  clump  of  bushes,  he 
put  down  with  precaution  a  small  child  he  had  been  carrying 
on  his  shoulders— his  ow^n  and  Leonarda's  last  born.  The 
poutin<,^  spoiled  Camerista  and  the  head  mozo  of  the  Casa 
Gould  had  been  married  for  some  years  now. 

He  remained  squatting  on  his  heels  for  some  time,  gaaing 
fondly  at  his  offspring,  which  returned  his  stare  with  imper- 
torbeble  gravity  ;  then,  solemn  and  respectable,  walked  down 
the  path. 

«  What  is  it,  Ba^iilio  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Gould. 

**  A  telephone  came  through  from  the  othce  of  the  mine. 
The  master  remains  to  sleep  at  the  mountain  to-ni2:ht." 

Dr.  Monygham  had  got  up  and  stood  looking  away.  A 
profound  silence  reigned  for  a  time  under  the  shade  of  the 
biggest  trees  in  the  lovely  gardens  of  the  Casa  Gonld. 

**Very  well,  BasOio,**  said  Mrs.  Gonld.  She  watehed  him 
walk  away  along  the  path,  step  aside  behind  a  flowering  bush, 
and  reappear  with  the  child  seated  on  his  shouldera.  He 
pjissed  through  the  gateway  between  the  garden  and  the  patio 
with  measured  steps,  careful  of  his  light  burden. 

The  doctor,  with  his  back  to  Mrs.  Gould,  contemplated  a 
flower-bed  away  in  the  sunshine.  People  beheved  him  scom- 
fnl  and  soared.  The  tmth  of  his  natore  consisted  in  his 
capacity  for  passion  and  in  the  timidity  of  his  temperament. 
YfhBt  he  lacdced  was  the  polished  oallonsness  of  men  of  the 
world,  the  caOonsnees  from  which  springs  an  easy  tolerance 
for  oneself  and  others ;  the  tolerance  wide  as  poles  asunder 
from  true  sympathy  and  human  compassion.  This  want  of 
callousness  accounted  for  his  sardonic  turn  of  mind  and  his 
biting  speeches. 
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In  prof onnd  ntonoe,  and  gkring  vidoittfy  afc  the  Inrilliaiit 

flower-bed,  Dr.  Monygham  poured  mental  imprecations  on 
Charles  Gould's  head.  Behind  him  the  immobility  of  Mrs. 
Gould  added  to  the  grace  of  her  seated  figure  the  charm  of 
art,  of  an  attitude  caught  and  inteifkreted  for  ever.  Toramg 
abruptly,  the  doctor  took  his  leave. 

Mrs.  Gould  leaned  back  in  the  shade  of  the  big  tresB 
planted  in  a  dide.  She  leaned  back  with  her  eyes  dosed 
and  her  white  handi  lying  idle  on  the  aims  of  her  teat.  The 
haH-Ufht  under  the  tiiiok  mass  of  leayea  brought  out  the 
youthful  prettiness  of  her  face ;  made  the  clear  light  fabrics 
and  white  lace  of  her  dress  appear  luminous.  Small  and 
dainty,  as  if  radiating  a  light  of  her  own  in  the  deep  shade  of 
the  interlaced  boughs,  she  resembled  a  good  fairy,  weary  with  a 
long  career  of  well-doing,  touched  by  the  withering  anspicion 
of  the  naeleiBneM  of  her  labonrSy  the  powerlessneBa  of  her 
magic. 

Had  anybody  aaked  her  of  what  she  was  thinking, 
alone  in  the  Garden  of  the  Oaaa,  with  her  hnsband  at  the 

mine  and  the  house  closed  to  the  street  like  an  empty 
dwelling,  her  frankness  would  have  had  to  evade  the  question. 
It  had  come  into  her  mind  that  for  life  to  be  large  and  full, 
it  must  contain  the  care  of  the  past  and  of  the  future  in  every 
passing  moment  of  the  present.  Our  daily  work  most  be  done 
to  the  glory  of  the  dead,  and  f<ff  the  good  of  those  who  come 
alter.  She  thought  that,  and  sighed  without  opening  her  eyes 
— ^without  moving  at  all.  Mis.  Gould's  face  became  set  and 
rigid  for  a  second,  as  if  to  receive,  without  flinching,  a  great 
wave  of  loneliness  that  swept  over  her  head.  And  it  came 
into  her  mind,  too,  that  no  one  would  ever  ask  her  with 
aolicitade  what  she  was  thinking  of.  No  one.  No  one,  bat 
perhaps  the  man  who  had  just  gone  away.  No  ;  no  one  who 
could  be  answered  with  cardess  sincerity  in  the  ideal  perfection 
of  confidence. 

^  The  word  incorrigible  word  lately  pronounced  by 
Dr.  Monygham— floated  into  her  still  and  sad  immobility. 
Incorrigible  in  his  devotion  to  the  great  silver  mine  was  the 
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Sefior  Administrador  1  Incorrigible  in  his  hard  determined 
service  of  the  material  interests  to  which  he  had  pinned  his 
faith  in  the  triumph  of  order  and  justice.  Poor  boy  I  She 
had  a  dear  yision  of  the  giey  hairs  on  his  temples.  He  was 
perfect— perfect  What  more  could  she  have  expected  ?  It 
was  a  colossal  and  lasting  success ;  and  love  was  only  a  short 
moment  of  f  orgetf  ulness,  a  short  intoxication,  whose  delight 
one  remembered  with  a  sense  of  sadness,  as  if  it  had  been 
a  deep  grief  lived  through-  There  was  something  inherent  in 
the  necessities  of  successful  action  which  carried  with  it  the 
moral  degradation  of  the  idea.  She  saw  the  San  Tom^ 
mountain  hanging  over  the  Gampo  over  the  whole  land,  feared, 
hated,  wealthy,  more  soulless  than  any  tyrant,  more  pitiless 
and  antocrattc  than  the  worst  Qovemment,  ready  to  crush 
innumerable  lives  in  the  expansion  of  its  greatness.  He  did 
not  see  it.  He  could  not  see  it.  It  was  not  his  fault.  Ue 
was  perfect,  perfect ;  but  she  would  never  have  him  to  herself. 
Never ;  not  for  one  short  hour  altogether  to  herself  in  this 
old  Spanish  house  she  loved  so  well !  Incorrigible,  the  last  of 
the  Corbelims,  the  last  of  the  Avellanos,  the  doctor  had  said ; 
but  she  saw  clearly  the  San  Tome  mine  possessing,  consuming, 
burninguptheiifeof  the  last  of  the  Clostagnana  Goulds;  master- 
ing the  energetic  spirit  of  the  son  as  it  had  mastered  the  lament- 
able weakness  of  the  father.  A  terrible  success  for  the  last  of 
the  Goulds.    The  last  I  She  htui  hoped  for  a  long,  long  time, 

that  perhaps   But  no  I    There  were  to  be  no  more.  An 

immense  desolation,  the  dread  of  her  own  continued  life,  de- 
scended upon  the  first  lady  of  Sulaco.  With  a  prophetic 
vision  she  saw  herself  surviving  alone  the  degradation  of  her 
young  ideal  of  life,  of  love^  of  work — all  alone  in  the  Treasure 
House  of  the  World.  The  profound,  blind,  suffering  expression 
of  a  painful  dream  settled  on  her  face  with  its  closed  eyes.  In 
the  indistinct  voice  of  an  unlucky  sleeper,  lying  passive  in  the 
toils  of  a  merciless  nightmare,  she  stammered  out  aimlessly 
the  words — 

«  Material  interests.'* 
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NoffTEOXO  had  been  growing  nch  Terj  dowly.  It  was  an 
a£Feot  of  his  pnidence.    He  could  oommand  himself  even 

when  tlirown  off  hLs  balance.  Aud  to  become  the  slave  of  a 
treasure  with  full  self-knowledge  is  an  occurrence  rare  and 
mentally  disturbing.  But  it  was  also  in  a  great  part  because 
of  the  diiiicaltj  of  converting  it  into  a  form  in  which  it  could 
become  availiile.  The  mere  act  of  getting  it  away  frorn 
the  island  pieoemeai,  little  by  little,  was  smronnded  by  difSi- 
colties,  by  the  dangm  of  imminent  detection.  He  had  to 
visit  the  Great  Isabel  in  secret,  between  his  voyages  along  the 
coast,  which  were  the  ostensible  source  of  his  fortune.  The 
crew  of  hiB  own  schooner  were  to  be  feared  as  if  they  had 
been  spies  u|)on  their  dreaded  captain.  He  did  not  dare  ^taj 
too  long  iu  port.  When  his  coaster  was  unloaded,  he  harried 
away  on  another  trip,  for  he  feared  arousing  suspicion  even  bj 
a  day*s  dekij.  Sometimes  daring  a  week's  stay,  or  more,,!]^ 
could  only  manage  one  visit  to  the  treasure.  And  that  was  alL 
A  couple  of  ingots.  He  suffered  through  his  fears  as  much 
as  through  his  prudence.  To  do  things  by  stealth  humiliated 
liim.  And  he  suffered  most  from  the  concentration  of  Ids 
thought  upon  the  tretisure ;  as  thought  becomes  concentrated, 
his  unblemished  reputation  appear  more  vividly  as  a  matter 
of  life  and  death. 

A  transgression,  a  crime,  entering  a  man's  existence,  eats 
it  up  like  a  malignant  growth,  consumes  it  like  a  fever. 
Nostromo had  lost  his  peace ;  the  genuineness  of  all  hisqualitiea 
was  destroyed.  He  felt  it  himself,  and  often  cursed  tlie  silver 
of  San  TumL    His  courage,  his  magnificence,  his  leisure,  his 
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work,  everyihiiig  was  as  before,  only  everything  was  a  sham. 
But  the  treasure  was  real.  He  clung  to  it  with  a  more 
tenacious,  mentiil  grip.  But  he  hated  the  feel  of  the  ingots. 
Sometimes,  after  putting  away  a  couple  of  them  in  his  cabin — 
the  fruit  of  a  secret  night  expedition  to  the  Great  Isabel — he 
would  look  fixedly  at  his  fingers,  as  if  sorpriaed  they  had  left 
no  stain  on  his  iddn. 

He  had  fonnd  means  of  disposing  of  the  silver  bars  in 
distant  ports.  The  necessity  to  go  far  afield  made  his  coasting 
voyages  long,  and  caused  liis  visits  to  the  Viola  household  to  be 
rare  and  far  between.  He  was  fated  to  have  his  wife  from  there. 
He  had  said  so  once  to  Giorgio  himself.  But  the  Garibaldi  no 
had  put  the  subject  aside  with  a  majestic  wave  of  his  hand, 
dntching  a  smonldering  black  briar-root  pipe.  There  was  plenty 
of  time ;  be  was  not  the  man  to  force  his  girls  upon  anybody. 

As  time  went  on,  Nostromo  discovered  his  preference  for 
tiie  younger  of  the  two.  They  had  some  profound  similarities 
of  nature,  which  must  exist  for  complete  confidence  and  under- 
standing, no  matter  what  outward  differences  of  temperament 
there  may  be  to  exercise  their  own  fascination  of  contrast. 
His  wife  would  have  to  know  his  secret,  or  else  life  would  bo 
impossible.  He  was  attracted  by  Giselle,  with  her  candid  gase 
and  white  throat,  pliable,  silent,  fond  of  excitement  under  her 
quiet  indolence ;  whereas  Linda,  with  her  intense,  passionately 
pale  face,  energetic,  all  fire  and  words,  touched  with  gloom 
and  ecorn,  a  chip  of  the  old  block,  true  daughter  of  the  austere 
republican,  but  with  Teresti's  voice,  inspired  him  with  a  deep- 
seated  mistrust.  Moreover,  the  poor  girl  could  not  conceal 
her  love  for  Gian'  Battista.  He  could  see  it  would  l^e  violent, 
exacting,  suspicious,  uncompromising — like  her  soul.  Giselle, 
hj  her  fair  but  warm  beauty,  by  the  surface  placidity  of  her 
nature  holding  a  promise  of  submissiveness,  the  duurm  of 
her  girlish  mysteriousness,  excited  his  passion  and  aOayed  his 
fears  as  to  the  future. 

His  absences  from  Sulaco  were  long.  On  returning  from 
the  longest  of  them,  he  made  out  lighters  loaded  with  blocks 
of  stone  lying  under  the  cliff  of  the  Great  Isabel ;  cranes 
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and  soaffoMing  above ;  workmra^s  flgnreB  moving  aboni,  and 

a  Binall  ligliLhouse  alreadj  rising  from  iU  foundations  on  the 
edge  of  the  cliff. 

At  this  unexpected,  undreamt-of,  startling  sight,  he  thought 
himself  lost  irretrievably.  What  could  save  him  from  detection 
now  ?  Nothing  I  He  was  struck  with  amazed  dread  at  this 
totn  of  ohanoe,  that  would  kindle  a  far-reaching  light  upon  die 
only  seotet  spot  of  bis  lif e»  whose  very  essenoe,  value,  realil^, 
oonsiBted  in  its  reflection  from  the  admiring  eyes  of  men.  All 
of  it  but  that ;  and  that  Wiis  beyond  common  comprehension, 
something  that  stood  between  him  and  the  power  that  hears 
and  gives  effect  to  the  evil  words  of  curses.  It  was  dark.  Not 
every  man  had  such  a  darkness.  And  they  were  going  to  put 
a  light  there.  A  light.  He  saw  it  shining  upon  disgiaoe, 
poverty,  contempt.  Somebody  was  sure  to  .  .  .  Perhaps 
somebody  had  already  .  .  . 

The  incomparable  Nostromo,  the  Oapataz,  the  respected 
and  feared  Captain  Fidanza,  the  unquestioned  orade  of  secret 
societies,  a  republican  like  old  Giorgio,  and  a  revolutionist  at 
heart  (but  in  another  manner),  was  on  the  point  of  jumping 
overboard  from  the  deck  of  his  own  schooner.  That  man, 
subjective  almost  to  insanity,  looked  suicide  deliberately  in  the 
face.  But  he  never  lost  his  head.  He  was  checked  by  the 
thought  that  this  was  no  escape.  He  imagined  himself  dead, 
and  the  disgrace,  the  shame  going  on.  Or,  rather,  properly 
Q)eaking,  he  could  not  imagine  himself  dead.  He  was  pos- 
sessed too  strongly  by  the  sense  of  his  own  existence,  a  thing 
of  iniinite  duration  in  its  changes,  to  grasp  the  notion  of 
finality.   The  earth  goes  on  for  ever. 

And  he  was  courageous.  It  was  a  corrupt  coun^e,  but  it 
was  as  good  for  his  purposes  as  the  other  kind.  He  sailed 
dose  to  ihe  cliff  of  the  Great  Isabel,  throwing  a  penettadng 
glance  from  the  deck  at  the  mouUi  of  ihe  ravine,  tangled  in  an 
undisturbed  growth  of  bushes.  He  suled  close  ^ongh  to 
exchange  hails  with  the  workmen,  shading  their  eyes  on  the 
edge  of  the  sheer  drop  of  the  cliff ,  overhung  by  the  jib-head 
of  a  powerful  crane.   He  perceived  that  none  of  them  had 
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any  oocasion  eyen  to  approach  the  ravine  where  the  silver  lay 

hidden  ;  let  alone  to  enter  it.  In  the  hai'bour  he  learned  that 
no  one  slept  on  the  island.  The  labouring  gangs  returned  to 
port  every  evening,  singing  chorus  songs,  in  the  empty  lighters 
towed  by  a  harbour  tog.  For  the  moment  he  had  nothing 
to  fear. 

Bat  afterwards  ?  he  asked  himself.  Later  on,  when  a  keeper 
oame  to  live  in  the  cottage  that  was  being  built  some  hnn^ed 
and  fifty  yards  back  from  the  low  light-tower,  and  four  hxmdred 

or  so  from  the  dark,  shaded,  jungly  ravine,  containing  the 
secret  of  his  safety,  of  his  influence,  of  his  magnificence,  of  his 
power  over  the  future,  of  his  defiance  of  ill-luck,  of  every 
possible  betrayal  from  rich  and  poor  alike — what  then  ?  He 
could  never  shake  off  the  treaaure.  His  audacity,  greater  than 
that  of  other  men,  had  welded  that  vein  of  silver  into  his  Ufe. 
And  the  feeling  of  fearful  and  ardent  snbjectiony  the  feeling  of 
his  cdavery — so  irremediable  and  profound  that  often,  in  his 
thoughts,  he  compared  himself  to  the  legendary  Gringos, 
neither  dead  nor  alive,  bound  down  to  their  conquest  of  im- 
lawf ul  wealth  on  Azuera — weighed  heavily  on  the  independent 
Captain  Fidanza,  owner  and  master  of  a  coasting  schooner,  whose 
smart  appearance  (and  fabulous  good-luck  in  trading)  were  so 
well  known  along  the  western  seaboard  of  a  vast  continent. 

Fiercely  whiskered  and  grave,  a  shade  less  supple  in  his 
walk,  the  vigour  and  symmetry  of  his  powerful  limbs  lost  in  the 
vulgarity  of  a  brown  tweed  suit,  made  by  Jews  in  the  slums  of 
London,  and  sold  by  the  clothing  department  of  the  Compania 
Anzani,  Captain  Fidanza  was  seen  in  the  streets  of  Sulaco 
attending  to  his  business,  as  usual,  that  trip.  And,  as  usual,  he 
allowed  it  to  get  about  that  he  had  made  a  great  profit  on  his 
cargo.  It  was  a  cargo  of  salt  fish,  and  Lent  was  approaching. 
He  was  seen  in  tmmcars  going  to  and  fro  between  the  town 
and  the  harbour ;  he  talked  with  people  in  a  atfe  or  two  in 
his  measured,  steady  voice.  Oaptain  Fidanza  was  M0ft.  The 
generation  Uiat  would  know  nothing  of  the  famous  ride  to 
Cayta  was  not  bom  yet. 

Nostromo,  the  miscalled  Capataz  de  Caigadores,  hud  made 
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far  himsftlf ,  under  hk  rightful  name,  another  pablic  eEistmce, 
bat  modified  by  the  new  conditions,  less  picturesque,  more 
difficult  to  keep  up  in  the  increased  size  and  varied  population 
of  Sulaco,  the  progressive  capital  of  the  Occidental  Republic. 

Captain  Fidanza,  uupicturesque,  but  always  a  little  mys- 
terious, was  recognised  quite  sufficiently  under  the  lofty  glass 
and  iron  roof  of  the  Sulaoo  railway  station.  He  took  a  local 
train,  and  got  out  in  Binoon,  where  be  visited  widow  of 
the  Ottgador  who  had  died  of  his  woonds  (at  tiie  dawn  of  the 
New  Era,  like  Don  Joe6  Avellanos)  in  the  patio  of  the  Casa 
Gould,  lie  consented  to  sit  down  and  drink  a  glass  of  cool 
lemonade  in  the  hut,  while  the  woman,  standing  up,  poured 
H  perfect  torrent  of  words  to  which  he  did  not  listen.  He  left 
some  money  with  her,  as  usual.  The  orphaned  children,  grow- 
ing up  and  well  schooled,  calling  him  uncle,  clamonied  for 
his  blessing.  He  gave  tiiat,  too ;  and  in  the  doorway  paused 
for  a  moment  to  look  at  the  flat  fsce  of  Uie  8ui  Tom^  moontain 
with  afttnt  frown.  This  slight  ocmtoaction  of  his  bronsed  brow 
casting  a  marked  tinge  of  severity  upon  his  usual  unbending 
expression,  was  observed  at  the  Lodge  which  he  attended — 
but  went  away  before  the  banquet.  He  wore  it  at  the  meeting 
of  some  good  comrades,  Italians  and  Occidentals,  assembled  in 
his  honour  under  the  presidency  of  an  indigent,  sickly,  some- 
what hnndibaoked  iittte  photographer,  with  a  white  fsoe,  and  a 
magnanimons  sonl  dyed  crimson  1^  a  Uood-thirsty  hate  of  all 
oafntalists,  oppressors  of  the  two  hemii^herse.  The  heroic 
Giorgio  Viola,  old  revolutionist,  would  have  understood  nothing 
of  his  opening  speech  ;  and  Captain  Fidanza,  lavishly  generous 
as  usual  to  some  poor  comimles,  made  no  speech  at  all.  He 
had  listened,  frowning,  wiUi  his  mind  far  away,  and  walked  off 
nnapproachabie,  silent,  like  a  man  full  of  cares. 

His  frown  deepened  as,  in  the  early  morning,  he  watched 
the  stone  masons  go  to  the  Great  Isabel,  in  Ughters  kMided 
wiUi  squared  blooks  of  stone,  enough  to  add  another  course  to 
the  squat  light-tower.  That  was  the  rate  of  the  work.  One 
course  per  day. 

And  Captain  Fidanza  meditated.  The  prei^noe  of  strangers 
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on  the  island  would  cut  liim  completely  off  the  treasure.  It 
had  been  difficult  and  dangerous  enough  before.  He  was 
afraid,  and  he  was  angry.  He  thought  with  the  resolution  of 
a  master,  and  the  canning  of  a  cowed  ^ve.  Then  he  went 
adiore. 

He  WHB  a  man  of  raonzoe  and  ingeniiity ;  and,  as  nsnal, 
the  expedient  he  found  at  a  oritkal  moment  was  effectiye 
enough  to  alter  the  sitciation  ladicallj.  He  had  the  gift  of 
evolving  safety  out  of  the  very  danger,  this  incomparable 
Nostromo,  this  "  fellow  in  a  thousand."  With  Giorgio  estab- 
lished on  the  Great  Isabel,  there  would  be  no  need  for 
concealment.  He  would  be  able  to  go  openly,  in  daylight, 
to  see  his  daughters — one  of  his  daughters— and  stay  late 
talking  to  the  dd  Garibaldino.  Then  in  th»  dark  •  •  . 
Night  after  night  ...  He  would  dare  to  grow  rioh  quicker 
now.  He  yearned  to  olaspy  embraoe,  ahsorb,  subjugate  in 
unquestioned  ponesdon  this  treasure,  whose  tyranny  had 
weighed  upon  his  mind,  his  actions,  his  veiy  sleep. 

He  went  to  see  his  friend  Captain  Mitchell — and  the  thing 
was  done  as  Dr.  Monygham  had  related  to  Mrs.  Gould.  When 
the  project  was  mooted  to  the  Garibaldino,  something  like 
the  faint  reflection,  the  dim  ghost  of  a  very  ancient  smile, 
stole  under  ihid  white  and  enormous  moni^aohes  of  the  old 
hater  of  kings  and  ministeES.  His  danghtets  were  the  object 
of  his  anxious  care.  The  younger,  especially.  Linda,  with 
her  mother's  voice,  had  taken  more  her  motWs  place.  Her 
deep,  vibrating  Eh,  Padre  ?  "  seemed,  but  for  the  change  of  the 
word,  the  very  echo  of  the  impassioned,  remonstrating  "Eh, 
Giorgio  ?  "  of  poor  Signora  Teresa.  It  was  his  fixed  opinion 
that  the  to\\  n  was  no  proper  place  for  his  girls.  The  infatuated 
but  guileless  Kamirez  was  the  object  of  his  profound  aversion, 
as  resuming  the  sins  of  the  countiy  whoee  people  were  bMnd, 
vile,  M020m. 

On  his  return  from  his  next  voyage,  Captain  Fidansa  found 

the  Violas  settled  in  the  light-keeper's  cottage.  His  know- 
ledge of  Giorgio  idiosyncrasies  had  not  played  him  false.  The 
Garibaldino  had  refused  to  entertain  the  idea  of  any  companion 
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wbalever,  exo^  his  giris.  And  Oaptain  MiidieU,  anzioiiB  to 

please  his  poor  Nostromo,  with  that  felicity  of  inspiratiou 
which  only  true  affection  can  give,  had  formally  appointed 
Linda  Viola  as  nnder-keeper  of  the  Isabel's  Light. 

<*The  light  is  private  property/*  he  used  to  exphuiL 
belongs  to  my  Company.    IVe  the  power  to  nominate  whom 
I  like,  and  Viola  it  shall  be*  It*s  about  the  only  thing  Noa- 
trano— a  man  worth  his  wdght  in  gold,  mind  yon— had  erar 
aaked  me  to  do  for  him.** 

Directly  his  schooner  was  anchored  opposite  the  New  Custom 
Honse,  with  its  sham  air  of  a  Greek  temple,  flat-roofed,  with  a 
colonnade,  Captain  Fidanza  went  pulling  his  small  boat  out  of 
the  harbour*  bound  for  the  Great  Isabel,  openly  in  the  light  of 
a  declining  day,  before  all  men*s  eyes,  wiUi  a  sense  of  having 
mastered  the  fates.  He  most  estaUish  a  regolsr  posifticm. 
He  wonld  ask  hhn  for  his  daaghter  now.  He  thought  of 
Gisdte  as  he  polled.  Linda  loved  him,  perhaps,  bat  the  old 
man  would  be  glad  to  keep  the  eldest,  who  was  like  a  daaghter 
and  wife  in  one. 

He  did  not  pull  for  the  narrow  strand  where  he  had  landed 
with  Decoud,  and  afterwards  alone  on  his  first  visit  to  the 
treasure.  He  made  for  the  beach  at  the  other  end,  and  walked 
np  the  regular  and  gentle  slope  of  the  wedge-shaped  island. 
Giorgio  Viola,  whom  he  saw  from  afsr,  sitting  on  a  bkich  under 
the  front  wall  of  the  oottage,  lifted  his  arm  dightly  to  his  loud 
hail.   He  walked  np.   Neither  of  the  girls  appeared. 

"It  is  good  here,"  said  the  old  man,  in  his  austere,  far- 
away manner. 

Nostromo  nodded  ;  then,  after  a  short  silence — 
Yoa  saw  my  schooner  pass  in  not  two  horns  ago  ?  Do 
yon  know  why  I  am  here  before,  so  to  speak,  my  anchor  has 
fsirly  bitten  into  the  ground  of  this  port  of  Sulaoo?" 

^Youarewekwme  lik»a8on,**theoldmandedared»q[niet]y, 
staring  away  upon  the  sea. 

"  Ah  !  thy  son.  I  know.  I  am  what  thy  son  would  have 
been.  It  is  well,  viejo.  It  is  a  very  good  welcome.  Listen, 
I  have  come  to  ask  you  for  " 
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A  sudden  dread  came  upon  the  fearless  and  incorruptible 
Nostromo.  He  dared  not  utter  the  name  in  his  mind.  The 
slight  pause  only  imparted  a  marked  weight  and  solemnitj  to 
the  changed  end  of  the  phrase. 

For  my  wif e  1 '*  .  .  .  His  heart  was  beating  fast.  ''It 
is  time  yon  " 

The  Garibaldino  arrested  him  with  an  extended  aim. 
"  That  was  left  for  yon  to  judge.'* 

He  got  up  slowly.  HLs  beard,  undipped  since  Teresa's 
death,  thick,  snow-white,  covered  his  powerful  chest.  He 
turned  his  head  to  the  door,  and  called  out  in  his  strong 
Yoice — 

"  Linda." 

Her  answer  oune  sharp  and  faint  from  within ;  and  the 
appalled  Nostromo  stood  np  too,  bnt  remained  mote,  gazing 
at  the  door.  He  was  afraid.  He  was  not  afraid  €^  being 
refused  the  girl  he  loved — no  mere  refusal  could  stand  between 
him  and  a  woman  he  desired — but  the  shining  spectre  of  the 
treasure  rose  before  him,  claiming  his  allegiance  in  a  silence 
that  could  not  be  gainsaid.  He  was  afraid,  because,  neither 
dead  nor  alive,  like  the  Gringos  on  Azuera,  he  belonged 
body  and  sonl  to  the  nnlawfdness  of  his  audacity.  He  was 
afraid  of  being  forbidden  the  island.  He  was  afradd,  and  said 
nothing. 

Seeing  th^  two  men  standing  up  side  by  side  to  await  her, 
Linda  stopped  in  the  doorway.  Nothing  could  alter  the  pas- 
sionate dead  whiteness  of  her  face  ;  but  her  black  eyes  seemed 
to  catch  and  concentrate  all  the  light  of  the  low  sun  in  a 
flaming  spark  within  the  black  depths,  covered  at  onoe  by  the 
slow  descent  of  heavy  eyelids. 

"Bdiold  thy  husband,  master,  and  benefaotor.''  Old  Viola's 
voice  resounded  with  a  force  tibat  seemed  to  fill  thewlude  gulf. 

She  stepped  forward  witii  her  eyes  aeariy  dosed,  like  a 
sleep-walker  in  a  beatific  dream. 

Nostromo  made  a  superhuman  effort.  "  It  is  time,  Linda, 
we  two  were  betrothed,"  he  said  steadily,  in  his  level,  care- 
less, unbending  tone. 
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She  pQi  her  hAod  into  hk  offend  pftka,  lowering  her  hetd, 
dttk  witii  Ixonzc  gliutt,  upon  whidi  her  lether's  hud  rated 

for  a  moment. 

**  And  so  the  soul  of  the  tlead  is  satisfied." 

This  omie  from  Giorgio  Viola,  who  went  on  talking  for  a 
while  of  his  dead  wife ;  while  the  two,  sitting  side  bj  side, 
never  looked  at  each  other.  Then  the  old  man  oeased ;  and 
Linda,  motionless,  began  to  speak. 

**Bver  ainoe  I  felt  I  li?ed  in  the  wodd,  I  have  lived  for 
yon  alone,  Gian*  Battieta.  And  that  yon  knew  I  Yon  knew 
it .  .  .  Battirtino." 

She  prononnced  the  name  encfclj  with  her  mother's  in- 
tonation.  A  gloom  as  of  the  grave  covered  No6tromo*s  heart 

"  Yes.    I  knew,"  he  said. 

The  heroic  Garibaldino  sat  on  the  same  bench  bowing  hia 
hoary  head,  his  old  soul  dwelling  alone  with  ito  memorlew, 
tender  and  violoit,  terrible  and  dteaiy— all  alone  on  the  earth 
fall  of  men. 

And  Linda,  hie  best-loved  daughter  was  saying,  wis 
yonrs  ever  sinoe  I  can  remember.   I  had  only  to  thii±  of  yon 

for  the  earth  to  become  empty  to  my  eyes.  When  you  were 
there,  I  conld  see  no  one  else.  I  was  yours.  Nothing  is 
changed.  The  world  belongs  to  you,  and  you  let  me  live  in 
it."  .  .  .  She  dropped  her  low,  vibrating  voice  to  a  still  lower 
note,  and  foimdothiu  things  to  6aj^---tortnring  for  the  man  at  her 
side.  Her  mnnnnr  ma  aa  ardent  and  volnMe.  She  did  not 
seem  to  see  her  sister,  who  came  oat  with  an  altar-doth  she 
was  embroidering  in  her  hands,  and  passed  in  fnsnA  them, 
silent,  fresh,  fair,  with  a  qnic^  glance  and  a  faint  smile,  to  sit 
a  little  away  on  the  other  side  of  Nostromo. 

The  evening  was  still.  The  sun  sank  almost  to  the  edge  of 
a  pnrple  ocean ;  and  the  white  lighthouse,  livid  against  the 
background  of  clouds  filling  the  head  of  the  gulf,  bore  the 
lantern  red  and  glowing,  like  a  hve  ember  kindled  by  the  fire  of 
the  algr.  €H«Ue,  indolent  and  demnre,  rsised  the  aUnrdoth 
from  time  to  time  to  hidenervoos  yawns,  as  of  ayonng  panther. 

Suddenly  Linda  rushed  at  her  sister,  and  seizing  her  head. 
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covered  her  face  with  kisses.  Nostromo's  brain  reeled.  When 
she  left  her,  as  if  stunned  by  the  violent  caresses,  with  her 
hands  lying  in  her  lap,  the  slave  of  the  treasure  felt  as  if  he 
could  shoot  that  woman.  Old  Gioigio  lifted  his  leonine 
head. 

^  Where  aie  yon  going,  Linda  ? 
«<To  the  light,  padre  mio.*' 
•*  Si,  81— to  your  duty.'* 

He  got  np,  too,  look(^  after  his  eldest  danghter ;  then,  in  a 
tone  whose  festive  note  seemed  the  echo  of  a  mood  lost  in  the 
night  of  ages — 

I  am  going  in  to  cook  something.  Aba  !  Son  I  The 
old  man  knows  where  to  find  a  bottle  of  wine,  too.'* 

He  torned  to  Giselle,  wiUi  a  ohange  to  austere  tenderness. 
And  yoa,  little  one,  pfay  not  to  the  God  of  priests  and 
slaves,  but  to  the  God  of  orphans,  of  the  oppressed,  of  the 
poor,  of  Uttle  children,  to  give  thee  a  man  like  this  one  for  a 
hasbund.** 

His  hand  rested  heavily  for  a  moment  on  Nostromo's 
shoulder  ;  then  he  went  in.  The  hopeless  slave  of  the  San 
Tom^  silver  felt  at  these  words  the  venomous  fangs  of  jealousy 
iHting  deep  into  his  heart.  He  was  appalled  by  the  noveUgr 
of  the  eiperienoe,  bj  its  force,  bj  its  pbysioal  intimacj.  A 
husband  t  A  husbaod  for  her  I  And  yet  it  was  natural  that 
Giselle  should  have  a  husband  at  some  time  or  other.  He  had 
never  realised  that  before.  In  discovering  that  her  beauty 
could  belong  to  another  he  felt  as  though  he  could  kill  this 
one  of  old  Giorgio's  daughtei-s  also.   He  muttered  moodily— 

"  They  say  you  love  Ramirez." 

She  shook  her  head  without  looking  at  him.  Coppery 
gtints  rippled  to  and  fro  on  the  wealth  of  her  gold  hair.  Her 
smooth  forehead  had  the  soft»  pure  sheen  of  a  priceless  peail 
in  the  splendour  of  the  sunset^  mingling  the  gloom  of  starry 

spaces,  the  purple  of  the  sea  and  the  crimson  of  the  sky  in  a 
magnificent  stillness. 

"  No,"  she  said  slowly.  "  I  never  loved  him.  I  think  I 
never  ...  He  loves  me— perhaps." 
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The  Mdaoiion  of  her  dbwyoioe  died  oat  of  the  air,  and 

raised  eyes  remained  fixed  uu  nothing,  if  indifferent  and 
without  thought. 

"  Ramirez  told  you  he  loved  you  ?  "  asked  NoBtromo,  re- 
straining himself. 

**  Ah  !  once — one  evening  .  . 

"  The  miserable  ...  Ha  I " 

He  had  jumped  up  as  if  stang  by  a  gad*fly,  and  stood  before 
her  mute  with  anger. 

"  Misericordia  Divina  !  You,  too,  Gian*  Battista  !  Poor 
wretch  that  I  am  !  *'  She  lamented  herself  in  ingenuous  tones. 
"  I  told  Linda,  and  she  scolded — she  scolded.  Am  I  to  live 
blind,  dumb,  and  deaf  in  this  world.  And  she  told  father  who 
took  down  his  gun  and  cleaned  ik  PowBamires  I  Then  you 
oame,  and  she  told  you.** 

He  looked  at  her.  He  fastened  his  eyes  upon  the  hollow 
of  her  white  throat,  whieb  had  the  invinoible  diazm  of 
things  young,  palpitating,  delicate,  and  alive.  Was  this  the 
child  he  had  known  ?  Was  it  possible  ?  It  dawned  upon  hun 
that  in  these  kst  years  he  had  really  seen  very  little — nothing 
— of  her.  Nothing.  She  had  come  into  the  world  like  a  thing 
unknown.  She  had  come  upon  him  unawares.  She  was  a 
danger.  A  frightful  danger.  The  instinctive  mood  of  fierce 
determination  that  had  never  failed  him  bef<ne  the  perils 
of  this  life  added  its  steady  f oioe  to  the  violenoe  of  Ids 
passion.  She,  in  a  voioe  th^  leoalled  to  him  the  song  of 
running  water,  the  tinkling  of  a  silver  bell,  continued — 

"  And  between  you  three  you  have  brought  me  here  into 
this  captivity  to  the  sky  and  water.  Nothing  else.  Sky  and 
water.  Oh,  Sanctissima  Madre  I  My  hair  shall  turn  gray  in 
this  tedious  island.   I  hate  you,  Gian*  Battista  I  ** 

He  laughed  out  loudly.  Her  Tcnoe  enveloped  him  like  a 
caress.  She  lamented  henelf ,  spreading  unoonscioudy,  like  a 
flower  its  perfume  in  the  coolness  of  the  evening,  the  inde- 
finable seduction  of  her  person.  Was  it  her  fault  that  nobody 
ever  had  admired  Linda  ?  Even  when  they  were  little,  going 
out  with  their  mother  to  Mass,  she  remembered  that  people 
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took  no  notice  of  Linda,  who  was  fearless,  and  choose  instead 

to  frighten  her,  who  was  timid,  with  their  attention.    It  was 
her  hair  like  gold,  she  supposed. 
He  broke  out — 

"  Your  hair  Uke  gold,  and  your  eyes  like  violets,  and  your 
lips  like  the  rose  ;  your  round  arms,  your  white  throat."  .  .  . 

Imperturbable  in  the  indolence  of  her  pose,  she  blushed 
deeply  all  over  to  the  roots  of  her  hair.  She  was  not  con- 
ceited. She  was  no  more  self-conscions  than  a  flower.  But 
she  was  pleased.  And  perhaps  even  a  flower  loves  to  hear 
itself  praised.    He  glanced  down,  and  added,  impetuously — 

«  Yoar  Httle  feet  I " 

Leaning  back  against  the  rough  stone  wall  of  the  cottage, 
she  seemed  to  bask  languidly  in  the  warmth  of  the  rosy  flash. 
Only  her  lowered  eyes  glanced  at  her  little  feet. 

And  so  yon  are  going  at  last  to  marry  onr  Linda.  She  is 
terrible.  Ah  I  now  dbe  will  understand  better  since  you  hare 
told  her  you  love  her.   She  will  not  be  so  fleroe." 

"  Chica  !  "  said  Nostromo,  "  I  have  uot  told  her  anything." 

"  Then  make  haste.  Come  to-morrow.  Come  and  tell  her, 
so  that  I  may  have  some  peace  from  her  scolding,  and— perhaps 
— who  knows  .  . 

**Be  allowed  to  listen  to  your  Ramirez,  eh  ?  Is  that  it  ? 
You  .  . 

'^MerGj  of  God!  How  violent  you  are,  Giovanni,"  she 
said,  unmoved.  *'Who  is  Ramures  .  .  .  Biunnez  .  .  .  Who 

is  he  ?  "  she  repeated  dreamily,  in  the  dusk  and  gloom  of  the 
clouded  gulf,  with  a  low  red  streak  in  the  west  like  a  hot  bar 
of  glowinc^  iron  laid  across  the  entrance  of  a  world  sombre  as  a 
oavem,  where  the  magnihcent  Capataz  deCargadores  had  stored 
his  conquests  of  love  and  wealth. 

''Listen,  Giselle,"  he  said,  in  measured  tones ;  I  will  tell  no 
word  of  love  to  yonr  sister.  Do  you  want  to  know  why  ?  " 

'*  Alas  I  I  could  not  understand  perhaps,  Giovanni.  Father 
says  you  are  not  like  other  men  ;  that  no  one  had  ever  under- 
stood you  properly ;  that  the  rich  will  be  surprised  yet  .  .  , 
Oh  I  saints  in  heaven  I    I  am  weary." 


She  Tftoed  her  embroideiy  to  oonoeal  the  lower  pot  d  her 
face,  then  let  it  fall  on  her  h^.  The  laatemwM  shaded  on  the 

land  side,  but  slanting  away  from  the  dark  ootmim  of  the  light- 
house they  could  see  the  long  shaft  of  light,  kindled  by  Linda, 
go  out  to  strike  the  expiring  glow  in  a  horizon  of  purple  and 
red. 

Giaelle  Viola,  with  her  head  resting  against  the  wall  of  the 
house,  her  eyes  half  doaed,  and  her  little  feet,  in  white  atockingt 
and  blaok  alippen,  oroand  oyer  each  other,  seemed  to  snnender 
herself,  tranqnfl  and  fatal  to  the  gathering  dnak.  The  oharm  of 

her  body,  the  promising  mysterioasness  of  her  indolmce,  went 

out  into  the  night  of  the  placid  gulf  like  a  fresh  and  intoxicating 
fragrance  spreadin^r  out  in  the  shadows,  impreomating  the  air. 
The  incorruptible  Nostromo  breathed  her  ambient  seduction  in 
the  tumultuous  heaving  of  his  breast.  Before  leaving  the  harbour 
he  had  thrown  off  the  store  clothing  of  Captain  Fidanza,  for 
greater  ease  in  the  long  pull  out  to  the  islands.  He  stood 
before  her  in  the  red  sash  and  <^iedc  shirt  as  he  nsed  to  i^pear 
on  the  Company's  wharf — a  Mediterranean  sailor  oome  adiore 
to  try  his  hick  in  Oostagnana.  The  dnsk  of  purple  and  red 
enveloped  him  too — close,  soft,  profound,  as  no  more  than  fifty 
yards  from  that  spot  it  had  gathered  evening  after  evening 
about  the  self-destruct ive  passion  of  Don  Martin  Decoud's  utter 
scepticism,  flaming  up  to  death  in  solitude. 

You  have  got  to  hear,*'  he  began  at  last,  with  perfect 
self -oontroL  I  shall  say  no  word  oi  love  to  your  sister;  to 
whom  I  am  betrothed  from  this  eyening,  beoanse  it  is  yon  that 
Ilove.  It  is  yon  I*'  .  .  . 

The  dnsk  let  him  see  yet  i^e  tender  and  yolnptooos  smile 
that  came  instinctively  upon  her  lips  shaped  for  love  and  kisses, 
freeze  hard  in  the  drawn,  haggard  lines  of  terror.  He  could 
not  restrain  himself  any  longer.  While  she  shrank  from  his 
approach,  her  arms  went  out  to  him,  abandoned  and  regal  in  the 
dignity  of  her  languid  surrender.  He  held  her  head  in  his  two 
hands,  and  showered  rapid  kisses  upon  the  nptoraed  forehead, 
that  gleamed  smooth,  like  white  satin,  in  the  purple  dnsk. 
Masterfnl  and  tender,  he  was  altering  slowly  npoo  the  fnlnrss 
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of  his  possession.  And  he  perceived  that  she  was  crying. 
Then  the  incomparable  Capataz,  the  man  of  careless  loves, 
became  gentle  and  caressing,  like  a  woman  to  the  grief  of  a 
child.  He  murmured  to  her  fondly.  He  sat  down  by  her  and 
nnrsed  her  fair  head  on  his  breast  He  called  her  his  star  and 
his  little  flower. 

It  had  grown  dark.  From  the  liTing-room  of  the  light- 
keeper's  cottage,  where  Giorgio,  one  of  the  Immortal  Thousand, 
was  bending  his  leonine  and  heroic  head  over  a  charcoal  fire, 
there  came  the  sound  of  sizzling  and  the  aroma  of  an  artistic 
frittura. 

In  the  obscure  disarray  of  that  thing,  happening  like  a 
oataoljsm,  it  was  in  her  feminine  head  that  some  gleam  of 
reason  smrvived.  He  was  lost  to  the  world  in  their  embraced 
BtillnesB.  Bnt  she  said,  whispering  into  his  ear — 

**God  of  mercy !  What  will  become  of  me— here— now — 
between  <Mb  sky  and  this  water  I  hate  ?  Lmda,  Linda— I  see 
her ! "  .  .  .  She  stniggled  out  of  his  arms,  suddenly  relaxed  at 
the  sound  of  that  name.  But  there  was  no  one  approaching 
their  black  shapes,  enlaced  and  stniggling  on  the  white  back- 
ground of  the  wall.  "  Linda  I  Poor  Linda  I  I  tremble  !  I 
shall  die  of  fear  before  mj  poor  sister  Linda,  betrothed  to^by 
to  Giovanni — ^mj  lover  I  Gtiovanni,  yon  mnst  have  been  mad  t 
I  cannot  understand  yon  I  Yon  are  not  like  other  men  I  I 
will  not  give  yon  np— never— only  to  God  himself  I  Bnt  why 
have  you  done  this  blind,  mad,  cruel,  frightful  thing  ?  " 

Released,  she  hung  her  head,  let  fall  her  hands.  The  altar- 
cloth,  as  it  tossed  by  a  great  wind,  lay  far  away  from  them, 
gleaming  white  on  the  black  ground. 

"  Prom  fear  of  losing  my  hope  of  you,"  said  Nostromo. 

''You  knew  that  yon  had  my  sonll  Yon  know  eveiy- 
tiiingt  It  was  made  for  yon  t  Bnt  what  conld  stand  between 
yon  and  me  ?  What  ?  Tell  me  I "  she  repeated,  without  im- 
patience, in  superb  assurance. 

Your  dead  mother,"  he  said,  very  low. 

"  Ah  I  .  .  .  Poor  mother  !  She  has  always.  .  .  She  is  a 
saint  in  heaven  now,  and  I  cannot  give  you  up  to  her.  I^o, 
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Giovanni.  Onlj  to  God  alone.  Ton  were  mad — bntitisdone. 
Oh  I  what  ha^e  joa  dime  ?  Giofanni,  myheloved,  mj  life,  my 
matterydonotlieaTemeheremtihttgrayeofdoiidfl.  Yoaoannofe 
leave  me  now  I    Yon  rnoBt  take  me  awaj— at  onoe — thk 

instant — in  the  little  boat.  Giovanni,  carry  me  off  to-night, 
from  my  fear  of  Linda's  eyes,  before  I  have  to  look  at  her 
again." 

She  nestied  close  to  him.  The  slave  of  the  San  Tom^ 
silver  felt  the  wdght  as  of  chains  upon  his  limbs,  a  pressure  as 
of  a  ooUl  hand  upon  his  lips.  He  struggled  against  the  spelL 

I  oannot,*' he  said.  "Not  yet  There  is  somethmg  tiiat 
stands  between  ns  two  and  the  freedom  of  the  world.** 

She  pressed  her  form  doeer  to  his  side  with  a  sabtle  an4 
naive  instinct  of  seduction. 

"  You  rave,  Giovanni — my  lover!"  she  whispered  engagingly. 
**  Wliat  can  there  be  ?  Carry  me  off — in  thy  very  hands— to 
Dofia  £inilia — away  from  here.   I  am  not  very  heavy.** 

It  scorned  as  tiiongh  she  expected  him  to  lift  her  up  at 
onoe  inhis  two  pafans.  She  had  lost  the  notionof  all  impossibility. 
Anything  ooold  happen  on  this  night  of  wonder.  As  he  made 
no  movement,  she  almost  eried  aload — 

"  I  tell  you  I  am  afraid  of  Linda  1 "  And  still  he  did  not 
move.  She  became  quiet  and  wily.  "  What  can  there  be  ?  " 
she  asked  coaxingiy. 

He  felt  her  warm,  breathing,  alive,  quivering  in  the  hollow 
of  his  arm.  In  the  exulting  consciousness  of  his  strength, 
and  the  triumphant  excitement  of  his  mind,  he  struck  a  Uow 
for  his  freedom. 

A  tressnre,**  he  said.  All  was  still.  She  did  not  under- 
stand. ^'Atreasore.  A  treasure  of  silver  to  buy  a  gold  crown 
for  thy  brow." 

"  A  treasure  ? "  she  repeated  in  a  faint  voice,  as  if  from 
the  depths  of  a  dream.    "  What  is  it  you  say  ?  " 

She  disengaged  herself  gently.  He  got  up  and  looked  down 
at  her,  aware  of  her  face,  of  her  hair,  h«  lips,  the  dimples  on 
her  cheeks — seeing  the  fasdnaticm  of  her  person  in  the  night  of 
the  gdf  as  if  in  the  blaae  of  noon-day.    Her  nonchahmt  and 
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Reductive  voice  trembled  with  the  excitement  of  admiring  awe 
and  ungovernable  curiosity. 

A  treasnie  of  silver  1  **  she  stammered  out.  Then  pressed 
on  faster,  *^  What  ?  Where  ?  How  did  yon  get  it»  Giovanni  ? 

He  wrestled  with  the  spell  of  oapdvitj.  It  wasasif  striking 
a  heroic  blow  that  he  burst  out — 

"  Like  a  thief  I  " 

The  densest  blackness  of  the  placid  ^ilf  seemed  to  fall  upon 
her  head.  He  oonld  not  see  her  now.  iShe  had  vanished  into 
a  long,  ohsonre  abysmal  silence,  whence  her  voice  came  back 
to  him  after  a  time  with  a  faint  glimmer,  which  was  her  face. 

"  I  love  you  I  I  love  you  I " 

These  words  gave  him  an  unwonted  senselof  freedom  ;  they 
cast  a  spell  stronger  than  the  accursed  spell  of  the  treasure  ;  they 
changed  his  weary  subjection  to  that  dead  thing  into  an  exult- 
ing conviction  of  his  power.  He  would  cherish  her,  he  said, 
in  a  splendour  as  great  as  Do&a  Emilia^s.  The  rich  lived  on 
wealth  stolen  from  the  people,  but  he  had  taken  from  the  rich 
nothing— nothing  that  was  not  lost  to  them  already  hj  their  folly 
andiheir  betrayal  For  he^had  been  betrayed— be  said'-^eoeived, 
tempted.  She  believed  him.  ...  He  had  kept  the  treasure  for 
purposes  of  revenge ;  but  now  he  cared  nothing  for  it.  He 
cared  only  for  her.  He  would  put  her  beauty  in  a  palace  on  a 
hill  crowned  with  olive  trees — a  white  hill  above  a  blue  sea. 
He  would  keep  her  there  like  a  jewel  in  a  casket.  He  wonld 
get  land  for  her — her  own  land  fertile  with  vuies  and  com — 
to  set  her  little  feet  upon.  He  embraced  theuL  ...  He  had 
ahraady  paid  for  it  all  with  the  soul  of  a  woman  and  the  life  of 
a  man.  .  .  .  The  Oapataz  de  Oargadores  tasted  the  snpreme 
intoxication  of  his  generosity.  He  flnng  the  mastered  treasure 
superbly  at  her  feet  iu  the  impenetrable  darkness  of  the  gulf, 
in  the  darkness  defying — as  men  said — the  knowledge  of  God 
and  the  wit  of  the  devil.  But  she  must  let  him  grow  rich  first 
— he  warned  her. 

She  listened  as  if  in  a  trance.  Her  fingers  stirred  in  hk 
hair.  He  got  np  from  his  knees  reeling,  weak,  empty,  as 
thongh  he  had  finng  his  sonl  away. 
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Make  haste,  then,*'  she  nid.  ^  Mftke  hasfce,  Gtovanni,  1117 
lover,  my  master,  for  T  will  give  thee  np  to  no  one  but  God. 
And  I  am  afraid  of  Linda." 

He  smessed  at  her  shudder,  and  swore  to  do  his  l>e8t.  He 
trusted  the  course  of  her  love.  She  promiaed  to  be  brave  in 
order  to  be  lo?ed  always—far  away  in  a  palaoenpcmawhitehill 
abo?e  a  blue  lea.  Then  wiUi  a  iimidy  tentative  eagienieBB  die 
numnnred— * 

«•  Where  is  it  ?   Where  ?   Tell  me  that,  Giovanni.*' 

He  opened  his  mouth  and  remained  silent — thunderstruck. 

"  Not  that  I  Not  that ! "  he  gasped  out,  appalled  at  the 
spell  of  secrecy  that  had  kept  him  dumb  before  so  manj  people 
falling  npon  his  lips  with  unimpaired  force.  Not  even  to  her. 
Not  even  to  her.  It  was  too  dangeroos.  ^  I  forbid  thee  to 
ask»**  he  cried  atiier,  deadening  oantioosly  the  anger  of  his  voice. 

He  had  not  regained  his  freedom.  The  speoti^  of  the 
unlawful  treasure  arose,  standing  by  her  side  like  a  figure  of 
silver,  pitiless  and  secret  with  a  finger  upon  its  pale  lips. 
His  soul  died  within  him  at  the  vision  of  himself  creeping  in 
presently  along  the  ravine,  with  the  smell  of  earth,  of  damp 
foliage  m  his  nostrils—creeping  in,  determined  in  a  purpose  that 
nnmbed  his  breast^  and  oreepiog  ont  9gm  loaded  with  silver, 
wikh  his  ears  alert  to  every  sonnd.  It  mnst  he  done  on  this 
very  night— that  work  of  a  craven  slave  I 

He  stooped  iow,  presKd  the  hem  of  her  ddrt  to  his  lips, 
with  a  muttered  command — 

**  Tell  him  I  would  not  stay,"  and  was  gone  suddenly  from 
her,  silent,  without  as  much  as  a  footfall  in  the  dark  night.  • 

She  sat  still,  her  head  resting  indolently  against  the  wall, 
and  her  little  feet  in  white  stockings  and  black  slif^m 
crosBed  over  each  other.  Old  Gioigio,  coming  ont,  did  not  seem 
to  be  surprised  at  the  intdlig^ioe  as  mnch  as  she  had  vagnely 
feared.  For  she  was  fall  of  inexplicable  fear  now— fear  of 
everything  and  everybody  except  of  her  Qiovanni  and  his 
treasure.    But  that  was  incredible. 

The  heroic  Garibaldiuo  accepted  Nostromo's  abrupt  de- 
parture with  a  sagacious  iudu^noe.    He  remembered  hi& 
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own  feelingB,  and  flihitHiwi  a  WMWonlinft  penflteUiia  of  tbe 
true  state  of  the  case. 

*•  Va  bene.  Let  him  go.  Ha  I  ha  I  No  matter  how  fair 
the  woman,  it  galls  a  little.  Liberty,  liberty.  There's  more 
than  one  kind  !  He  has  said  the  great  word,  and  son  Gian' 
Battista  is  not  tame."  He  seemed  to  be  instmcting  the  motion- 
less and  scared  Giselle  .  •  .  A  man  should  not  be  tame," 
he  added  dogmatically  ont  the  doorway.  Her  stiUness  and 
sflenoe  seemed  to  diq^lease  hun.  Do  not  give  way  to  the 
enTionsnesB  of  yonr  sister^i  loty**  he  admonished  her,  very  grave, 
in  his  deep  voice. 

Presently  he  had  to  come  to  the  door  again  to  call  in  his 
yonngor  danghter.  It  was  late.  He  shouted  her  name  three 
times  before  she  even  moved  her  head.  Left  alone,  she  had 
become  the  helpless  prey  of  astonishment.  She  walked  into  the 
bedroom  she  shared  with  Lmda  like  a  person  prof  onndly  asleep. 
That  aspect  was  so  marked  that  even  old  Giorgio,  spectaded* 
raising  his  eyes  from  the  BiMe,  shook  his  head  as  she  shnt  the 
door  behind  her. 

She  walked  right  across  the  room  without  looking  at  any- 
thing, and  bat  down  at  once  by  the  open  window.  Linda,  steal- 
ing down  from  the  tower  in  the  exuberance  of  her  happiness, 
found  her  with  a  lighted  candle  at  her  back,  facing  the  black 
night  fall  of  sighing  gusts  of  wind  and  the  sound  of  distant 
showers — a  true  night  of  the  gulf,  too  dense  for  the  eye  of  God 
and  the  wiles  of  the  devil  She  did  not  torn  her  hoid  at  the 
opening  of  the  door. 

There  was  something  in  her  immolnlity  which  readied 
Linda  in  the  depths  of  her  paradise.  The  elder  sister  guessed 
angrily  :  the  child  is  thinking  of  that  wretched  Ramirez. 
Linda  longed  to  talk.  She  said  in  her  arbitrary  voice, "  Giselle  1 " 
and  was  not  answered  by  the  slightest  movement. 

The  girl  that  was  going  to  live  in  a  palace  and  walk  on 
ground  of  her  own  was  ready  to  die  with  teiror.  Not  for  any- 
thing in  the  world  wonld  she  have  tamed  her  head  to  face  her 
sister.  Her  heart  was  beatmg  madly.  She  said  with  snbdned 
haste — 
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Do  not  speak  to  me.   lam  praying.** 

Linda,  disappointA3d,  went  oat  quietly  ;  and  Uibelle  sat  on 
unbelieving,  lost,  dazed,  patient,  as  if  waiting  for  the  confirma- 
tion of  the  incredible.  The  hopeles^j  blackness  of  the  donds 
seemed  part  of  a  dream  too.    She  waited. 

She  did  not  wait  in  vain.  The  man  whose  soul  was  dead 
within  him,  cneping  out  of  the  ravine,  weighted  with  silver,  had 
■een  the  gleun  of  the  lig^ited  window,  and  eonld  not  help 
retnoing  his  steps  frcnn  the  beach. 

On  that  impoietraUe  baekgroond,  obliterating  the  lofty 
mountains  by  the  seaboard,  she  saw  the  slave  of  the  San  Tome 
silver,  as  if  by  an  extraordinary  power  of  a  miracle.  She 
accepted  his  return  as  if  the  world  could  hold  no  surprise  for 
her  on  that  nighL 

She  rose  compelled  and  rigid,  and  began  to  speak  long 
before  the  light  from  within  fell  npon  the  f aoe  of  the  i^iproaching 
man. 

Ton  have  come  back  to  carry  me  off.  It  is  well  I  Open 
thy  arms,  Giovanni,  my  lover.    I  am  coming." 

His  prudent  footsteps  stopi)ed,  and  with  his  eyes  glistening 
wildly,  he  spoke  in  a  harsh  voice. 

"  Not  yet.  I  must  grow  rich  slowly."  ...  A  threatening 
note  came  into  his  tone.  Do  not  foiget  that  jon  have  a 
thief  for  your  lover.** 

'*Tesl  Yesl"  she  whispered  hastily.  <<Come  nearer  I 
Listen  I  Do  not  give  me  np,  Giovanni  1  Never,  never  I .  .  . 
I  will  be  patient  t  .  .  .** 

Her  form  drooped  consolingly  over  the  low  casement 
towards  the  slave  of  the  unlawful  treasure.  The  light  in  the 
room  went  out,  and,  weighted  with  silver,  the  magnificent 
Capataz  clasped  her  round  her  white  neck  in  the  darkness 
of  the  gnlf  as  a  drowning  man  dotdies  at  a  straw. 
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On  the  day  Mrs.  Gould  was  going,  in  Dr.  Mony^liam's 
words,  to  "  Give  a  tertulia,"  Captain  Fidanza  went  down  the  side 
of  his  schooner  lying  in  Sulaco  harbour,  calm,  unbending, 
deliberate  in  the  way  he  sat  down  in  his  dinghy  and  took  up 
his  BGalk.  He  was  later  than  nsnal.  The  afternoon  was  well 
advanoed  before  he  landed  on  the  beach  of  the  Great  Isabel,  and 
with  a  steady  pace  climbed  the  slope  of  the  island. 

From  a  distance  be  made  out  Giselle  sitting  in  a  chair 
tilted  back  against  the  end  of  the  house,  under  the  window  of 
the  girls'  room.  She  had  her  embroidery  in  her  hands,  and 
held  it  well  up  to  her  eyes.  The  tranquillity  of  that  girlish 
figure  exasperated  the  feeling  of  perpetual  struggle  and  strife 
he  carried  in  his  breast.  He  became  angry.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  she  ought  to  hear  the  clanking  of  his  fetters — ^his  silver 
fetters,  from  afar.  And  while  ashore  that  day,  he  had  met 
the  doctor  with  the  evil  eye,  who  had  looked  at  him  very 
hard. 

The  raising  of  her  eyes  mollified  him.    They  smiled  in 
their  flowcr-hke  freshness  straight  upon  his  heart.    Then  she 
frowned.    It  was  a  warning  to  be  cautious.   He  stopped  some 
distance  away,  and  in  a  loud,  indifPerent  tone,  said — 
Good  day,  Giselle.   Is  Linda  np  yet  ?  '* 

^  Yes.  She  is  in  the  big  room  with  fadier.** 

He  approached  then,  and,  looking  through  the  window  into 
the  bedroom  for  fear  of  being  detected  by  Linda  returning  there 
for  some  reason,  he  said,  moving  only  his  lips — 

"  You  love  me  ?  " 
More  than  my  life.''  Bhe  went  uu  with  her  embroideiy 
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under  hia  amtompiaftiiig  gaie  and  oonMnued  to  speak,  looking 
ai  ha  work,  I  codd  not  lire.  I  oonld  not,  Giovanni. 
For  this  life  is  like  death.   Oh,  Gioyanni,  I  shall  perish  if  jou 

do  not  take  me  away." 

He  smiled  careleaalj.  "I  will  oome  to  the  window  when 
it's  dark,"  he  «iid. 

*'No,  don't,  Giovanni.  Not  to-night.  Linda  and  father 
ha^e  been  talking  together  tia  a  long  time  to-daj.*' 

"Whatabont?" 

**  Bamixes,  I  faiK^  I  heaid.  I  do  not  know.  I  am  ateid. 
I  am  alwayi  abaid.  It  »  like  djing  a  thomand  ttmea  a  daj. 
Yonr  love  is  to  me  like  your  treaeoxe  to  joo.  It  is  there,  but  I 
can  never  get  enough  of  it." 

He  looked  at  her  very  still.  She  was  beautiful.  His  desire 
had  grown  within  him.  He  had  two  masters  now.  But  she 
waa  incapable  of  sustained  emotion.  She  was  sincere  in  what 
she  said,  but  she  slept  placidly  at  night.  When  she  saw  him 
die  flamed  up  alwaja.  Hien  only  an  inonaaed  tacttomitj 
marked  the  dumge  in  h«r.  She  waa  afraid  of  betraying  herself . 
She  was  afraid  of  pain,  of  bodily  hann,  of  diarp  words,  of 
facing  anger,  and  witnessing  pain.  For  her  Bonl  was  light  and 
tender  with  a  pagan  sincerity  in  its  impulses.  She  murmured — 

"  Give  up  the  }>alaEzo,  Giovanni,  and  the  vineyard  on  the 
hills,  for  which  we  are  starving  our  love." 

She  ceased,  seeing  Linda  standing  silent  at  the  oaam  of 
the  house. 

Noatromo  tamed  to  his  affianoed  wife  with  a  greeting, 
and  was  amaaed  at  her  sonken  eyea,  at  her  hdlow  dieeks,  at 
the  air  of  UlnesB  and  angnkh  in  her  face. 

"  Have  you  been  ill  ?  "  he  asked,  trying  to  put  some  concern 
into  this  question. 

Her  black  eyes  blazed  at  him,  "  Am  I  thinner  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  Yes— perhaps — a  httle." 
"  And  older  ?  " 

"  Every  day  ooonts — for  all  of  us." 
I  shall  go  grey,  I  fear,  before  the  ring  ia  on  my  fingery** 
ahe  aajd  Bk>w]y»  keepiog  her  gase  fMrtaed  npon  faka. 
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She  waited  for  what  he  would  say,  rolling  down  her 
tunied-up  sleeves. 

No  fear  of  that,**  he  said  absently. 

She  tamed  away  as  if  it  had  heen  B(«iething  final,  and 
bosied  boself  with  hoDsehold  oarea  while  Noatromo  talked  with 
her  father.  Conversation  with  the  old  Gariheldino  was  not 
easy.  Age  had  left  his  facilities  unimpaired,  only  they  seemed 
to  have  withdrawn  somewhere  deep  within  him.  His  answers 
were  slow  in  coming,  with  an  effect  of  angust  gravity.  But 
that  day  he  was  more  animated,  quioker ;  there  seemed  to  be 
more  life  in  the  old  lion.  He  was  uneasy  for  the  integrity  of 
his  honour.  He  belieyed  Sidom*B  waning  aa  to  Bamirez'a 
designs  upon  his  younger  daughter.  And  he  did  not  troat  her. 
She  waa  flighty.  He  said  nothing  of  his  cares  to  "  Son  Oian' 
Battista."  It  was  a  touch  of  senile  vanity.  He  wanted  to 
show  that  he  was  equal  yet  to  the  task  of  guarding  alone  the 
honour  of  his  house. 

NoBtromo  went  away  early.  As  soon  as  he  had  dis- 
appeared, walking  towards  the  beach,  Linda  stepped  over  the 
threshold  and,  with  a  haggard  amile,  sat  down  by  the  aide 
of  her  father. 

Ever  aince  that  Sunday,  when  the  infatuated  and  desperate 
Bamirez  had  waited  for  her  on  the  wharf,  she  had  no  doubts 

whatever.  The  jealous  ravings  of  that  man  were  no  revelation. 
They  had  only  fixed  with  precision,  as  with  a  nail  driven  into 
her  heart,  that  sense  of  unreality  and  deception  which,  instead 
of  bliss  and  security,  she  had  found  in  her  intercoiui^  with  her 
promised  huahand.  She  had  passed  on,  pouring  indignation 
and  aeom  upon  Bamires ;  but,  that  Sunday,  ahe  nearly  died  of 
wretehedneaa  and  ahame,  lying  on  the  carved  and  lettered 
atone  of  T^naa's  grave,  subscribed  for  by  ^e  engine* 
drivers  and  the  fitters  of  the  railway  workshops,  in  sign  of  their 
respect  for  the  hero  of  Italian  Unity.  Old  Yiola  had  not  been 
able  to  carry  out  his  desire  of  burying  his  wife  in  the  sea ;  and 
Linda  wept  upon  the  stone. 

The  gratuitous  outrage  appalled  her.  If  ^he  wished  to  break 
her  heart^well  and  good.  Everything  waa  pennitted  to  Gian' 
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Bittiibi.  Biawli7(nmiAeuponUie]^eoM;ifhyieektohii^^ 
ttelMT  spirit  Aha!  He  amid  noi  Iveak  thii.  Shediiedher 
tem.  And  Gnelle  I  OlseOel  The  litde  one  thafc,  eyer  sinoesl^ 

could  toddle,  had  ahvajs  clung  to  her  skirt  for  protection.  What 
duplicity  I  But  she  could  not  help  it  probably.  When  there 
was  a  man  in  the  case  the  poor  featberheaded  wretch  ooold 
not  help  herself. 

Luda  had  a  good  share  of  the  Viola  stoicism.  She  resolved 
to  Mj  nothing.  But  woman-likB  ahe  pat  paanon  into  her 
Molciim.  GiieUe*8  short  an8wen»  prompted  by  f earfol  cantiony 
drove  her  beside  herMlf  fay  their  cortnesB  that  resembled  dia> 
dain.  One  day  she  ftang  henelf  npon  the  ehair  in  whidi  her 
indolent  sister  was  lying  and  impressed  the  mark  of  her  teeth 
at  the  base  of  the  whitest  neck  in  Sulaco.  Giselle  cried  out. 
But  she  had  her  share  of  the  Viola  heroism.  Ready  to  faint 
with  terror^  she  only  said,  in  a  lazy  voice, "  Madre  de  Dios  I  Are 
you  going  to  eat  me  aUve,  Linda  ?  And  this  outbont  passed 
off  leaving  no  trsoe  npon  the  sitoation.  "She  knows  nothing. 
Bhe  can  not  know  anything,**  reflected  Giselle.  Perfai^  it  is 
not  true.  It  oan  not  be  trae,**  Linda  tried  to  penmade 
herself. 

But  when  she  saw  Captain  Fidanza  for  the  first  time  after  her 
meeting  with  the  distracted  Ramirez,  the  certitude  of  her  mis- 
fortune returned.  She  watched  him  from  the  doorway  go  away 
to  his  boatk  asking  herself  stoically,  Will  they  meet  to-night  ?  *' 
She  made  up  her  mind  not  to  leave  the  tower  for  a  second. 
When  he  had  disappeared  she  came  ont  and  est  down  by  het 
father. 

The  veneiable  Garibaldino  felt^  in  his  own  words, "  Ayonng 
man  yet.*'  In  one  way  or  another  a  good  deal  of  talk  about 
Ramirez  had  reached  him  of  late  ;  and  his  contempt  and 
dislike  of  that  man  who  obviously  was  not  what  his  sou  would 
have  been,  had  made  him  restless.  He  slept  very  little  now  ; 
but  for  several  nights  past  instead  of  reading — or  only  sitting, 
with  Mrs.  Gould's  silver  spectacles  on  his  nose,  before  the  open 
Bible,  he  had  been  prowling  actively  all  about  the  island  with  his 
old  gon,  on  watoh  over  his  honour. 
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Linda,  laying  her  thiu  brown  hand  on  his  knee,  tried  to 
soothe  his  excitement.  Ramirez  was  not  in  Snlaco.  Nobody 
knew  where  he  was.  He  was  gone.  Uia  talk  of  what  he 
would  do  meant  nothing. 

"  No,*'  the  oki  man  interrapted.  But  son  Gian*  Battista 
told  me — quite  of  himself— that  the  oowaidly  udavo  was 
drinking  and  gambling  with  the  rascahi  of  Zapiga,  over  there 
on  the  north  side  of  the  gulf.  He  may  get  some  of  the  worst 
scoundrels  of  that  scoundrelly  town  of  negroes  to  help  him  in  his 
attempt  upon  the  little  one.  .  .  .  But  I  am  not  so  old.    No  ! " 

She  argued  earnestly  against  the  probability  of  any  attempt 
being  made ;  and  at  last  the  old  man  fell  silent^  chewing  Ids 
white  moustache.  Women  had  their  obstinate  notions  which 
must  be  .hnmonied — ^his  poor  wife  was  like  that,  and  Linda 
resembled  her  mother.  It  was  not  seemly  for  a  man  to  argue. 
•*  May  be.    May  be,"  he  mumbled. 

She  was  by  no  means  easy  in  her  mind.  She  loved 
Nostromo.  She  turned  her  eyes  upon  Giselle,  sitting  at  a 
distance,  with  something  of  maternal  tenderness,  and  the 
jealous  rage  of  a  rival  outraged  in  her  defeat.  Then  she  rose 
and  walked  oyer  to  her. 

"  Listen— yon,**  she  said  roughly. 

The  invindUe  candour  of  the  gase  raised  up  all  violet  and 
dew,  excited  her  rage  and  admiration.  She  had  beautiful  eyes 
— the  Chica — this  vile  thing  of  white  flesh  and  black  deception. 
She  did  not  know  whether  she  wanted  to  tear  them  out  with 
shouts  of  vengeance  or  cover  up  their  mysterious  and  shame- 
less innocence  with  kisses  of  pity  and  love.  And  suddenly 
they  became  empty,  gazing  bWkly  at  her,  except  for  a  little 
fear  not  quite  buried  deep  enough  withall  the  other  emotions 
in  GiseUe*s  heart 

Linda  said,  **Ramires  is  boasting  in  town  that  he  will  carry 
you  off  from  the  island." 

"  What  folly  I  "  answered  the  other,  and  in  a  perversity  born 
of  long  restraint,  she  added,  "  He  is  not  the  man,"  in  a 
jesting  tone  with  a  trembling  audacity. 

No  ?'*  said  Linda,  through  her  clenched  teeth.   ''Is  he 
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not  ?  WeDy  tfaeot  look  to  il ;  beouie  hOm  has  been  viUdiig 
about  with  a  loaded  gun  at  night** 

It  is  not  ^ood  for  him.  You  must  tell  him  not  to,  Linda. 
He  will  not  listen  to  me.** 

"I  shall  say  nothing — ^never  any  more — to  anjbodj," 
cried  Linda,  passionately. 

Thii  oookL  not  ]aii»  ihoaght  Giselle.  GioTumi  nmsfe  takia 
her  awaj  soon — the  very  next  tune  he  oame.  She  would  noi 
fofte  tbeae  tenon  for  ew  io  nmoh  Toqieakwifthher 
lirtar  made  her  ilL  Bat  she  waa  not  oneasy  at  her  f atho'a 
watchfulness.  She  bad  begged  Nostromu  nuc  to  come  to  the 
window  that  night.  He  hud  promised  to  keep  away  for  this 
onoe.  And  she  did  not  know,  could  not  guess  or  imagine,  that 
he  had  another  reason  for  coming  on  the  island. 

Linda  had  gone  straight  to  the  tower.  It  was  time  to 
li^  np.  8he  nnlod»d  the  little  door,  and  went  heavily  up 
the  apiral  ataimaan,  carrying  her  love  for  the  magnificent 
Capataa  de  Gaigadoiea  like  an  ev«»inciPoaBing  load  of  afaamefol 
fetters.  No ;  she  could  not  throw  it  off.  No ;  let  Heaven 
dispose  of  these  two.  And  uioviiig  about  the  lantern,  filled 
with  twilight  and  the  sheen  of  the  moon,  with  careful  move- 
ments she  lighted  the  lamp.  Then  her  arms  fell  along  her 
body. 

^  And  with  our  mother  looking  on,"  ahe  mnrmnred.  ^  My 
own  aiateiv-the  Ohioa !  '* 

The  whole  rehacdng  ^^pamtoBy  with  its  bnuB  fittings  and 
ringa  of  prisma,  glittered  and  sparkled  like  a  dome-shaped 

shrine  of  diamonds,  containing  not  a  lamp,  but  some  splendid 
flarae,  dominating  the  sea.  And  Linda,  the  keeper,  in  black, 
with  a  })ale  face,  drooped  low  in  a  wooden  chair,  alone  with  her 
jealousy,  fiir  above  the  shames  and  passions  of  the  earth.  A 
strange  dragging  pain  as  if  somebody  were  palling  her  about 
brotally  by  her  dark  hair  with  hnmie  glinta,  made  her  put  her 
bands  np  to  her  templea.  They  woold  meet  They  woold  meet 
And  she  knew  where,  too.  At  the  window.  The  sweat  of 
anguish  fell  in  drops  on  her  cheeks,  while  the  moonlight  in 
the  offing  closed  as  if  with  a  colossal  bar  of  silver  the  entrance  of 
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the  placid  Gulf — the  sombre  cavern  of  clouds  and  stillness  in 
the  surf -fretted  seaboard. 

Linda  Viola  stood  up  suddenly  with  a  finger  on  her  lip. 
He  loved  neither  her  nor  her  sister.  The  whole  thing  seemed  so 
objectless  as  to  frighten  her,  and  also  give  her  some  hope. 
Why  did  he  not  cany  her  off  ?  •  What  pievented  him?  He 
was  inoompiehensible.  What  were  they  waiting  for?  For 
what  end  were  these  two  lying  and  deceiving  ?  Not  for  the 
ends  of  their  love.  There  was  no  such  thing.  The  hope  of 
regaining  him  for  herself  made  her  break  her  vow  of  not  leav- 
ing the  tower  that  night.  She  must  talk  at  once  to  her  father, 
who  was  wise,  and  wonld  understand.  She  ran  down  the  spiral 
stairs.  At  the  moment  of  opening  the  door  at  the  bottom  she 
heard  the  soond  of  the  first  shot  ever  fired  on  the  Great  Isabel. 

8he  felt  a  shock,  as  though  the  bullet  had  struck  her  breast. 
fBie  ran  on  without  pausing.  The  cottage  was  dark.  She  cried 
at  the  door,  '*  Giselle  I  Giselle  I "  then  dashed  round  the  comer 
and  screamed  her  sister's  name  at  the  open  window,  without 
getting  an  answer;  but  as  she  was  mshing,  distracted,  round 
the  house,  Giselle  came  out  of  the  door,  and  darted  pest  her, 
running  silently,  her  hair  loose,  and  her  eyes  staring  straight 
ahead.  She  seemed  to  skim  along  the  grass  as  if  on  tiptoe, 
and  vanished. 

Linda  walked  on  slowly,  with  her  arms  stretohed  out  before 

her.  All  was  still  on  the  island  ;  she  did  not  know  where 
she  was  going.  The  tree  under  which  Martin  Decoud  spent 
his  last  days,  beholding  life  like  a  succession  of  senseless 
images,  threw  a  large  blotch  of  black  shade  upon  the  grass. 
Suddenly  she  saw  her  father,  standing  quietly  all  alone  in  the 
moonlight. 

The  GaiabaMino— big,  ereot,  with  his  snow-white  hair  and 
beard — ^had  a  monumental  repose  in  his  immolHlity,  leaning 
upon  a  rifle.  She  put  her  hand  upon  his  arm  lightly.  He 
never  stirred. 

"  What  have  you  done  ?  "  she  asked,  in  her  ordinary  voice. 
"  I  have  shot  Ramirez — infame ! "  he  answered,  with  his 
eyes  directed  to  where  the  shade  was  Uackest.     Like  a  thief 
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he  came,  and  like  a  thief  he  f  dL   The  child  had  to  be 

protected." 

He  did  not  offer  to  move  an  inch,  to  advance  a  single  step. 
He  stood  there,  riig^^ed  and  unstirring,  like  a  statue  of  an 
old  man  guarding  the  honour  of  his  house.  Linda  removed  her 
tarembling  hand  from  his  arm,  firm  aud  steady  like  an  arm 
of  stone,  and,  without  a  word,  adnmoed  into  the  bLackness  of 
the  idiade.  She  saw  a  stir  of  formless  shapes  on  tiie  ground, 
and  stopped  short.  A  murmur  of  despair  and  tears  grew 
louder  to  her  strained  bearing. 

**  I  entreated  you  not  to  come  to-night.  Oh,  my  Giovanni ! 
And  you  promised.  Oh  !  Why — why  did  you  come,  Giovanni  " 

It  waa  her  sister's  voice.  It  broke  on  a  sob.  And  the 
voice  of  the  resouroefnl  Oapataz  de  Cargadores,  master  and  slave 
of  the  San  Tomd  treasure,  who  had  be^  caught  unawares  by  old 
Giorgio  while  stealing  across  the  open  towards  the  ravine 
to  get  s(Htte  more  silver,  answered  careless  and  cool,  but  sounding 
startlingly  weak  from  the  ground. 

**  It  seemed  as  though  I  could  not  live  through  the  night, 
without  seeing  thee  once  more — ^my  star,  my  Uttle  flower." 

The  brilliant  tei'tulia  was  just  over,  the  last  guests  bad 
departed,  and  the  Sefior  Administrador  had  gone  to  his  room 
already,  when  Dr.  Monygham,  who  had  been  expected  in  the 
evening  but  had  not  turned  np,  arrived,  driving  along  the 
wood-block  pavement  under  the  electric-lamps  of  the  deserted 
Calle  tic  la  Constitution,  aud  found  the  great  gateway  of  the 
Casii  still  open. 

He  limped  in,  stumped  up  the  stairs,  and  found  the  fat  and 
sleek  Basiiio  on  the  point  of  turning  oif  the  lights  in  the  saia. 
The  prosperous  majordomo  remained  open-mouthed  at  this 
lato  invasion. 

"  Don't  put  out  the  lights^*'  commanded  the  doctor.  "  I 
want  to  see  Uie  sefiora.*' 

The  sefiora  is  in  the  Sefior  Administrador*s  cancillaria,*' 

said  Basilio,  in  an  unctuous  voice.  "  The  Senor  Administrador 
starts  for  the  mountain  in  an  hour.    There  is  some  trouble 
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with  the  workmen  to  be  feared,  it  appears.  A  shameless  people 
without  reason  and  decency.   And  idle,  se&or.  Idle." 

Yon  are  shameleaBlj  lasy  and  imbecile  yonrBelf said  tiie 
doctor,  witii  tihafe  iacaltj  for  exasperation  whick  made  him  8o 
generally  beloved.  *^  Don't  put  the  lights  ont.** 

Basilio  retired  with  dignity.  Dr.  Monygham,  waifcing  in 
the  brilliantly  lighted  sala,  heard  presently  a  door  close  at 
the  further  end  of  the  house.  A  jingle  of  spurs  died  out. 
The  Senor  Administrador  was  off  to  the  mountain. 

With  a  measured  swish  of  her  long  train,  flashing  with 
jewels  and  the  shimmer  ol  silk,  her  delicate  head  bowed  as  if 
under  the  weight  of  a  mass  of  fair  hair,  in  which  the  silver 
threads  were  lost»  the  first  lady  of  Snlaoo,*'  as  Captain 
Mitchell  nsed  to  describe  her,  moved  along  the  lighted  cor- 
ridor, wealthy  beyond  great  dreams  of  wealth,  considered, 
loved,  respected,  honoured,  and  as  soUtary  as  any  human  being 
had  ever  been,  perhaps,  on  this  earth. 

The  doctor's  "  Mrs.  Gould !  One  minute  I  '*  stopped  her 
with  a  start  at  the  door  of  the  Ughted  and  empty  sala.  From 
the  similarity  of  mood  and  ciicnmstanoe,  tiie  sight  of  the 
doctor,  standing  there  all  alone  amongst  the  groups  of  fnmitore, 
recalled  to  her  emotional  memory  her  unexpected  meeting  with 
Martin  Decond ;  she  seemed  to  hear  in  llie  silence  the  voice 
of  that  man,  dead  miserably  so  many  years  ago,  pronounce 
the  words,  "Antonia  lost  her  fan  here."  But  it  was  the 
doctor's  voice  that  spoke,  a  little  altered  by  his  excitement. 
She  remarked  his  shining  eyes. 

''Mrs.  Gould,  yon  are  wanted.  Do  you  know  what  has 
happened  ?  Yon  remember  what  I  told  yon  yesterday  about 
Nostromo.  Well,  it  seems  that  a  lancha,  a  decked  boat,  coming 
from  Zapiga,  miAi  four  negroes  in  her,  passing  dose  to  the 
Great  Isabel,  was  hailed  from  the  cliff  by  a  woman's  voice — 
Linda's,  as  a  matter  of  fact — commanding  them  (it's  a  moon- 
light night)  to  go  round  to  the  beach  and  take  up  a  wounded 
man  to  the  town.  The  pair  mi  (from  whom  I've  heard  all  this), 
of  course,  did  so  at  once.  He  told  me  that  when  they  got 
round  to  the  low  side  of  the  Great  Isabel,  they  found  linda 


Digitized  by  Google 


472 


NOSTBOMO. 


Viola  waiting  for  them.  They  followed  her :  she  led  them 
under  a  tree  not  far  from  the  cottage.  There  thej  foand 
Nostromo  lying  on  the  ground  with  his  head  in  the  yonnger 
girrs  lap^  and  htim  Yida  rtandlng  some  distaaoe  off  leaning 
on  his  gon.  Vndfir  IAxMb  direoticm  they  got  a  table  ont  of 
the  oottage  for  a  etretolier,  after  breaking  off  the  legs.  Thej 
are  here,  Llrs.  Gould.  I  mean  Nostromo  and — and  Giselle. 
The  negroes  brought  him  in  to  the  firet-aid  hospital  near  the 
harl)our.  He  made  the  attendant  send  for  me.  But  it  is 
not  me  he  wants  to  see— it  is  yon,  Mi's.  Gould  I  It  is  you." 
Me  ?  "  whispered  Mrs.  Gould,  ahrinking  a  little. 

"Yea,  joQl"  the  doctor  bunt  cot  ""He  bagged  me— 
hk  enemy,  as  he  thinks— to  bring  yon  to  him  at  onoe.  It 
aeons  he  Ins  some^ing  to  say  to  you  akme.** 

"Impossible  I"  murmured  ^Irs.  Gould. 

"  He  said  to  me,  *  Tell  her  that  I  have  done  something  to 
keep  the  roof  over  her  head.'  .  .  .  Mrs.  Gould,"  the  doctor 
pursued,  in  the  greatest  excitement.  "  Do  you  remember  the 
silver  ?   The  ailfer  in  the  lighter— that  was  lost  I " 

Mn.  Qoold  vamembered,  Bnt  she  did  not  aay  idie  hated 
the  mere  menttcm  of  that  silver.  Frankness  peisonified, 
remembered  with  an  exaggerated  hornn*  that  for  the  first  and 
last  time  of  her  life  she  had  concealed  the  trath  from  her 
husband  about  that  very  silver.  She  had  been  corrupted  by 
her  fears  at  that  time,  and  she  had  never  forgiven  herself. 
Moreover,  that  silver,  which  would  never  have  come  down  if 
her  husband  had  been  made  acquainted  with  the  news  brought 
by  DeooQd,  had  been  in  a  roandabout  way  nearly  the  oaose  of 
Dr.  Monyghaa*8  death.  And  theae  things  appealed  to  her 
veiy  dreadful. 

**  Was  it  lost,  though  ? "  the  doctor  exclaimed.  "  I've  always 

felt  that  there  was  a  mysteiy  alx>ut  our  Nostromo  ever  since. 
I  do  believe  he  wants  now,  at  the  point  of  death  " 

**  The  point  of  death,"  repeated  Mrs.  Gould. 
Yes.   Yes  ...  He  wants  perhaps  to  tell  you  something 
concerning  that  silver  which  " 

"Oh  no!    No  1" exclaimed  Vnk  Gould,  in  a  low  foioa. 
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**  Isn^t  it  lost  and  done  with  ?  Isn't  there  enough  treasure 
without  it  to  make  eyeijbody  in  the  world  mifierable  ?  " 

The  doctor  remained  still,  in  a  salmiBnye,  disappointed 
sOenoe.  At  last  he  ventured,  very  low^ 

"And  there  is  that  Yiola  gurl, Giselle.  What  are  we  to  do  ? 
It  looks  as  though  father  and  sister  had  

Mrs.  Gonld  admitted  that  she  felt  in  duty  bound  to  do  her 
btist  for  these  girls. 

"  I  have  a  volante  here,"  the  doctor  said.  "  If  you  don't 
mind  getting  into  that  " 

He  waited,  all  impatience,  till  Mis.  Gould  reappeared, 
having  thrown  over  her  dress  a  grey  doak  with  a  deep 
hood. 

It  was  thns  that,  doaked  and  monastioaUy  hooded  ov«r 
her  evening  oostome,  this  woman,  full  of  endmaooe  and 

oompassion,  stood  by  the  side  of  the  bed  on  which  the  splendid 
Capataz  de  Cargadores  lay  stretched  out  motionless  on  his  back. 
The  whiteness  of  sheets  and  pillows  gave  a  sombre  and  energetic 
relief  to  his  bronzed  face,  to  the  big,  dark,  nervous  hands,  so 
good  on  a  tiller,  upon  a  bridle,  and  on  a  trigger,  lying  open 
and  idle  upon  a  wl:ite  coverlet. 

**  She  is  innocent,"  -the  Capataa  was  saying  in  a  deep 
and  level  voioe,  as  though  afraid  that  a  louder  word  would 
hmk  the  dender  hold  his  spirit  stOl  kept  upon  his  body. 
"She  is  innocent.  It  is  I  aluue.  But  no  matter.  For  these 
things  I  would  answer  to  no  man  or  woman  alive." 

He  paused.  Mrs.  Gould's  face,  very  white)  within  the 
shadow  of  the  hood,  bent  over  him  with  an  invincible  and 
dreary  sadness.  And  the  low  sobs  of  Giselle  Yiohi,  kneeling  at 
the  end  of  the  bed,  her  gold  hair  with  coppery  gleams  loose  and 
soattered  over  the  Capataa's  feet,  hardly  tnmhled  the  silence 
<tf  the  room. 

"  Ha !  Old  Gi(nrglo--the  guardian    thine  honour  I  Fancy 

the  fetPy  coming  upon  me  so  light  of  foot,  so  steady  of  aim. 
I  myself  could  have  done  no  better.  But  the  price  of  a  charge 
of  powder  might  have  been  saved.  The  honour  was  safe.  .  .  . 
Sefioia,  she  would  have  followed  to  the  end  of  the  world 
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Nortromo  the  thief.  ...  I  have  flaid  the  word.  The  spell  is 

broken  I " 

A  low  moan  from  the  girl  made  him  cast  his  eyes 
down. 

"  I  cannot  see  her.  ...  No  matter/'  he  went  cm,  with  the 
shadow  of  the  old  magnificent  carelessness  in  his  voice.  One 
kiss  is  enough,  if  there  is  no  time  for  more.  An  auy  sonl, 
sefiora  I  Bright  and  warm,  like  sunshine — soon  donded,  and 
soon  serene.  Thej  wonld  crush  it  there  between  them.  Sefiora, 
avst  the  ejc  of  your  compassion,  as  far-famed  as  the  courage  and 
darine:  of  the  man  who  speaks  to  you,  from  one  end  of  the  land  to 
the  other.  She  will  console  herself  in  time.  And  even  Ramirez 
is  not  a  had  fellow.  I  am  not  angry.  No  I  It  is  not  Ramirez 
who  oveicame  the  Gapatas  of  the  Snkco  Oaigadores.'*  He 
paused,  made  an  effort,  imd  in  louder  Toioe,  a  little  wildly, 
declared — 

"  I  die  betrayed — ^betrayed  by—  " 

But  he  did  not  say  by  whom  or  by  what  he  was  dying 
betrayed. 

"  She  would  not  have  betrayed  me,'*  be  began  again,  oixining 
his  eyes  very  wide.  "  She  was  faithful.  We  were  going  very 
far — ^very  soon.  I  could  have  torn  myself  away  from  that  aocuxsed 
treasure  for  her.  For  that  child  I  would  have  left  boxes  and 
boxes  of  it — ^fulL  And  Deoond  took  four.  Fomr  ingots. 
Why  f  Pieardiai  To  betray  me  ?  How  could  I  give  back 
the  treasure  with  four  ingots  missing  ?  They  wonld  have  said 
I  had  purloined  them.  The  doctor  would  have  said  that. 
Alas  !  it  holds  me  yet  I  '* 

Mi-s.  Gould  bent  low,  fascinated— cold  with  apprehension. 
AVhat  became  of  Don  Martin  on  that  night,  Nostromo  ?  " 

**  Who  knows  ?  I  wondered  what  would  beoraie  of  me. 
Now  Iknow.  Death  was  to  come  upon  me  unawares.  He  went 
away  I  He  betrayed  me.  And  you  think  I  have  killed  him  I 
Yon  are  all  alike,  yon  fine  people.  The  silver  has  killed  me. 
It  has  held  me.  It  holds  me  yet.  Nobody  knows  where  it  is. 
But  you  are  the  wife  of  Don  Carlos,  wiio  put  it  into  my  hands 
and  said,  *  Save  it  on  your  life.'   And  when  I  returned,  and 


Digitized  by  Google 


THE  LIOHTHOUSS. 


you  all  thought  it  was  lost,  what  do  I  hear  ?  It  was  nothing 
of  importance.  Let  it  go.  Up,  Nostromo,  the  faithful,  and 
ride  away  to  save  m,  for  dear  life  1 

^'NoBtromot**  Mrs.  Gould  whifipered,  bending  veiy  low. 
^'  I,  too,  have  hated  the  idea  of  that  mlver  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart." 

"  Marvellous  I — that  one  of  you  should  hate  the  wealth  that 
you  know  so  well  how  to  take  from  the  hands  of  the  poor. 
The  world  rests  upon  the  poor,  as  old  Giorgio  says.  You  have 
been  always  good  to  the  poor.  But  there  is  something  accursed 
in  wealth.  Sefiora,  shall  I  tell  yon  where  the  treasure  is  ?  To 
yon  alone.  .  .  .  Shining  1  Inoormptible  1 " 

A  pained  involuntary  reluctance  lingered  in  his  tone,  in 
hia  eyes,  plain  to  the  woman  with  the  genius  of  sympathetic 
intuition.  She  averted  her  glance  from  the  miserable  subjec- 
tion of  the  dying  man,  appalled,  wishing  to  hear  no  more  of 
the  silver. 

No,  Capataz,"  she  said.  No  one  misses  it  now.  Let  it 
be  lost  for  ever." 

After  hearing  these  words,  Nostromo  closed  his  eyes, 
uttered  no  word,  made  no  movement.  Outside  the  door  of  the 
sick-room  Dr.  Monygham,  excited  to  the  highest  pitch,  his  eyes 
shining  with  eagerness,  came  up  to  the  two  women. 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Gould,'*  he  said,  almost  bnitally  in  his  im- 
patience, "  tell  me,  was  I  right  ?  There  is  a  mystery.  You 
have  got  the  woi*d  of  it,  have  you  not  ?    He  told  you  " 

"  He  told  me  nothing,"  said  Mrs.  Gould,  steadily. 

The  light  of  his  temperamental  enmity  to  Nostromo  went 
out  of  Dr.  Monygham's  eyes.  He  stepped  back  submissively. 
He  did  not  believe  Mrs.  Gould.  But  her  word  was  law.  He 
accepted  her  denial  like  an  inexplicable  fatality  affirming  the 
victory  of  Nostromo's  genius  over  his  own.  Even  before  that 
woman,  whom  he  loved  with  secret  devotion,  he  had  been 
defeated  by  the  magnificent  Capataz  de  Cargadores,  the  man 
who  had  lived  his  own  life  on  the  assumption  of  unbroken 
fiidehty,  rectitude,  and  courage  I 

"  I^y  send  at  once  somebody  for  my  oaniage,"  spoke  Mrs. 
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Gould  from  within  her  hood.  Then,  taming  to  Giselle  Viola^ 
*•  Come  nearer  me,  child  ;  come  closer.    We  will  wait  here.'* 

Giselle  Viola,  heartbroken  and  childlike,  her  face  veiled 
in  her  falling  hair,  crept  up  to  her  aide.  Mrs.  Gould  slipped 
hex  hand  through  the  am  of  the  nnworUiy  daughter  of  old 
Ykdfti  the  ifninaiffilato  repaUioui,  the  hero  without  a  fftiihi 
Slowly,  giadnilly,  ■•  a  withend  flower  droops,  tlie  head  of  the 
girl,  who  woald  have  foQowed  a  thief  to  the  end  of  the  moM^ 
rested  on  the  shouldtr  of  Dona  Emilia,  the  first  ladj  of  Sulaoo, 
the  wife  of  the  Sefior  Administrador  of  the  San  Tome  mine. 
And  Mrs.  Gould,  feeling  her  suppressed  sobbing,  nervous  and 
excited,  had  the  first  and  only  moment  of  cynical  bittemefis  in 
her  life.   It  was  worthy  of  Dr.  yioajf^lma  himaelf . 

**Ckmaole  yooneSf,  diild.  Yeiy  aoon  he  would  ha?e  for- 
gotten yon  for  hia  treaanie." 

^  Sdiom,  he  loved  me.  He  loved  me,"  GiaeDe  whispered, 
despairingly.  "  He  loved  me  aa  no  one  had  ever  been  loved 
before." 

"  I  have  been  loved  too,"  Mrs.  Gould  said  in  a  severe  tone. 

Giselle  clung  to  her  convulsively.  "  Oh,  senora,  but  you 
ahail  live  adored  to  the  end  of  your  life,"  she  sobbed  oat. 

Mrs.  Gould  kept  an  unbroken  silenoe  till  the  carriage 
arrived.  8he  helped  in  the  half-iainting  gizL  After  the 
dootor  hadjdiut  the  door  of  the  kndao,  she  leaned  over  to  him. 
Yon  can  do  nothing  ?  ahe  whispered. 

"  No,  Mrs.  Gould.  Moreover,  he  won't  let  us  touch  him. 
It  does  not  matter.    I  just  had  one  look.  .  .  .  Useless." 

But  he  promised  to  see  old  Viola  and  the  other  girl  that 
very  night.  He  could  get  the  police-boat  to  take  him  off  to 
Uie  island,  fie  remained  in  the  street,  looking  after  the  kmdaa 
reeling  away  dowly  behind  (he  white  moles. 

The  nunonr  of  some  aooident— an  aooident  to  Oaptain 
i^dan»— had  been  spreading  along  the  new  quays  with  their 
rows  of  lamps  and  the  dark  shapes  of  towering  cranes.  A 
knot  of  night  prowlers — the  poorest  of  the  poor — hung  about 
the  door  of  the  first-aid  hospital,  whispering  in  the  moonlight 
of  the  empty  street. 
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There  was  no  one  with  the  wounded  man  but  the  pale 
photographer,  small,  frail,  bloodthirsty,  the  hater  of  capitalists, 
perched  on  a  high  stool  near  the  head  of  the  bed  with  his 
kneeB  np  and  his  chin  in  his  hands.  He  had  been  fetched  bj 
s  (xmndd  whOf  working  late  on  tibe  wharf,  bad  heard  from  a 
negro  belonging  to  a  laQeha,  that  Captain  Fidansa  bad  been 
brought  ashore  mortally  woonded. 

**  Have  you  any  dispositions  to  make,  comrade  ?  he  asked 
anxiously.  "  Do  not  forget  that  we  want  money  for  our  work. 
The  rich  must  be  fought  with  theirown  weiipons.** 

Nostromo  made  no  answer.  The  other  did  not  insist, 
remaining  huddled  np  on  the  stool,  shock-headed,  wildly  baby, 
like  a  hnnohbaoked  monkey.  Then,  after  a  long  silenoe — 

**Oomiade  Fidania,*'  be  began  solenmly,  ''yon  have  refused 
all  aid  from  that  doctor.  Is  he  reaUy  a  diangerons  enemy  of 
the  people  ? 

In  the  dimly-lit  room  Nostromo  rolled  his  head  slowly  on 
the  pillow  and  opened  his  eyes,  directing  at  the  weird  figure 
perched  his  bedside  a  glance  of  enigmatic  and  mocking 
scorn.  Then  his  head  rolled  back,  his  eyelids  fell,  and  the 
Gapataa  of  the  Cargador^  died  without  a  word  or  moan  after 
an  honr  of  immobilily,  broken  by  short  shndders  testifying  to 
the  most  atrocioos  sufferings. 

Dr.  Monygham,  going  oot  in  the  police-galley  to  the 
islands,  beheld  the  glitter  of  the  moon  upon  the  Gulf  and  the 
high  black  shape  of  the  Great  Isii])el  sending  a  shaft  of  light 
afar,  from  under  the  canopy  of  clouds. 

Pull  easy,"  he  said,  wondering  what  he  would  find  there. 
He  tried  to  imagine  Linda  and  her  father,  and  disoovered  a 
stnnge  reloctanoe  within  himself.     Pnll  ea^,'*  he  repeated. 

•         «         «         •         •  • 

From  the  moment  he  fired  at  the  thief  of  his  honom*, 

Giorgio  Viola  had  not  stirred  from  the  spot.  He  stood,  his 
old  gun  grounded,  his  hand  grasping  the  barrel  near  the 
muzzle.  After  the  lancha  carrying  off  Nostromo  for  ever  from 
her  had  left  the  shore,  Linda,  coming  ap^  stopped  before  him. 
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He  did  not  seem  to  be  aware  of  her  presence,  but  when,  losing 
her  forced  calmnesfl,  ahe  cried  oat — 

^  Do  jon  know  whom  yon  have  killed  ?  "  he  answmd — 
Ramires  the  vagabond.** 

White,  and  staring  insanely  at  her  father,  Linda  laughed  in 
his  faoe.  After  a  time  he  joined  her  faintly  in  a  deep-toned 
and  distant  echo  of  her  peals.  Then  she  stopped,  and  the  old 
man  spoke  as  if  startled — 

"  lie  cried  ont  in  son  Gian'  Battista's  voice.'* 

The  gun  fell  from  his  opened  hand,  but  the  arm  remained 
extended  for  a  moment  as  if  still  supported.  Linda  seised  it 
longhly. 

Yon  are  too  old  to  understand.  Ck>me  into  the  honse.*' 
He  let  her  lead  him.    On  the  threshold  he  stumbled 

heavily,  nearly  coming  to  the  ground  together  with  his 
daughter.  His  excitement,  his  activity  of  the  last  few  days, 
had  been  like  the  flare  of  a  dying  lamp.  He  caught  at  the 
back  of  his  chair. 

"  In  son  Gian'  Battista's  voice,"  he  repeated  in  a  severe 
tone.     I  heard  him — ^Bamixei — the  miserable  " 

Linda  helped  him  into  the  chair,  and,  bending  low,  cried 
into  his  ear — 

You  have  killed  Gian'  BattisU." 

The  old  man  smiled  under  his  thick  moustache.  Women 
had  strange  fancies. 

Where  is  the  child  ?  "  he  asked,  surprised  at  the  penetrat- 
ing chilliness  of  the  air  and  the  unwonted  dimness  of  tke  lamp 
bj  which  he  used  to  sit  up  half  the  nig^t  with  the  open  Bibte 
before  him. 

Linda  hesitated  a  moment,  then  averted  her  ^es. 
"She  is  asleep/'  she  said.   "We  shall  talk  of  her  to- 
morrow.'* 

She  could  not  bear  to  look  at  him.  He  filled  her  with 
terror  and  with  an  almost  unbearable  feeling  of  pity.  She  had 
observed  the  change  that  came  over  him.  He  would  never 
understand  what  he  had  done ;  and  even  to  her  the  whole 
thing  remained  inoomprehensiUe.   He  said  with  diffiodfef — 
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"  Give  pie  the  book." 

Linda  laid  ou  the  table  the  dosed  volume  in  its  worn 
lealJifir  cover,  the  Bible  given  him  ages  ago  by  an  Englishman 
in  Pftlenno. 

'^The  child  had  to  be  protected,"  he  said,  in  a  strange 

mournful  voice. 

Behind  his  chair  Linda  wrung  her  hands,  crying  without 
noise.  Suddenly  she  started  for  the  door.  He  heard  her 
move. 

"  Where  are  you  going  ?  "  he  asked. 
^  To  the  light,"  she  answered,  taming  round  to  look  at 
him  balefnily. 

"TheKghtl  Si— dnty." 

Very  upright,  whitc-hciired,  leonine,  heroic  in  his  al)8orbed 
quietness,  he  felt  in  the  pocket  of  his  red  shirt  for  the  spectacles 
given  him  by  Dofia  Emilia.  He  put  them  on.  After  a  long 
period  of  immobility  he  opened  the  book,  and  from  on  high 
looked  through  the  glasses  at  the  small  print  in  doable  columns, 
A  rigid,  stem  expression  settled  npon  his  featnree  with  a  slight 
frown,  as  if  in  response  to  some  gloomy  thought  or  unpleasant 
sensation.  But  he  never  detadied  Ids  eyes  from  the  book 
while  he  swayed  forward,  gently,  gradnally,  till  his  snow-white 
head  rested  upon  the  open  pages.  A  wooden  clock  ticked 
methodically  on  the  white-washed  wall,  and  growing  slowly 
cold  the  Garibaldino  lay  alone,  rugged,  undecayed,  like  an  old 
oak  uprooted  by  a  treacbcrons  gust  of  wind. 

The  light  of  the  Great  Isabel  bnmed  peacef  ally  above  the 
lost  treasore  of  the  San  Tom6  mine.  Into  the  bloiBh  sheen  of 
a  night  without  stars,  the  lantern  sent  out  a  beam  of  yellow 
light  towards  the  far  horixon.  Like  a  black  speck  upon  the 
Bhiuing  piines,  Linda,  croudling  in  the  outer  gallery,  rested 
her  head  on  the  rail.  The  moon,  drooping  in  the  wtatem 
board,  looked  at  her  radiantly. 

Below,  at  the  foot  of  the  cM,  the  regular  splash  of  oars 
from  a  passing  boat  ceased,  and  Dr.  Monygham  stood  up  in 
the  stem  sheets. 

«  Linda  I  *'  he  shouted,  throwing  back  his  head.  *<Linda  I " 
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Linda  stood  up.   She  had  r«;oguised  the  voice. 

**  Is  he  defwi  ?  "  she  cried,  bending  over. 

"  Yes,  my  poor  girl.  I  am  coming  round,"  the  doctor 
answered  iroxa  below.  "  Foil  to  the  beach,*'  he  said  to  the 
powers. 

Lmda^s  black  figure  detached  itself  upright  on  the  light  of 
the  lantttn  with  lier  anna  zaiaed  aboYe  her  head  as  though  she 
were  going  to  throw  herself  era*. 

It  is  I  who  loved  yon,*'  she  whispered,  with  a  face  as  set 
and  white  as  marble  in  the  moonlighr.  "  I !  Only  I  I  She 
will  forget  thee,  killed  miserably  for  her  pretty  face.  I  can- 
not understand.  I  cannot  understand.  But  I  shall  never  for* 
get  thee.   Never  I " 

She  stood  silent  and  still,  as  if  ooUectiiig  her  strength  to 
throw  all  her  fidelity,  her  pain,  bewildeiiiient  and  despair  into 
one  great  orj. 

""Neverl  Gian*  Battista I ** 

Dr.  Monyghani,  pulling  round  iu  the  police-galley,  heard 
the  name  pass  over  his  liead.  It  was  another  of  Nosti'omo's 
suooesses,  the  greater,  the  most  enviable,  the  most  sinister  of 
all.  In  that  true  cry  of  love  and  grief  that  seemed  to  ring 
aloud  from  Punta  l^ila  to  Azuera  and  away  to  the  bright 
line  of  the  horiaoin,  ovtthnng  by  a  Ixg  white  etood  shining 
like  a  msss  of  solid  silver,  <he  genius  of  the  mignifkwnt 
Capalaa  de  Oargadores  dominated  the  da^  €Kilf  ccmtsining 
his  conquests  of  treasure  and  love. 
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